








lONDOlT : 

BEADBUnY^ AGKEW, & CO. LIMD., PEINTEES, WHITEFEIAE?* 




ft T^ELSON indeed may he regarded as the tutelary deity of the Naval Exhibition J' 

Mr. PcTNCH, musing by moonlight hard by the model of the ever memorable Victory, mentally quoted and approved. 
Mr. Punch was musing of many things. Mainly of his own Jubilee, or rather the Jubilee of his immortal Journal, the One 
Hundredth Half-Yearly Yolume of which was in his hands. 

** This Show,” he reflected, demonstrates what colossal changes — ^many of the best of them owing their origin to 
Me ! have taken place since. Fifty Tears ago, I penned the Preface to my First Yolume, in the Year of Grace 1841 ! ” 

The search-light from the top of the Eddystone Lighthouse almost dazzled the Sage’s upturned eyes, but for all that 
he could hardly be mistaken in his instant identification of a Shadowy Presence which shaped itself before him. Where 
is there an Englishman who would not recognise that small but striking and spirit-suffused figure, that keen, unconquerable 
glance, that ardent yet almost ascetic-looking face, that familiar star-decked uniform, that hanging coat-sleeve ? 

* Mr. Punch rose and doffed his hat in respectful salutation to the Illustrious Shade, murmuring as he did so — 

"For gods they are, through high Jove’s counsels good, 

Haunting the earth, the guardians of manW-nd.” - 

« Ah,’' said the Shade, smiling deprecatingly, ** ’twas so Mr. Southey, in ending the story of my life, spake of ' the 
spirits of the great and the wise, which continue to live and to act after them.’ But things have indeed changed, Mr. 
Punch since that last went into action I ” And he pointed, as he spoke, to the black and yellow poop of the Victory. 

Not so far changed, that there is a single British heart which does not thrill more at the sight of the mimic scene ii 
yon dimly-lighted cockpit than at that of the huger Victoria of to-day, though it can hurl in one colossal shot as much iron 
is a broadside and a half of the Victory of yours, my Admiral.” 

** Ah ! I wonder what Benbow would have thought of * The Mimic Naval War on the Lake ’ ? ” pursued Mr. Punch’s 
interlocutor. “ We did not play at pitched battles, or rehearse Trafalgar with toy-ships, in our beUigerent but less scienti- 
fically ingenious days.” 

« Not much play, my Horatio, about the encounter between the Almirante Lynch and the Blanco Eiicalada,^Q 
other day,” said Mr. Punch, smiling. “ The fact is, Admiral, a naval engagement in our Titanically-armed times must be so 
complicate, so sensational and so sanguinary a drama, that a little mimic * rehearsal * is perhaps advisable. 

« Doubtless, doubtless ! ” murmured the Shade. 

Nevertheless,” pursued Mr. Punch, cheerily, ‘‘I will wager that the model of the Victory and the Nelson Belies 
will draw more British visitors to this Exhibition than all the Cyclopean wonders and Titanic marvels of the Armstrong 
Gallery. Vulcan has not yet superseded Neptune in the worship of the English-speaking peoples.” 

The Hero’s ardent eyes gleamed with gratification. 

« Doleful dumps for duffers ! ” cried Mr. Punch. A stout heart is never long in the doldrums. You yourself once 
lost hope for a little,— after the loss of your dexter fin at Teneriffe. ‘ A left-handed Admiral/ you wrote, ‘ will never again 
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be considered as useful.* And that was before the Nile and the Baltic ! Aha ! but right soon * the radiant orb suspended 
in your mind’s eye which urged you onward to renown * (to quote your own vivid words), resumed its star-y-pointing sway.** 
You combine the dauntless pluck of Drake: with the cheery optimism of Debdin, Mr. Punch,*’ said the Hero. '' ” ‘ 
the Iiaureate of the Victorian Navy would have other materials for his metre than Campbell or Debdin dealt with.** 

“ Three-quarters of a ton of iron, hurled by the explosion of 960 lbs. of powder from the muzzle of a 110-ton gun, with 
an energy equal to 55,253 foot tons, through 28 inches of iron and steel, 20 feet of the hardest oak, 5 feet of solid granite, 
11 feet of concrete, and 6 feet of brick — 40 feet of tough material all told ! By Thor, Admiral, that ought to afford Titanic 
inspiration to some lyrical Son of Thunder ! We may say, indeed, parodying Campbell’s immortal ode — 

' I'ihe leviathans afloat I « As they hew their headlong path, 


Lie OTir bulwarks on the brine ; 

Scarce the rocks the Titans threw, 

Or the bolts of Jove divine, 

Matched the missiles of to-day, immense, sublime — 


Fraught with shrieking, shattering death, 
The most bold may hold his breath 
For a time I ” 


" Good ! ” said the Shade. ** It seems to me. Sir, considering the part the English Navy has played in the Eng- 
lish Story, that it has hardly been adequately sung by our Bards or set forth by our Statesmen. Truly this Big Show is 
something — by way of a beginning. But why should there not be a permanent Naval Exhibition, always on view, and so 
ordered and aiTanged that every British boy shall, as a matter of course, become familiarised with the heroic memories of the 
past, the great actualities of the present, and the splendid possibilities of the future ? ** 

** Why, indeed ? ** echoed Mr. Punch, musingly. Heroic Horatio', you have accurately hit it ! Of the British Boy 
it may be said — 


The British Fleet he cannot see, 

Because ’tis not in sight. 

That is, the Naval history of our country, and its Naval needs, are not, as they should bo, forced home to his intelligence by 
every device of pedagogue, poet, paterfamilias, show-shaper, and statesman. When they are, we shall, perhaps, have less 
official fumbling, financial waste, and Naval inefficiency.’* 

!* Look to it, Mr. Punch ! ” murmured the Shade of the Great Admiral, in a voice faint but emphatic, his form slowly 
dislimning in the sheen of the search-light. 

“ Trust me, Mighty Sailor,*’ responded the Sage. “And as evidence of the patriotic spirit in which I shall play my 
part, I present you with my own particular (and portable) * Search-Light,’ — ^powerM, penetrative, all-pervading. For Fifty 
Years now it lias periodically flared forth and lustrously illuminated the Universe. It will make clear to you many things 
that perchance may strike you as obscure and nubibustic — ^in the Shades. At the end of my Fiftieth Volume I invited the 
World to my Jubilee this year — now arrived. May I beg the favour of your presence at my Centenary * At Home,* on the 
I7th of July, 1941 ? Meanwhile, this — and its successors — may profit and please you ! ” 

Whereupon England’s favourite Sage politely proffered to England’s favourite Hero his 


#n:e f ulnmt ! ! ! 






INTRODUCTION. 

The Old Year was fast nearing its clpse, tlie'nigkt 
was deal and starry, and Father Time, from the .top. of 
his observatory tower, was taking a last look round.- 

To hioi entered, tinannoimced save by the staccato 
■yap of the faithful Tobias, Time’s unfaiUug friend, un- 
errin-f Mentor, and immortal contemporary, Mr. Punch. 

“ I am not for an age, but for All Time,” freely quoted 
the Swan’s sole paraUel. “ And very much at Times 
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VISIT TO SATURN. 


“ I AM glad to liear that^ at any rate,” 
said Saturn, welcoming the illustrious guests 
to his remote golden-ringed realm. 

Saturn, however, did not look exactly 
comfortable, and his voice, how nnliko 

To that large utterance of the early gods,’^ 

sounded quavering and querulous. 

It is customary,’’ said he, “ to talk, as 
the old Romans rather confusedly did, of 
‘ the Saturnian reign ’ as the true ‘ Golden 
Age,’ identified with civilisation, social 
order, economic perfection, and agricul- 
tural profusion. As a matter of fact, I ’ve 
always been treated badly, from the day 
when Jupiter dethroned me to that when 
the Grand Old Man — who ought to have 
had more sympathy with me — ^banished 
hither the strife -engendering Pedant’s 
hotch-potch called Political Economy.” 

Be comforted, Saturn, old boy — I am 
here ! ” cried Mr, Punch, “ I am ‘ person- 
ally conducting * Father Time in a tour of 
the Planets. Let ’s have a look round your 
realm 1 ” 

Mr, Punch sums up much of what he 
saw in modern “ Saturnian Yerses.” 

Punch, Good gracious 1 my worthy old 
Ancient, who once held the sway of 
the heavens. 

Your realm seems -a little bit shaky; what 
mortals call sixes and sevens ” I 
Saturn, That’s scarcely god-lingo, my 
boy ; but ’tis much as you say, and no 
wonder. 

Free imports have ruined my realm — I refer to Bad-Temper and 
Blunder, ■ 

Two brutish and boobyish Titans — they ’ve wholly corrupted our 
morals. 

And taught us Boycotting,” and Strikes,” and “ Lock-outs,” and 
all sorts of mad quarrels. 

I hope you don’t know them down there, in your queer little speck 
of a planet. 

These humbugging latter-day Titans 

Punch, That cannot concern you — now can it ] 

Saturn, Just look at the shindy down yonder 1 
Punch, By Jove, what the 

doose are they doing ? 

Saturn, Oh, settling the Great Social 
Question ! 

Father Time, It looks as 

though mischief were brewing. 

Saturn, Sort of parody of the old 
fight, which was splendid ^ at 
least, if tremendous, 

’Twixt Jove and the Titans of old. 

That colossus, gold-armoured, 
stupendous, 

Perched high on the Privilege” 
ramparts, and bastioned by big 
bags of bullion. 

Is “Capital” ; he’s the new Jove, 
and each Titan would treat as 
his scullion, 

But look at the huge Hundred- 
Handed One, armed with the 
scythe and the sickle. 



The hammer, the spade, and 
the pick 1 

Father' Time, Things 

appear in no end of a 
pickle ! 

Saturn, Precisely ! That ’s 
by “ Bad Temper ” ' and 


going 



Labour-Briareus ; backed 
“ Blunder,” 

And egged on by “ Spout ” (with a Fog-Horn) ; he ’s 
for ” Mm of the Thunder, 

And Gold ramparts headlong, a outrance. 

Punch, But look at the spectres behind them 1 

Saturn, Ah 1 Terrors from Tartarus, those to wMch only Bad 
TemiDer can blind them. 

Those spectres foreshadow grim fate ; they are Lawlessness, Ruin, 
Starvation ; 

To the Thunderer dismal defeat, to the conquerors blank desolation. 
Th. Sage looked serious. 

These things, mused he, are an allegory, perhaps, but of a 
significance not wholly Saturnian. 

“ Saturn, old boy,” said he, “ cannot what sentimentalists call 

^ the Dismal Science,’ wLich as you 
say has been banished hither, do 
anything to help you out of this 
hobble?” 

“ The Dismal Science,” responded 
Saturn, whose panaceas of Unre- 
stricted Competition, Free Combi- 
nation, Cheap Markets, Supply and 
Demand, &c., have landed its dis- 
ciples in Sweating Dens on the one' 
side and Universal Strikes on the 
other, can hardly offer itself as a 
cure for the New Socialism. Like 
Rhea of old, when asked for food, 
it proffers a stone.”' 

“ Ah ! ” quoth Father Time, 
“you manage these things much 
better on the Earthy doubtless.” 

“ Doubtless,” replied the Sage, 
drily, as he and Father Time took 
their departure. 
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VISIT TO MARS. 


n — So JVIr. Punch, holding Time 

I \ I V- hy the forelock, continued his 

' ^ ^ ^ I I III Where are Tve no'vvl” asked 

I If m I f, more elderly gentleman, 

j P L 11 ! 'ilL good friend,” replied 

j flio Sage of Fleet Street, ‘^we 

' ’ ' ' n I I f P apiproachiDg Mars, which 

I . I ffliaBfem ' mPM yo^ know, or should know 

I . . ‘ I jjr'y (if your education has been 

' / '! i ’ completed under the super- 

i'V* /|L/V^p>^k j i| I vision of the School Board) 

^ ^Mi'i I sometimes called the Bed 

~ III I ^ ^oard. 

tT^ TW I fflj |H|r , I j :j *•' That is what we shall soon 

-- m || j |j| I discover. But now keep quiet, 

-r-— ■ Sv Ml If jil I If I With the gentlest of gentle 
IT J M I | l I I shocks Mr. Punch and his 
* 4 companion found them- 

selves on a mound, which 
^ they soon recognised as a 
I ^ ■* • — = - mountain. Looking below 

^ them, they saw masses of 

^ scarlet, apparently in mo- 

tion. It was then that Time regretted that he had not brought 
^\dth him his telescope. 

** It would have been so useful,” he murmured, and if a little 
bulky, what of that \ Surely Mr, Punch is accustomed to make 
light of everything ? ” 

‘‘See, some one is approaching,” observed the Sage of Fleet 
Street, whose eye-sight was better than that of his companion. And 
sure enough a lively young officer at this moment put in an appear- 
ance, and saluted. 

“ Glad to see you both,” said he ; “ and, by order of the General 
Commander-in-Chief, you are to make what use you please of me. 

I am entirely at your service.” 

“ Why, you speak English 1 ” exclaimed Mr, Punch, 

“ That is so 1 ” re- 
turned the young officer 

in American ; “ and . -'.I 1 1 | • j ' -- 

why not'? Besides I . 1 M 

know French, Eussian, " ' _ '■ i | . \ ^ 

German, and all the J | 

^ spoke^ ^ on 

kindly ' tell^ us' what ^ ^ 

those masses of colour — ' — ~1I 1— 

are]” ■-*- 


"I WA 


terweight system,” 

explained the p-g ac e 17' — I'war.^ 

A.D.C. “We ^ 

cribbed the idea from Folkestone, and Lynmoutb. And here, Mr. 
Punch, is something that will interest you. We absolutely howled 
at that sketch of yours showing the mechanical policeman. Don’t 
you loiow— old woman puts a penny in the slot and stops the 
traffic? And here’s the idea developed. See that mechanical 
sentry. I put a penny in the slot, and he pays me the usual 
compliment. He shoulders arms, as I am only a captain — worse 
luck! If I w^ere of field rank he would come smartly to the 
present.” 

And sure enough the mechanical soldier saluted. 

“It’s not half a bad idea,” continued the agreeable A.D.C. 
“ You see sentry-go is awfully unfitopular, and a figure of iron in 
times of peace is every bit as good as a man of brass. The pence 
go to the Canteen Fund along with the fines for drunkenness. It 
seems reasonable enough that a fellow, if he wants to be saluted, 
should pay for the swagger. If a fellow likes to turn out the 

^ , guard, he can do it with 
^ ^ J '| U I flien of 

' lliji ' course he hasn’t the 
W I I'igfit unless his rank 
" ^ y .Ml permits it — see ? ” 

^ f I * time the me- 

1 ••nil soldier had re- 

l '!P slope, and 

' [ ■ was parading his beat in 
■. ■' [■ a somewhat jerky man- 






_} “ And now what would 

I [ you fellovrs like to do ] ” 
Ji asked the A. D.C. “Par- 
^ don the familiarity, but 
M nowadays age doesn’t 
9 count, does if? Every- 
^ body’s young. One of 
B the best Juliets I ever 
m knew had turned sixty, 
^ and played to a Povieo 
B who w-as twenty years 
^ her senior. Nothing like 
r that down below, I sup- 
pose ? ” 

-- “Nothing,” returned 
Mr. Punch. 
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‘SSo I have always understood. Well, where shall we go first?” 

'^Anywhere you like,” said the Sage of Fleet Street. But are 
you sure that we are not unduly trespassing on your time 1 ” 

Xot at all-only too delighted. It ’s all in the day's work. 
We have a lot of 
dLstinguished visi- 
tors that we have to 
take round. I like 
it myself, but some 
of our fellows kick 
against it. Of course 
it doesn't refer to 
you two ; but you 
can fancy urhat a 
nuisance it must be 
for all our fellows 
to have to get up in 
full rig, and bow and 
scrape, and march 
and countermarch, 
and go through the 
whole bag of tricks, 
to some third-rate 
Royalty ? Ah ! they 
are happier off at 
Aldershot, aren't 
they?” 

“No doubt,” was 
the prompt reply. 

Mi\ Punch and 
Father Time had 
now entered a bar- 
rack square, wherein 

a number of trembling recruits were standing iii front of a sergeant. 

“ I am just putting them through their paces, Sir,” said he : 
“ they are a bit rusty in bowing drill.” 

The A.D.C. nodded, and, turning on his heel, explained to the 
visitors that it was the object of the Authorities to introduce as 
much as possible of the civil element into the Army. 

“You will see this idea carried out a little further in the institu- 
tion we are now entering,” he added, as the three walked into a 
building that looked like a hand -O me Club-house. At the door 
was an officer in the uniform of the Guards. 

“ Hullo, Hughie,” said the A.D.C., “ on duty to-day ? ” 

“ As hall-porter. Charlie is smoking-room waiter. I say, do 
you want to take your friends round ? '' 

“ Well, I should like to let them get a glimpse of Tommy Atkins 
at his ease.” 

“All right, you can pass. But, I say, just warn them to keep 
quiet when they get near him. We have had no end of a time to 
smooth him down.” 

Thus warned, the Sage and Father Time 
passed through the hall and entered the smok- 
ing-room. Stretched at full length on a couple 
of chairs was a Private, lazily sipping a glass 
of brandy and soda-water, that had just been 
supplied to him by an officer of his 
own battalion. On withdrawing, 
the A.D.C. • greeted ^ the commis- 
sioned waiter who answered to the 
name of CharliIe.' ' ^ 

** * ’ “ Rather rough, eh ? ” said he, 

with a glance at a tray containing a cork-screw and an empty 
bottle. - - . ■ • - 

A bit better than Bermuda. If we don’t coerce them, we must 
be polite. After all, fagging turned out the heroes of Winchester 
and Westminster, and wasn't Waterloo won on the playing-fields of 
Eton?” 

“Bather a dangerous game, isn't it?” observed Mr, Punch. 



“ You ’ll have to fall in next, and Tommy will inspect you, and give 
you a couple of days' extra drill for not having cleaned your rifle ! ” 
“ Well, if I don't look after my arms, I shall have merited the 
punishment ; and, after all, it will only be a case of turn and turn 

about,” was the re- 
ply. Then the 
A.D.C. added, 
“Hang me, too, I 
believe, with all we 
fellows have to do 
nowadays, that if 
we did change with 
Tommy Atkins, we, 
and not he, would 
have the best of the 
bargain ! '' 

Leaving the Sol- 
diers' Club, Mr. 
Punch and Father 
Time continued their 
journey. They had 
not proceeded far, 
when the A. D. C. 
invited them to enter 
a building known as 
the Museum. 

“It really is a 
most useful and inte- 
resting institution,” 
said the officer of the 
Planet Mars. “Here, 

you see, we have 

_ ::l_ portrait models of 

the officer of the past and present. In the past, you will notice, , 
he sacrificed everything to athletic sports — if he could fence, 
shoot, hunt, and play cricket, polo, and football, he was quite satis- 
fied. His successor of to-day devotes all his time to study. He 
must master the higher branches, of niathematics before he is con- 
sidered fit to inspect the rear-mnk of a company, and know the 
modem languages before he can be entrusted with the command of 
a left half-battalion. Here again we have the uniform of an officer 
in i)eace and war — swagger and gold lace on the one side, and stern 
simplicity and kharki on the other.” 

In another room Mr. Punch and Father Time discovered 
that everyone was fast asleep. There was a Cabinet Minister sup- 
ported by two minor officials — all three of them absolutely uncon- 
scious. There were any number of Generals decorated from belt 
to neck — any quantity of higher-grade clerks — one and all slum- 
bering ! “ This is called the Intelligence Department of the Army,'' 
explained the A.D.C. “ You have nothing like it in England ?” 

“■ Nothing ! ” returned Mr. Punchy as he disappeared. 
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VISIT TO MERCURY. 

Mr. Punch and Fatter Time were once again 
whirling on their way through houndless space. 

They were approaching their next destination, 
and the dark globe of the planet had just come 
into view on the horizon. Eapidly it increased in 
size as they neared it, and the seas and continents 
could be easily traced. 

“ Dear me 1 ” exclaimed Mr, Punch. ‘‘ Why, I 
declare if there is not something written upon it ! ” 
and he put up his binoculars, “ Why, it is nothing 
more nor less than a big advertisement. Looks 
like humbug,'' he continued. What 's the name 
of the Planet, eh ? " 

“Mercury," replied Father Time, with cheeiy 
spirit ; “ and with that device they try to catch 
the eye of a passing Comet." 

“ Hum — they won’t catch me 1 " observed the 
Sage, brightly. “ I brought my truth-compeller 
with me — a little, patent, electrical hypnotic 
arrangement, in the shape of this ring" — he 
showed it as he spoke. “ I have onxy to turn it 
on my finger, and it obliges anyone who may be 
addressing me instantly to speak the truth." 

They suddenly found themselves deposited in 
the centre of a vast square, surrounded by large 
palatial-looking buildings, public offices, stores, 
shops, picture-galleries, gigantic blocks of private 
'residences, in flats five-and-twenty storeys high, and 
other architectural developments of the latest con- 
structive crazes, fashioned, ai^parently, after the 
same models, and on similar lines, to those at 
present so much in vogue in that now distant 
I planet, the Earth. There was a profusion of 
advertisement-boards, these, in many instances, 
entirely covering the whole fa$ade of the building 
with large-lettered announcements of the nature 
of the trade or business conducted within. An eager and excited crowd thronging the pavements, and hustling each other, without 
any apparent purpose or aim, was pushing in all directions. 

“ I wonder what all this is about," observed Mr. Pimch ; “suppose we ask a Policeman? " 

They noticed a being attired in every respect like the familiar guardians of the peace on Earth, except that he carried a harmless 
and gaily-decked bladder in place o£ the more serviceable hdton, and beckoned to him. He approached with polite alacrity. 

You want to know what 's up. Gents?” he commenced, divining their purpose instinctively. “ It 's the Half-Quarterly Meeting 
of the Solid Gold Extract of Brick-Dust Company. There 's been some little talk about the dividend not being quite so good as the 
prospectus led the shareholders to believe, and as the shares have been mostly taken up by widows and orphans, some of their friends, 
you see, are a little anxious to hear the Chairman's Report. But, you see, it 'll be all right.” 

At this moment a widow, with blanched cheeks and dishevelled hair, who had been listening with an anxious and eager gaze to 
what the Policeman had been saying, joined the group. 

Mr. Punch looked at her with mournful sympathy, and slowly turning the ring on his finger, addressed the Policeman. 

“ Tell me, my good man," he said, persuasively, “ is that the truth ? Is it really all right ? ” 

“All right?" rejoined the guardian of the peace in amazement, but apparently unconscious of the purport of his speech, “ I should 
rather think not. Call it ‘ all wrong ' and then you 'll about hit it. Why it 's well known that the patent 's all fudge. It 's the 
biggest swindle out. No more in it than in this here bladder. But you'll see ; the whole thing's burst, and you'll know it in a 
minute." 

The words were scarcely out of his mouth when a roar of a thousand angry voices, followed by a sudden rush from the building 
of a mad and raging crowd, obliged Mr. Punch, for a moment, to pause. When the uproar had somewhat subsided, he turned to the 
Policeman, and pointed feelingly to the imfortunate widow, who had fallen on to an apple-stall in a fit of hysterics, and, locking his 
arm in that of his aged companion, proceeded to cross the square. “ Give us a song, old 'un ' '' shouted a portion of the mob, who had 
followed them. \ ' 

“ Certainly. Oblige them i " added Mr. Punch, taking a banjo from one of the crowd and placing it in Father Time's hands. 
“Give them a stanza of the Ballad of Truth." 

He turned his ring, and his aged companion struck up the following ditty ; — 



“ Know ye the land where dwells only mock-turtle, 

Where wine that should gladden but makes you fell queer. 
Where bayonets bend, where guns biu’st and hurtle 
Their breech in the face of their friends at the rear. 

Where lamps labelled ‘ safety ' with just terrors fill you. 
Where water supplied you for milk is no theft. 


Where pills that should cure, if persisted in, kill you 
And the ‘ Hair Resurrector ' takes all you 've got left ! 
Where soap, that should soften your skin, only flays you, 
Where a horse proves a screw though got through a friend. 
Where the loss of your ‘ cover ' confounds and dismays you, 
Though assured by the Firm ^if you hold on fwill mend ' ? 
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Know ye, in fine, where by pusliing and ^ rushing,’ | 

This — and much more, down the public throat crams, 

Blatant Advertisement, brazen, unblushing ? ; 

If you do, then you Ve spotted the Planet of ShamsP 

' ' ' ' _ Though a few paving-stones were hurled at the aged 

^ T^.S — t; ' singer, the conclusion of his song was greeted by a 

■ ’ general roar of laughter, the populace a^Dparently 

recognising the picture of their own chicanery with 
amusement and relish. 

After that they held on their way for some 
^ , minutes in silence. They had now reached the 
other side, and ivere confronted by a couple of 
respectable “ looking gentlemen of an almost 
clerical aspect, w’ho appeared to be catering in i 
the public streets in the interests of some insti- 
® tution. They approached Mr. Punch and Father 
vf jp Time, and offered them a prospectus. 

“ ® The dear Little Children’s Happy 
AND Elegant Burial Institution,’ read Mr. 
Pimch, surveying the paper presented to him, 
and continuing, “ ‘ A trivial payment ofPfinepence 
a Month loill ensure the youthful Snlscriher, or 
his Piepresentative, a sioeet and elegantly -construc- 
ted little Coffin, leautifully frilled, with a one- 
Uack-horse Family Omnihus Hearse, and a tray of 
Two Handsome Plumes. N.B. — if preferred, 
payment of 19s. m cash on production of 
Corpse^ ” 




isip'si 

Milk 


T h e y 
showed 
ikf?’. Punch 
and Father 

Time up the 'front steps, and ushered them into a large hall. It was thronged with a crowd 
of dirty and raggedly-dressed people, and partitioned off by a handsome and massive mahogany 
counter, beyond wdiicli sat a staff of clerks busily engaged in keeping the books and generally 
discharging the duties of the institution. 

“Ha, Mrs. MacStoggins, and' are we in your debt again?” asked the Agent of a beetle- 
browed woman of a sinister and forbidding expression, who w^as thrusting a paper across the 
counter to the cashier. 

“ Yes ; and I ’ll trouble you not to keep me waiting, . |H| 

either —seeing that it’s gone three days since the burial.” jjfct |'; lil 

“'Is this woman' demanding the insurance money for the ' . / yrWB^\ j j| f V 

burial of her own child ? ” asked Mr. Punch, sternly. And J I i c [ijj i' 

he turned his ring. “And pray. Madam,” he continued, *' ! [ I’ n ' 

addressing the beetle-browed woman, “tell me the truth.” \ _ . 1 1 [ll j| 

“Certainly,” replied the woman, as if in a trance. “First, j ^ || \ 

I insured ray own Kate — then I starved her to death, and I ir W 

took the money. Then little Bill follow’ed. I let him 1 1 

catch cold in the winter, and gave him a night or two | 

on the stones, and that finished him. Then came Tim 

Flaherty, and I managed him with the beetle-poison, , 

“Come,” said Mr. Punch, taldng Father Time’s arm once mil 
more, “let ns get out of this — I can’t breathe here.” || ||| 

Scarcely had they quitted the idace ere they had to ^ i|||n lilM liiliLMil I n I 
encounter an appeal for custom, the applicant being ap- /i™ j 1 1| j fiw\^ 

parently one of the big guns in the Mercury wine trade, j \jj , 1 B|l] j 

and he was not long in im]portuning Mr. Punch just to J j B|l I||m^ ^ 

step inside his office, and sample a delicious Lafitte of the 

“ Now, try that, Sir,” he said, at the same time offering Mm jj|||Hll 
Mr. Punch a glass of the rich rnby-coloiired beverage, “ and 
tell me what you think of it. We have a small parcel of it - 
stiU left, and could let you have it at the remarkably low ^ ^ 

“ It looks all right,” drily replied Mr^'^ Punch, “ but I 
can’t think how you can sell it at the price.” Then holding 
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up the glass criticallv, and turning his ring, he 
continued, ‘‘ How do you manage it ? ’’ 

How do I manage it 1 replied the unconscious 
merchant, laughing heartily at the apparent joke. 
“Why, my dear Sir, there's not much difficulty 
about that I just make it: myself. Listen to my 
receipt : — 

“ Potato spirit — that the ‘ body * finds ; 

And then, as for colour, 

Be it brighter or duller, 

You see I am supplied with several kinds, 

And as to flavour, I get that desired, 

By adding various poisons as required. i 

Ha 1 ha ! Let me send 3 'ou in a few dozen.” He 
offered Mr. Punch an elaborate price-list as he con- ; 
eluded Ids self-condemnatory verse with an ob- 
sequious bow. ' 

“ Gome,” said ilJr. Punchy once more taking | 
hold of his aged companion's arm, without con- ‘ 
descending to give the cheating tradesman any / 
reply, “come — let us get out of this. 'Pon my < 
word, I think we 've almost had enough of [ 
Mercury t ” 1 

“ Their morality does seem to have reached |li 
rather a low ebb, I must confess,” replied Father 
Time. 

“ Nothing like this on our Earth, anyhow,” 
continued Mr. Punch, with a satisfied sigh of relief. 
But come, we'll hear what the whole people say 
of themselves. See here's a chance. I believe 




“ Capital ! Capital ! '' cried Mr, Punch, 
approaching the throng. “ We T1 have that 
again.” He turned his ring once more as he 
spoke, and the mob responded by shouting 
their second verse. 






a chance. I believe 
there's a lot of them 
over there singing their 
National Anthem.” 

They listened as Mr. 

Punch spoke. He was 
right. There was a 
vast crowd collected 
outside one of the principal buildings 
on the other side of the square, and 
they were clearly finishing some popu- 
lar anthem in chorus, for, as Father 
Time and Mr. Punch paused to listen, 
the w’ell-known familiar refrain — 

“ Never, never, never, 

Shall be slaves ! ” 
smote their car. 



• - , “ Fool ! Mercurius ! 

Of greed thy sons are slaves ; 

And they ever, ever,' ever — 

Shall be knaves 1 ” 

“Come,” cried Mr. Punch, “ I think that judgment of themselves 
out of their own mouths settles the matter ! I have done with 
them. Come, let us seek some healthier place. Up ^ye go ! ” 

He seized hold of Old Father Time as he spoke, and bounded wdth 
him upwards suddenly into space. In another minute they were 
in search of a brighter, a better, and a truer world. 









% 
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VISIT TO JUPITER. 

Father Time v:\th. liis glorious guide dropped gently down. 
They found themselves in the centre of a hare expanse of dry, 
grassy country, hroken here and there hy sand-hills. On their 
light was the sea, dotted with ships. Parties of men in red 
coats, and carrying in their hands curiously-shaped sticks, were 
walking about in all directions. They all looked very earnest, 
some of them were gloomy, some positively furious. Occasionally 
they stopped, placed themselves in an imcouth straddle-legged 
attitude, whirled their sticks, looked eagerly towards the horizon, 
and then marched on again as solemnly as before. One party in 
particular attracted the attention of Father Time. It was a large, 
mixed gathering of men, and women, and children. They all 
moved or stood at a respectful distance from the central figure, a 
benevolent-looking gentle- 
man, with a flowing white 
beard. He too wore a red 
coat, and carried a stick. 

A crowd of attendants 
b<?aring more sticks fol- 
lowed him. 

Let me explain,’^ said 
the Arch-Provider of Mer- 
riment to his companion, 
this ground is known as 
Links; the game of ‘Golf’ 

IS being idayed. These 
gentlemen are golfers. The 
sticks they carry are called 
clubs. That bearded old 
gentleman is the King of 
Jupiter, Foozler the 
Fifth. He is playing his 
morning round. I will 
introduce you.’^ 

So saying, the King of 
all Clubs advanced with 
the Scythe-holder, and, 
taking advantage of a 
moment when King Fooz- 
ler, having made a long 
shot, wa.s in good humour, 
rapidly effected the neces- 
sary presentation. 

I know this game 
well,’’ said Mr. Punch. 

'‘It is said to be much 
played in my own country 

now. Permit me to have the honour of playing one hole against 
your Majesty.” 

The King smiled a gracious assent. His ball had been already 
placed for him on a little heap of sand about an inch high. He 
advanced towards it, anxiously measured his distance, waved his 
club to aud fro oi^er liis ball as if in blessing, and theii, swinging it 
through the air, struck — nothing. The ball remained unmoved. 

“ He ’s missit the globe,” muttered one of the attendants ; I Ve 
aye tellt him to keep his eye furrmer on the ball.” 

Four times His Majesty, whose good humour was now entirely 
gone, repeated the operation with similar results. At last he hurled 
his club to the ground, breaking it into splinters, and addressed his 
immovable ball in strong terms. 

“Allow me, Your Majesty,” said Mr. Punch, as he stepped airily 
forward and selected the king’s best driver from the heap' of clubs 
carried by the chief caddie, “ I think I know how this ought to be 
done,” and without a moment’s hesitation he delivered his stroke. 
The ball flew true and far until it was merely a speck in the air, and 
finally dropped do'v^n about a quarter of a mile away. “ You will 
find it in the hole,” said the Golfer of Golfers, carelessly tximing to 


the discomfited King ; “ Oh, my Koyal and Amient One,” he con- 
tinued, “ there are certain things we do better in another country, 
and Golf is one of them.” 

But at this moment a great commotion ailose. A messenger on a 
foaming steed dashed up, and handed a de^^patch to the king, who 
at once read it. 

“ Dear me ! ” said His Majesty, “ this is most annoying. The 
Emperor of Barataria is to arrive in half m hour. He ’s a bit of a 
young piig, and bores me dreadfully — ^.nt we must meet him.’’ 
With that he retired at once to the ne$ rest palace, to change his 
uniform. In about ten minutes he ci me forth a changed man. 
On his head glittered an immense helini t, v ith a waving plume ; a 
tunic of gold lace was buttoned tigbtly round his chest. Kow 
upon row of stars and medals encircled liiiii like so many belts ; his 
legs were hidden in an enormous pair jack-boots, to which were 

fixed a pair of huge Mexi- 
can spurs. An immense 
£Word dangled at his side. 

“ This,” said the King, 
AS he motioned Af?'. Punch 
and Father Time into his 
state carriage, and vaidted 
in after them with as 
much agility as his sword 
and boots Nvould permit, 
“ is the ‘ uiiifonii of the 
Baratarian Die-hards, of 
which regiment I am 
honorary Colonel,” 

Thus they drove to the 
balloon station, at -which 
the Imperial guest was 
expected. After a few 
minutes, a sound of chetr- 
- iiig was heard. 

' “He’s com- 
' ing,” observed 
'the King. 
“ Have ‘ I got 
my kissing face 
on?” . 

^ ’Pi49ic/^ 

reassured him. A moment afterwards 
the state-balloon of Barataria .soared 
up to the platform, and a young man, 
gorgeously attired in the uniform of the 
Tenth (Jupiter’s Own) Lancers, sprang 
lightly from it. 

Loud pealed the loyal anthem, and rattled all the drums, 

And, as the guard presented, the cry went up, “ He comes ! ” 

He. steps upon the platform, and, while the plaudits ring, 

A King hangs round an Emperor’s neck, an Emperor hugs a King ; 
And, -with impartial kisses on. both cheeks duly y)ressed, 

The guest does homage to his host, the host salutes his guest. 

The Emperor then, having shaken Mr. Punch w’armly by the 
hand, dejpaited with his royal host. After this, the three poten- 
tates, Punch the Only, Foozler the Fifth, and the Baratarian 
Emperor, called upon one another at intervals of half an hour. 
This process occupied the afternoon. 

For the evening a state-ball at the Royal Palace had been 
announced. Thither, at the appointed hour, Mr. Punch and his 
hoary associate were conveyed. As they approached, the royal hand 
struck up a martial air, the Lord Chamberlain advanced to meet 
them, and ushered them into the magnificent hall in which the 
guests were assembling. From this a wide double staircase led up 
to a marble gallery. Hall, gallery, and staircase were filled with a 
brilliant crowd tiie men arrayed in every variety, of uniform ; the 
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ladies, tf) a woman, in V-sliapcd dresses, the openness of wliidi Society. Tljat stout lady, ^vitll a face like a liaiiglity turtle, is tke • 
appeared to vary in a direst ratio to tlie age of their wearers. Duchess of Doublechin ; that graceful little woman next to her Is 

“ We will repose awhile,” Mr. Fmch remarked to the Father, Lady Angelina Battleaxe — she is a dress-maker.” 
and scan the multitude. This, my dear Tempus, is the pick of A what 1 ” inquired Father Time. 




PUNCH AMONG THE PLANETS, 


“ A dress-maker,” answered the Master, calmly, 

“ In lier skop, ancient notions forsaking, 

Tlio proud Angelina unbends ; 

And her figure 's a tall one for making 
A fit for the figures of friends. 

Our cynical latter-day Catos 
Are dumb when invited to dine 
"With a Marquis who deals in potatoes, 

Or an Earl who takes orders for wine. 

And, though old-fashioned folk think it funny, 

It ^s as common as death, or as debts, 

To find gentlemen making their money 
Out of shops for the making o bets. 

The stout puffy old fellow there is the wealthiest man in Jupiter. 
He fioats mines, asteroid mines mostly, and makes it pay him. 
He can command the very best society. Those ladies clustering 
round the Prince-Royal come from over the ocean. Pretty, but 
twangy. ' A fresh consignment arrives every year. And the 
Prince-Royal has the pick of them.” 

But before Mr. Punch could finish hi? explanatory sketch, a 
tremendous uproar was heard in the cou:.t-yard of the Palace. 
There was a sound as of a huge mor sh—ting in unison, shots 
were heard, and cries of “ Liberty for E*'er ’ -ent the air. The i 
royal guests were in a state of terrible agitation. An orderly 
covered with mud forced his way through the crowd, up the 
stairs, and stood before the King. 

“ Your Majesty,”* he panted, a revolution has broken out. 
The populace has erected barricades, the deposition of your 
House lias been declared, and a Republic proclaimed. T1 - mob 
is now marching to the Palace.” 

The King drew himself up to his full height. Where are 
my Golf-clubs ? he asked in a calm voice. 

Your Majesty, they have -been seized and secreted.” 

‘‘ Then all is lost. It only remains for me to depart,” was 

the King’s heart- 
broken reply. “I 
will, in , person, 
announce my re- 
signation.” ‘‘ I 
resign ! ” shouted 
the King, appear- 
ing on a balcony 
overlooking the 
court-yard. Deaf- 
eniny cheers 
greeted this announcement. 
“ Bless you. my children ! ” 
sobbed the King — “ I am off 
to the station. Take care of 
my poodle, and my pet 
parrot.” 

At this the mob unanimously 
burst iny; .''ars. They insicr^d 
on accompanying the dopvjsea 
monarch to he station, tlix: 
popular ba!:u playing The 
Dead March in SauV^ But 
the King remained calm, and 
marched on without swerving. 
At the station he took his 
seat silently in the Royal 
Balloon, a whistle was heard, and 
the car floated off into space. 

I cannot say I think mucli of all 
that,” said Mr. Punch. *‘In our 
part of the Universe we generally 
manage to get a little more bTod- 
shed out of it.” 




VISIT TO URANUS. 

The next place that the distinguished travellers visited was Uranus, 
where Mr. Punch and his companion were much surprised to find the 
entire population members of the legal profession, 

“ I have really no time to attend to you,” said one of the inhabitants, 

when ques- 
tioned. “ I 
have an ap- 
pointment 
before a 
Chief Clerk 
in Chancery 
of great im- 
portance — 
it is to de- 
cide whe- 
ther some 
children 
shall he sene 
to schc ol 
with money 
left to them 
by their 
grandfa- 
ther, or if 
it shall be 
saved up 
until they 
come of age? 
It would be 
better for 
the children 
that ' they 
should be 
educated, 
from a layman’s peint of 
view; but, then, this is a 
matter of law and not ex- 
pediency.” 

“ And how wull it go ? ” 

“ Oh, of course, against the children. 

I am their father, and appear for them. 
But the application is a good thing, al- 
though it ’s sure to be unsuccessful — 
good for them, and good for me.” 

“ But how can that be ? ” 

You are really very dense,” said 
the Inhabitant of Uranus. “Haven’t 
you noticed that the entire population is concerned in one vast Chancery 
suit ; consequently, on attaining majority, one man becomes a judge, 
another a hamster, a third a solicitor, and so on, and so on. Why, 
the place would be a perfect Paradise to your friend Mr. A. Briefless 
Junior ! It is, at this time of day, to the interest of no one that 
litigation should cease, and so the Chancery suit, in which we are 
all ’oncemed, is likely to go on for ever.” 

“ But E ’-'ely litigation is expensive ? ” suggested Mr. Punch 
“i should rather think it was,”. returned the wig-wearer. “The 
Law is a noble j)rofession, and it is only light and proper that those 
who indulge in dt should ])ay for it. In the present instance our 
entire estate will be absolutely exhausted.” 

“ But how will you all live 1 ” 

“ On the costs ! ” was the reply, as the Inhabitant of Uranus 
hurried away to attend his appointment. 

“ Lawyers keeping a suit alive to live upon the costs ! ” exclaimed 
Mr. Punch, in tones of pained astonishment. “ I never heard the 
like!” 

And, horrified and sorrowful, he seized Father Time by the forelock, 
and once more floated into space. 





collisions, tlie craslie?, and the falls. 
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VISIT TO CASTOR. 

Father Time shivered, and wrapped bis ancient cloak more closely about him. , i , 

“Come, come,’’ said Mr. Funch, “ I understand your disgust. But there is still something left to us in which we may 
take pleasure, Upon a neighbouring star the people delight in horses. All day long they bestride them with a courage 
never eciualled. Swift as tlie wind are the steeds, and for meie honour and glory are they matched one against the othei 

and from all parts of the star the populace is gathered together in its liundreds ol 
thousands to applaud and to crown them that ride the victors in the races. Let us 
fare thither, for the sport is splendid, and we shall there forget the pain we have 
suffered here. Indeed, it is but a short flight to Castor.” 

Thus speaking, he seized the Father by his lock, and floated with him into 
space. The roar of the Pollucian streets grew fainter and fainter, the 
lights twinkled dimly, until at length they disappeared. Then gradually 
the land loomed up above them out of a bank of clouds, and in another 
moment the wandering pair stood once more on itella firma. 

They had alighted on an immense grassy plain, wdiich stretched away 
in every direction, as far, as the eye could reach. On every side were to 
be seen men and women and children, mounted on horses. To their 
right a band of youths, arrayed in coloured shirts, white linen breeches, 
and yellow boots, and wearing little coloured caps, jauntily set upon their 
heads, were careering wildly hither and thither on swift and w’iry ponies. 
They were wav- 
ing in the air 
long sticks, fit- 
ted with a cross 
block of wood 
at the end, and 
were pursuing 
a wooden ball. 

Many were the 

On every side men and ponies rolled over in the dust ; but they 

rose, shook themselves as though nothing had happened, and dashed again into the fray. . Father Time 
shouted with enthusiasm. 

“ Yes,” said the Sage, “ you do well to cheer them. They are gallant youngsters these. The game they 
play is ‘ Polo,’ and though the expense be great, the contempt of danger and pain is also great. They play it 
well, but I doubt not we could match them at Hurlingham. But see,” he added, “ on our left. ^Yhat rabble 
is that 1 ” As he spoke a panting deer flew past them hard pressed by a pack of yelping hounds. Close behind 
came a mob of riders, two or three of them glittering in scarlet and gold, the rest in every variety of riding-dress. 

“Behold,” said the Arch-philosopher, “a Royal Sport. These are the Castorian Buck-hounds; that elderly 
gentleman is their master. They pay him £l50D a-year to provide sport for Cockneys. The sport consists in 
letting a deer out of a cart and chasing him till he nearly dies of fatigue. 

Then they rope him and replace him in the cart. After that they all drain 
their flasks, and consider themselves sportsmen. Poor stuff, I think.” 

“ Of course,” said the Father, “ you have nothing of that sort in England.” 

Mr. Punch was about to reply when a 
well-appointed four-in-hand drove up, and a 
courteous - gentleman who handled the rib- 
bons, offered the two strangers seats. 

“ I will take you,” he re- 
marked, “ to our great national 
race-meeting. I assure j’ou it 
is well worth seeing.” 

The offer was accepted. A 
pleasant drive brought them to 
tke race-course. 

To teU the 

truth it was much like most other race-courses. A huge crowd was 
assembled, and the din of roaring thousands filled the' air.. As they drove 
up a race had just started, and it was pretty to see the flash r.f the colrurnl 
caps and jackets in the sun. The horses came nearer and Leaner. As 
they rounded the bend which led into the straight run in, the excitement 
became almost too great for Father Time. A torrent of sporting phrases 
broke from his lips. One after another he backed, horse on the 
card for extravagant sums, and the bets were promp’tly^'&t methodically 
booked by Mr. Punch. A handsome chestnut was leading by two good 
strong, but about a buncTred yards from the post he suddenly slowed down 
In a moment a bay and a brown flew past him, there v:as a final roar 
had won, the brown was second, and the chestnut a length behind, was 
thing t^at,” said the Paternal One ; “I made sure the chestnut would win.” 




lengths, and apparently going 
for some unaccountable reivion. 
and the race was over. The bay 
only third. “ Most extraordinary 
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“ crowding round the 
care to be hooted like 




‘*That^'^ jn?t it/* bioke in ilie owr.v'V 
of the coach ; the public thought so too, , 
and they h'c lost their money/’ 

, look at the mob,” he continued, 

jockey and the owner. ’Gad, I shouldn’t 
that. But, of course, they^ve made their pile on it ; never intended 
him to win. Just sent him out for an airing. Pretty bit of 
roping, wc^n’b it ? ” he continued, addressing Mr, Punch, 

But the Sportsman of Sportsmen only frowned. 

^^In the land we come from,” he rt joined, the sport of racing 
is pure, and only the most high-miuded men take imrt in it. 
Their desire is not to make money, but merely to improve the 
breed of British horses. I grieve to find that "‘here the case is 
otherwise. Beform the Sport, Sir ; reform it, and make it woithy 
of Castorian gentlemen.” 

His newly-found friend only smiled. 

Then he -vsdnked as he hummed to himself the words of a song, 
which ran something like this : — 

‘^Come, sportsmen all, give ear to me. I’ll tell you what occurred. 
But of course you won’t repeat it when I ’ve told you ; 

For with honourable gentlemen I hope that mum ’s the word, 

When a horse you ’ve laid your money on has sold you. 

I presume you lost your shekels, and you think it rather low, 

Since you’re none of you as rich as Korth or Baring. 

But another time you ’ll get them back by being ' in the know,’ 
When a favourite is started for an airing. 

“ That ’s an odd sort of song,” said Mr, Punch, 

“ Not so odd as the subject,” replied the singer. But you have 
only heard the first verse ; wait till you know the second,” 

“ ' But they didn’t tell the public ; it ’s a precious, jolly shame ; ’ 
(Such behaviour to the public seems to shock it) — 

Now if you ’d been placed behind the scenes you wouldn’t think tlie 


VISIT TO POLLUX. 

The street in which they had descended was situated in th( 
heart of a great city. The roar of traffic sounded in their ear; 
from the larger thoroughfares close by. Most of the houses wer< 
small and mean — a remarkable contrast to one large building 
brilliantly lighted, in front of which a mob was gathered together 
A more ruffianly-looking assemblage it would have been hard t( 
discover. The rest of the street was filled with hansoms, the lon< 
line of which was constantly being augmented by fresh arrivals 
whose occupants sprang out and swiftly mounted a flight of step 
leading up to the entrance of the large building mentioned, an( 
passed through swing-doors of glass, which gave admission to , 
broad passage. In front of this house the Sage paused, am 
addressed his companion. 

“Venerable One,” he said, for he had become aware of a rc 
luctance on the part of the Lord of the Hour-Glass, “ have no fcai 
We are now, as you know, in the metropolis of Pollux. This i 
the country of the 7ru| dya96s, the home of the noble boxer ; an 
this,” lie added, pointing to the glittering palace, “is the heac 
quarters, I am informed, of the boxer’s ait. Let us enter, so th? 
I may show you how the game should really be played. I like nc 
the crowd without. Within we shall see something very different. 

So saying, he linked hi^ arm in that of the Paternal One, an 
together they ascended the stairs. At the top stood an officii 
dressed in a dark uniform, his breast adorned with medals. 

“ I beg your pardon, Gentlemen,” said the minion to the pai 
“ are you Members 1 ” 

Mr, Punch vouchsafed no answer. He looked at the man, wl 
quailed under the eagle glance, and, muttering a hasty apolog 
drew hack. A door flew open ; the Champion of Champions ai 
his friend passed through it. They found themselves in a spacioi 
hall. In the centre a square had been roped off. All round we 
arranged seats and benches. In the square were four men, two 
them stripped to the waist sitting in chairs in opposite cornei 
while the two others were busily engaged in fanning them wi 
towels. The seats and benches were all occupied by a very motL 
throng. 

“ Aha,” said Mr, Punchy as he made his way to the tliro’ 
reserved for him, “ this is good. I have done a little bit of figl 
ing myself in my time. My mill with the Tutbury Boy is st 
remembered. One hundred and twenty rounds, at the end 
which I dropped him senseless. But that was with the knuckl 
Here they fight with gloves. But of course they fight now for t 
mere honour of the thing, I presume.” 

But here the heroic Muse insists on taking up Iho strain : — 


same. 

But put principles and winnings in your pocket. 

A gent who owns a stable doesn’t always think of you, 

And he doesn’t seem to fancy profit-sharing. 

And you really shouldn’t curse him when he manages a ' do.’ 

With a favourite who ’s only on an airing.” 

Before the singer could proceed any farther, a. frightful 
hubbub arose. A pale, gasping wretch,’ rushed past, pursued by a 
howling,' cursing mob of ruffians. As he fled, he tripped, and fell, 
and in * a moment they v e ’3 on the top , of him, buffeting, and 
beating 'the very life out of him. 

“ That ’s murder,” said Mr, Punch, Where are the police 
And he was on the point of stepping -dovTi, to render assistance, 
when his friend laid a hand upon his arm- 

“ Oh, that ’s only a welsher,” lie said ; “ he ’s bolting with 
other people's >money,” 

“ I^t the owner of the chestnut ” inquired Father Time. 
“feless your heart, no,” was the reply. “ It ’s only a low-class 
cheat. The owner of the chestnut is ” 

But' iHr. Punch had no wish to hear or see more. 

IJe took Time’s arm, and together they floated away into space, 
to land 'shortly afterwards in another sphere. 


The Father spake — “ 0 skilled in men and books, 
Read me this crowd, inspect them, scan their looks ; 
See, from their shining heads electric rays, 

Reflected, spaikle in their barbers’ praise. 

Lo, on each bulging front’s expansive white 
A single jewel flames with central light ; 

To vacant eyes the haughty eye-glass clings, 

Stiff stand their collars, though their ties have wings. 



A Pair or Spectacles. 
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"Wliat of their faces 1 BloocUxot eyes that Llink, 
And thick lips, framed for blasphemy and drink. 
Here the grey hair, that should adorn the Sage, 
Serves but to mark a weak, imhonoured age ; 
There on tlie boy i»ale cheeks proclaim the truth. 
The faded emblems of a wasted youth. 

All, all ai’c loatlrsome in this motley crew, 

The Peer, tlie Snob, the Gentile, and the Jew, 
Young men and old, the greybeards and the boys, 
These dull professors of debauch and noise 


He ceased. The Wise One gazed in silent gloom, 
While oaths and uproar hurtled through the room — 
“ Hi, there, a monkey on the Pollux Pet ; 

“ Fifty to forty ; ‘‘ Blank your eyes, no het ; ” 

A level thousand on the Castor Chick j ” 

“ Brandy for two, and, curse you, bring it quick.^' 
While one who spake to Punch rapped out an oath — 
“ Who cares ? ” he said, I stand to win on both. 
Fair play be blowed, that ’s all a pack of lies. 

Let fools fight fair, while these cut up the jirize. 

Old Cock, you needn’t frown ; I ’m in the know. 

And if you don’t like harneys, dash it, go ! ” 

One blow from Punch had quelled th’ audacious man, 
He raised his hand, when, lo, the fight began. 


“ Time ! time ! ” called one ; the corncreil ruffians rose, 
Shook hands, squared up, then swift they rained in blows. 
Feint follows feint, and whacks on whacks succeed, 

Struck lips grow puffy, battered eyc-brow.s bleed. 

From simultaneous counters heads rebound, 

And ruby drops are scattered on the ground. 

Abraded foreheads flushing show the raw, 

And fistic showers clatter on tlie jaw. 

* * * it- 

Now on “the mark” impinge the massive hands, 

Now on the kissing-trap a crasher lands. 

Blood-dripping noses lose their sense of smell, 

And ribs are roasted that a crowd jnay yell. 

Each round the other’s neck the champions cling, 

Then break away, and stagger round the ring. 

Now panting Pollux fails, his fists move slow, 

He trips, the Chicken plants a smashing blow. 

The native “ pug ” lies spent upon the floor, 

Lies for ten seconds, —and the fight is o’er. 

* * -ii- -K* ^ 

Thunders of cheering hail tli’ expected end, 

Fligh in the air ecstatic hats ascend. 

While frenzied peers and joyous hookies drain 
Promiscuous bumpers of the Club champagne. 

But Mr, Punch had seen enough. 
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Do you call this one-round job a fight 1 *’ he said, as he rose to 
rt. “ I call it the work of curs and cowards. Who cr,n call these 
fellows fighting-men ? They are merely mop-sticks. Men were 

ruffianly enough years ago in the country we have left, but they were 
men at any rate. Here, they seem to be merely a pack of blood- 
thirsty molly-coddles, crossed with calculating rogue.s. The mob 
outside was better than this. But, thank Heaven, we have nothing 
like this in London.” v 

And with that he and Father Time walked gloomily from the hall, 
and found themselver, once more in the street. 


AMiat ho ! my trusty Shooting Star,” cried Mr. Punch. Wiiirr-r-r ‘ 

And in the thousandth part of a second they found themselves within 
measurable distance of Toby’s own Planet. And here the Dog speaks for himself. 
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VISIT TO THE DOG-STAR. 

Take care of tlie plank, Sir,” I said, as my 
esteemed master liglitly skipped across the gang- 
way. marshalling a well-grown youth carrying a 
scytne ; *• we aon’t have many visitors here. One 
who looked in the other day slipped his foot, fell 
over, and we Ve never seen him since. Listening 
intently, watch in hknd, we heard a slight thud, 
and have reason to helieve he dropped on Jupiter. 
It was useful to us, seeing that, l;y use of a w^ell- 
known formula, w'e wei:e able to reckon our precise 
distance from that planet. Tor him, I fancy, it 
must have been inconvenient.” 

‘‘Are you serious, Toby?” said Mr. Punch, 
stepping wnth added caution. 

“No, Sir, Tm not. This,” I said, W’aving my 
hand with graceful and comprehensive gesture 
around the orb Tvbere I am temporarily located, 
“ thu is Sirius.” 

“All, I see,” said Mr. P., glad to find himself 
with his foot on our native heath; “I want to 
present you to an old friend, whom, I am afraid, 
you have sometimes misused. Time, this is Toby, 
M.P., a humble but faithful member of my 
terrestrial suite. I am showing the young fellow 
round Toby, and we looked in on you, hearing that you had 
a Pailiuinent that should serve as a model for the firmament.” 

“ I am afraid,” observed Time, whittling a piece of stick with liis 
•-'cYthe that we may have looked in at a WTong season. As far as 
I can judge from a consideration of the temperature, and a glance round 
your landscape, w’e are now at Midsummer-— in the dog days, if I may so 
p.ut it witliout oflbnce. Of course your legislators would not be in Town just 
now, swelteiiiig at work Ibat might as well be performed in wunter w’eather, 
ben, regarded as^'a place of business or residence. Town has attractions superior to 
those of the country.” “Ah, young fellow,” I said, perhaps a little sharply, not 
relishing his somewhat round-about way of putting things, “ when you re as old as me 
or my esteemed master, you will not be so cock-sure of things. Our Parliamentary 
; we stop ill Town hard at work, through the pleasantest months of the year ; we toil 
somewhere about the first week in 


i 


the threshold of Spring 

through Summer nights, see August out, and, ^ ^ ^ . 

September, when the days are growing short, the air is chill, and Autumn gets ready o 

usher in Winter, we go off to make holiday.” r v -u 

“Dear me, dear me!” cried Mr. P., «how very sad.^ How deliberately foolish. 

We manage things much better than that down in our tight little Earth. When ve 
take that in turn, you will find, my good Time, that we burrow at our legislative 
work through the Winter months, getting it done so as to leave us free to enjoy the 
country in the prime of Spring, and amid the wealth of Summer. But come along, 

Toby, let ^s get on to your House.” • p 

“It wiU be no use going now,” said Time, holding up his hour-glass; it is hve 
o’clock ; the working day is practically over, and we shall find these sensible dogs 
travelling off to take a turn in the park, or pay aground of visits in search of tie 
culinary receptacle that cheers, but does not intoxicate.” 

'‘Wrong again, young Cock-sure,” I said; “'we shall just find our house of Com- 
mons settling down to the business of the night. We begin about, four o clock in e 
afternoon, and peg away till any hour. to-morrow morning that one or two Members 
please. It is true we have a rule which enjoins the suspension of business at midnig it , 
blit instead of suspending business we can (and do) suspend the Rule, and sometimes 

sit all night.” — - ' 

“All!'’ said Mr. Punch, gravely sliaking liis liead, “we manage things mncli better 

than that at Westminster.” • • i i a « 

Got my two friends with some difficulty across Palace Yard, eyed suspiciously by the 
police-dogs on duty. One concentrated his attention on Mr. PunA’s dorsal peculiarity. 

“ We have strict orders from the Sergeant-at-Arms,” he said, “ to examme all parcels caiiiei 

bv strangers i j 

“ That ’s not a parcel,” I said, hurriedly, and taking Wm on rae side, ^ 

personal peculiarity of my esteemed Master. Humph! said clS to ’• 

let us pass on, though evidently with lingering apprehension that he was allowing a valuable clue 

his hands, as it were. , „ . . , „ 

“Wait here a moment,” I said, “till I get an order for your admission. 
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Absent only a few minutes ; when I got back terrible commotion ; 
Mr. PJs friend was in the liands of the Police ; they had attempted 
to take his scythe from liim, and he had smartly rapped one on the 
head with his hour-glass. 

“ I Ve carried it a million years/’ he said, swiiiging the scythe 
with practised hand, till he made a clean sweei^ of the police-dogs. 

Make it a couple of millions, whilst you are at it, young man/’ 
said- a sarcastic police-dog. 

With some difficulty calmed him ; explained that no one, not 
even a Member, was permitted to enter House with a scythe, or 
other lethal weapon. Only exception made once a year, when Hon. 
^ Members, moving and seconding Address, are allowed to carry 
IL property-swords, which generally get between their legs. Time 
IpaTtially mollified at last, consented to leave scythe behind chair of 
|r door-keeper, where the late Tom Collins used to secrete his gin^ham- 
^ umbrella. 

“ It seems to me,” he said, that the public are treated in this 
place worse than jackals. Hustled from pillar to post, suspected of 
unnamed crimes, grudged every convenience, and generally regarded 
as intolerable intruders.” ^ 

‘^Ah,” said Mr. P., «Sve manage things much better at 
Westminster.” 

^ ‘‘ Order Order!” cried an angiy voice, and Mr. F. and 
his companion were within an ace of being trundled out of the 
gallery, where strangers are permitted to see and hear what- 
ever is possible from their position — and it is not much. 

“What are they talking about!” asked Time, in guarded 
whisper, being, by this time, completely cowed. 

• ^ “They haven’t reached public business yet,” I explained, 
i “ Been for last two hours debating a private Bill, providing that 
■ the pump-handle in the village of Plumberry shall be chained at 
eight o’clock at night. The Opposition want it done at nine.” 

“Well, I suppose they know all about it,” said Time. 

robably been down to Plumberry, examined into bearint' 
of whole question, and formed their opinion accordingly? ” 

“ Nothing of the sort ; some of them don’t even know where 
lumberry is— never heard its name before this Pump-handle 
business came up. Don’t even now wait in House to hear 
question debated by Members witli local knowledge. You see 
only twenty or thirty Members in their places. But, when 
bell rmp for division, four hundred will troop in, and their 
vote will settle the question whether Plumberry shall be privi- 

^ o’ dock, or whether at 

eight the handle shall be chained.” 


So it turned out : In House of four hundred and seventy-nine 
Members Bill was read a second time by majority of twenty-three. 
Division occupied twenty minutes, which, with debate, appropriated 
two of the most precious hours of the sitting. 

Mr. P. narrowly escaped expulsion, attention being awkwardly 
concentrated upon him, owing to the exuberance of his delioht 
in recollection of how much better these things arc managed at 
Westminster. 

After this, public business was approached, beginning with ques- 
tions. Of these there were a list of eighty, the large majority on 
exceedingly trivial circumstances. Nine-tenths of them could have 
been answered in a sentence by the Minister addressed, supposinf^ 
the Member had dropped him a private note, or crossed the floor of 
the House, to speak to him. Time openly contemptuous at such a 
way of doing business, more especially when, on question which 
appeared on printed paper having l^een answered, half-a-dozen 
Members sprang up from different of IIous(‘, and volleyed 

forth supplementarv interrogations. Explained to him things used 
to be worse when questions were ]>rnpoimded vM voce, and at 
length. 

“Now,” I said, not liking Mr. J’.’s crowing over us, “the 
Speakeh will not allow the terms of a question to be recited. 
They appear on printed paper, and are taken as read.” 

“Then,” queried Time, “ wlnit are these Members imttiiig ques- 
tions ‘arising/ they say, ‘out (»f the answer just given? They 
don’t spare a syllable, and take up live times as much of the Sitting 
as Members who put their (juestions on the Paper, and are not 
allowed to read them. You don’t mean to say that such a trans- 
parent evasion of the rule U permitted I ” 

“ It looks very like it,” said Mr. P. ; “ but it ’s not at all the 
sort of thing that would be permitted in our House of Commons. 
We make Hides, and the Speaker sees that they are obeyed in the 
spirit, as well as in the letter/’ 

By the time questions were over, following on the prelude of 
private business, the evening was getting on. Members evidently- 
tired out; had crowded in to vote on the Pump-handle question; 
sat in serried rows during the sciuabbles of question-time ; and as 
soon as business was actually reached, House swiftly emptied, leav- 
ing about a score of Time more than ever distracted. 

Mr. P. increasingly perky, 

“ Ho 1 ho ! ” he said, rubbing his hands, “ I <l<m’t wonder at 
this Star going to the Dogs. Stop till you come over to West- 
minster, Time, dear hoy, and we ’ll show you how 2 )ublic business 
should be carried on.” 

Exphun to them that llou-e is now in („’ommittec 
on a Bill that had at earlier stages oceiqded some 
months of the Se'^sion, prueticully the greater i^ortion of 
its working time. Now Sissiun dmwing to a close ; 
agreed on both siiles that it is too late to conclude Bill 
this Ses'iion ; will be dropped after another night or 
two; Member-$ knowing this, tlo not think it woilli 

while to give up more 
time to Bill. Next 
Sesshm it will be 
brought in again, and 







if the Government 
have better luck, 
anl get earlier 
stage<t through in 
leas time, there will 
be a chance of it 
passing* 
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“ What ! ” shrieked Time, forgetting where he was, toil don’t 
mean to say that after devoting nearly a whole Session to a measure, 
laboriously shaping it np to a certain stage, you chuck away all 
your work because the Almanack says it ’s August ? Why don’t 
you, when you meet again in February, take the Bill up at the 
stage you dropped it ? Why don’t you ” 

Here our friend’s observations were brought to a sudden close. 
Time was, as Mr. P. subsequently remarked, reduced to the status 
of a half-Tiiner. Angry cries of Order 1 Order ! broke in on 
his uiqjremeditated speech. Two attemlants, approaching him on 
either flank, seized him, and led him forth under the personal 
direction of the Sergeant-at-Arms. Mr. P., following his friend, 
and endeavouring from the top of the staircase to assure him that, 
“ we manage these thing.s better at Westminster,” wns promptly 
taken into custody, and led forth beyond the precincts, a combina- 
tion of circumstances that interrupted and, indeed, as hir as my 
friends were concerncl, finally closed what was beginning to promise 
to prove an agreeable and instructive evening. 

Business Done. — Mr. Punch and another Stranger expelled from 
the Gallery, and Toby’s narrative completed. 


VISIT TO VENUS. 

The two 
Travellers 
made 
their way 
through 
space in si- ^ 
lence, but 
on a sud- 
den Father 
Time 
plucked 
his con- 
ductor by 
the sleeve, 
and spoke. 

Sir,” he 
said, 

perceive in 
the dis- 
tance a 
wonderful 
light, and 
there is a 
sound of 

soft and ' 

beautiful music that attracts me strangely. 

Shall we approach the light, and listen more 
closely to these strains ? ” 

Have patience,” replied the Sage. The 
light and the music come from the planet 
Venus. Thither I am directing our course. In a few moments 
we shall arrive.” - 

Even as he spoke the light grew brighter, the music of the 
invisible choir swelled to a louder strain, and before the King of 
the Hours had time to express his rapture, the pair had alighted in 
a scene of veritable enchantment. Fairy-like structures of crystal, 
sparkling with a71 the hues of the rainbow, rose on eveiy side. 
Spires and domes of the most fantastic but graceful design seemed 
to soar into the clear and perfect air. All were bathed in a rosy 
glow, the source of which was hidden. Spacious walks paved with 
huge blocks of opal divided the rows of palaces, . Along them grew 
tall and slender trees of a curious and delicate foliage. Birds of 
Paradise, King Fishers and doves flitted from branch to branch. 
The broadest of these avenues ended in a sweeping flight of steps of 
alabaster which led to a vast and perfectly proportioned hall, the 



roof of which was supported on columns of pure jewels, diamonds, 
rubies, sapphires and emeralds. 

A throng of maidens, in classical attire and wearing wreaths of 
roses on their heads, made their way along this avenue to where 
Mr. Punch and his companion were standing. Their leader, a fair 
and lovely girl of seventeen, advanced to the Wise One and 
addressed him. 

“.-Sire,” she sang in a low and gracious voice, “Our Queen has 
sent me to say that she waits fur your coming. She holds her 
Court in yonder hall, and thither I am bidden to guide you. Is it 
your pleasure to come at once ? ” 

Mr. Punch signified his assent, the maiden took him by the hand, 
and beckoning to Father Time to follow, they walked slowly 
towards the Royal Hall and mounted the steps. A double gate of 
wrought gold opened as they reached the top, and passing through 
it, they found themselves in the Court of Queen Calltsta. A 
marvellous sight met their cye^. The Queen sat on a raised throne 
in the midst of a throng of attendants. Slie was of surpassing 
beauty. Her deep-blue eyes were set like jewels beneath a broad 
low forehead on which a light crown of peails and diamonds rested. 
Her garments were of a soft gauzy material that half concealed and 
half revealed the beautiful lines of her bust and limbs. In ^pne 
hand she held a ' spray of mjTtle, the other rested lovingly ‘on the 
head of the magnificent hound who sat beside her, looking trust- 
fully into her face. The great hall was filled with beautiful 
women grouped together here and there, some seated and some 
standing. They were all talking. Suddenly the Queen raised her 
hand and commanded silence. She then rose and thus addressed 
the two visitors : — - 

“ You have come from below to the Realm of Women. Here we 
abide as you behold us. Age and decay hold aloof from us, and 
we order our lives with wisdom and modesty. Speak, if you have 
aught to ask.” 

“Pardon me, Madam,” said Father Time, somewhat rashly, “are : 
we not here on the planet Venus! and have I not somewhere heard ■ 
strange tales of what was done by !” j 

But G.VLLISTA interrupted him. She smiled a beautiful smile. i 

“Ah, yes,” she said, “those stories are of the vanished past, i 
How we blush even to think they might once have been true;” 
and surely enough the -whole charming assemblage became suffused 
with the prettiest imaginable blush. “ I will speak plainly with 
yon,” continued the Queen ; “ for plain speech is best. No men 
live here. Therefore, we dwell in peace. But we permit the 
fairest and be.st among our number to descend from time to time to 
earth, and to dwell there in mortal shapes for awhile. You may 
have seen them,” she went on, mentioning some names well known 
to M,\ Punch. “ They are allowed to marry ; but only the wisest 
and noblest men may approach them. On earth their will is free, 
and sometimes, alas, they fall away from righteousness, and pass 
thro igh bitter tribulation.” 

“Yes,” said the Fleet Street Sage, “We- call it the Divorce 
Court — ^your Majesty will pardon the rough speech of an old man — 
and, somehow, we don’t seem able to get on without it. But here, 
of course, you have no such institution 1 ’’ 

“No,” replied the Queen. “There once was such a court 
among us. hundreds of years ago, ere we had banished the men 
from our midst. Now, however, we use the building in which 
petitions used to be heard as our chief College. Come hither, 
ZoE,” she proceeded, addressing a sweet - little girl of about 
fifteen. “ Tell this -^vise gentleman your solution of that pretty ques- 
tion relating to the concomitants of a system of ternary quadrics.” 

Without a moment’s hesitation, Zoe stated the question, and, 
what is more, solved it -with absolute correctness. 

“ Marvellous ! ” ’said Mr. Punch. “ I congratulate you.” 

“CraTHiA,-” saidrilie Queen, beckoning with her rosy fingers to 
another maiden, “ -will you recite to me your Pindaric Ode on- the 
late foot-race ? ” 

Cynthia at once complied, and Mr. Punch listened in amaze- 
ment to the resounding lines of an ode. worthy of the great Qreefct^ 



play at ball, some even form elevens for cricket, others fence or 
play your Scotch game, or even lawn-tennis, and all dance grace- 
fully. See ! she cried, clapping her hands, “ they shall show you." 

At* this signal delicious music burst forth in a strange measure, 
swaying, rhythmical, and delightful. The maidens enlaced one 


You dwell here .withoT,it men, without chaperons, and you arc 
lovely," he added, with emotion, beyond the power of w’’ords to 
express. Would that your example could be followed upon earth 1 " 
And with this, he and the Father kissed the young Queen’s 
hand, and left the royal presence chamber. 
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VISIT TO SERIOCOMIX. 

“And so,” said Time, as he carefully arranged his forelock 
before a mirror in the corridor, in reply to a communication recently 
made to him by Mr. Punch eii route^ “ and so we ’re to make a 
regular rollicking night of it ] You insist on taking me into every 

Music Hall in Serio- 
comix, hey, you young 
dog, you ! Well, well, 
Sir, I ’m not so young 
as I used to be— but 
I ’m as fond of a bit of 
good honest wholesome 
fun as ever I was. So 
lead on 1 ” 

They were in Serio- 
comix — a new and bril- 
liantplanetrecentlydis- 
co vered hj Mr. Punch — 
by the aid of Weller’s 
l)atent double-million 
gas-magnifying micro- 
scope (extra power). 
This star, as all astro- 
nomers are by this time 
aware, is a howling 
waste of extraordinary 
density, and occupied 
entirely by Music 
Halls, which Time, for 
some inexplicable rea- 
son, was desirous of 
visiting in Mr. Punch' a 
company. 

Mr. Punch, though 
considerably Time’s 
junior, almost envied his companion’s boyish eagerness for pleasure ; 
he was so evidently unfamiliar with Music Halls. 

“ If you are expecting to be vastly amused, Sir,” Mr. Pimch 
ventured to hint, “I am afraid you may be just a trifle dis- 
appointed.” 

“ Disappointed 1 ” said Time ; “ not a bit of it, Sir ; not a bit of 
it ! Isn’t a Music Hall a place of entertainment ? You ’ve plenty 
of them where you come from, haven’t you ? They wouldn’t be 
filled night after night, as I ’m given to understand they are, if 
they didn’t succeed in entertaining, would they, now 1 ” 

Mr. Punch ftlt a natural reluctance to betray the weak points of 
any terrestrial institution. 

“ Oh, our Music Halls 1 they are perfection, of course,” he said. 
“ The entertainments there are distinguished by humour of the most 
refined and intellectual order. It only struck me that they mayn’t 
be quite the same here, you know, that ’s all.” 

“We shall see. Sir, we shall see,” said Time. “ I don’t think 
I’m particularly difficult to amuse.” By this time they had 
entered the dazzling hall, and, reclining on sumptuous seats, were 
prepared to bestow their best attention upon the proceedings. 
A stout man with a fair wig, a dyed moustache and a blue chin, 
occupied the stage. He was engaged in representing a Member of 
the Seriocomican aristocracy with irresistible powers of social fasci- 
nation, and he wore a loose-caped cloak over garments of closely- 
titting black, which openoc. in front to display a mass of crumpled 
white, amidst which scintillated an enormous jewel. In his hand 
he held a curious black disc, with which he beat time to a ditty, of 
which Mr. Punch only succeeded in catching the following 
refrain : — 

“ Oh, I ’ave sech a w’y with the loydies 1 All the dorlins 



upon me are gom 


For they soy — ‘ Yn’t he noice ! you can tell by his vice. 
He ’s a toff and a gentleman born 1 ’ ” 


And here the singer suddenly caused the black disc to expand * 
with a faint report to a cylindrical form of head-dress, which he , 
placed upon one side of his head, amidst thunders of approval. 

But Time seemed rather depressed than exhilarated by this per- « 
formance. 

“ He ought to be kicked off the stage,” he muttered. “ I ’d do it ' 
myself If I was younger ! ” 

“ You would make a mistake,” said Mr. Punch ; “ he is just the 
person that a Music Hall audience idolises as their highest ideal of 
a man and gentleman — in Seriocoinix.” 

“ At least,” said Time, “ you wouldn’t stand such an outrageous 
cad as that in any of ijour Music Halls, I hope 1 ” " 

A deeper tinge stole into M7\ Punches already highly-coloured 
countenance. “ Certainly not,” he replied, with ' perhaps the 
slightest suspicion of a gulp. “ Our ‘ Lion Comiquea ’ are without 
exception, persons of culture and education, and, if they sing of love 
at all, it is only to treat the subject in a chaste and chivalrous spirit. 
They are worthy examples to all young people who are privileged 
to listen to their teachings.” 

“ I wish you could send one or tw© out to Seriocomix, then, as 
missionaries,” said Time. 

“ I wish we could send them etZZ,” rejoined Mr. Punchy feelingly, 
and they w^ent on to another Music Hall. Here Time had no 
sooner perceived the artist who was upon the stage than he ex- 
claimed indignantly, “ Disgraceful, Sir. This man is in no con- 
dition to entertain a respectable audience — he is intoxicated, Sir — 
look at his tie I ” 

“ I think not,” said Mr. Punch, after observing him attentively 
through his opera-glass ; “ he merely affects to be so because the 
point and humour of the song depend on it. But he has evidently 
forced himself to make a close study of the symi)tonis, or he could 
hardly have produced so marvellous an imitation. Art does demand 
these sacrifices. You will observe that he represents another Music- 
Hall ideal — the hero w’ho can absorb the largest known quantity of 
ardent spirits, and whose proAvess has earned for him the proud title 
of the Boozer King.” 

It was a s])irited choru<, and the accomplished vocalist reeled in 
quite a natural 
manner as he 
chanted : — 

“ So every pub I 
enter, boys, 

With welcome 
the room will 
ring; 

Make room for him, 
there, in the 
centre, bo)'S 1 
For he is the Boozer 
King ! 

Yes, give him a seat 
ill the centre, 
hoys. 

Three cheers for 
our Boozer 
King ! ” 

But Time’s worn 
features exhibited 
nothing hut the 
strongest disgust. 

“ Is it possible,” 
he exclaimed, “ that 
this sort of thing can be considered amusing anyivhere ! 

“It is considered extremely facetious,” said Mr. Punch — “in 
Seriocomix.” 

“What would they think of such a— such an apotheosis of 
degradation in one of your Music Halls at home, eh % ” demanded 
Time. 
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Privately, Mr. Punch v*as of opinion that it would not he at all 
unpopular. However, he was not going to admit this : — 

‘^It would he hissed off the stage,” he said, courageously. “ The 
fact is, that our Eccentric Yocalists have always shrunk from the 

responsibility of presenting a national 
vice luider an attractive light, and so 
such exhibitions are absolutely un- 
kn jwn among us.” 

*• I respect them for their scruples,” 
said Time ; “ they h^ave their 
reward in a clear com^cieuce.** 
“No doubt,” said Mr. 
Puiich. “ Shall we go on ? ” 
And as Time had had enough 
of the Boozer King, they 
went on, and entered the 
next hall, just as a remark- 
ably pretty young girl, with 
an innocent rosebud mouth, 
and saucy bright eyes like a 
bird’s, tripped daintily on to 
the platform. 

“ Come,” said Time, with 
more approval than he had 
yet shown, “this is better — 
much better. We need feel 
no shame is listening to this 
young lady, at all events. 
What is she going to give 
us ? Some tender little love- 
, ditty, I ’ll be bound ? ” 

\ She sang of love, certainly, 

\ though she treated the sub- 
ject from rather an advanced 
point of view, and this was the song she sang : — 

“True' love — you tyke the ti|) from me — ’s all hloommg 
, tommy-rot 1 

• And the only test we go by is — ’ow much a man has got ? 

So none of you need now despair a girlish to to mash, — 

' So long as you ’re provided with the necessairy cash ! ” 

And the chorus was 

“ You may he an ’owliiig cad ; 

Or be gowing to the bad • 

Or a” hoary centenarian, or empty-headed lad; 

Or the merest trifle mad — 

If there ’s rhino to he had, 

Why, a modern girl ^^•ill tyke you— yes, and only be too 
glad I ” 

As she carolled out this charming ditty in her thin high voice. 
Time positively shivered in his stall, “ Are all the girls like that in 
Seriocomk ? ” he moaned. “ I trust not.” 

“ It seems the fashion to assume so here, at any rate,” said Mr. 
Punchy not without a hazy recollection of liaving heard very similar 
sentiments in Music Halls much nearer home than Seriocomix. 
“The young woman is probably an authority on the subject. Are 
you off already ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Time, as he made for the exit. “ I t. hinV she is 
going to sing again presently. Come along ! ” 

At the next Mush Hall they were just in time to hear the an- 
nouncement of a new Patriotic Song, and old Time, who had in his 
day seen great and noble deeds accomplished by men who Ibved 
and w^ere proud of their Fatherland, was disposed to congratulate 
both himself and the audience on the choice of topic. 

, Only, as the song went on^ he seemed dissatisfied somehow, as if 
he had expected some loftier and more exalted strain. And yet it 
was. a high-spirited song, too, and told the Seriocomicans what fine 
fellows they were, and how naturally superior to the inhabitants of I 
all other planets, while the chorus ran as follows : i 


“ Yes, we never stand a foreigner’s dictation ! 

No matter if we ’re wrong or if we ’r6 right ; 

TV'e ’re a breed of good old bulldogs as a nation, 

And we never stop to bark before we bite ! ” 

And then the singer, a fat-necked man, in a kind of military 
uniform, drew a sword and struck an attitude, amidst red fire, 
which aroused vociferous enthusiasm. 

Time seemed to he getting restless again, so they moved on once 
more, and presently entered a hall where they found a stout lady 
with a j^Dwdered face and extremely short skirts, about to sing a 
pathetic song, which had been expressly written to suit her talents. 

She began in a cpiavering treble that wuis instinct with intense 
feeling : — 

Under the dysies to rest I have lyed him ; 

My little cock-sparrer so fythful and tyme ! 

And the chickweed he loved so is blooming besoide him, 

But I clean out his cyge every d’y just the syme !■ 

For it br.ngs him before me so sorcy and sproightly, 

As with seed and fresh water his glorsis I fill ; 

Though the poor little tyle which he waggled so lytely 
Loys under the dysies all stiffened and still ! ” 

— ^And then, to a subdued obbligato upon a biixWhistle, came the 
touching refrain : 

“ Yes, I hear him singing ‘ Tweet,’ so melodious and sweet ! 

Till his shadier conus and flits about the room. ‘ Tweet-tweet- 
tweet ! ’ 

All my sorrer I forget. For I have the forncy yet, 

That he twitters while he’s loyin’ in his tomb— ‘ Tweet-tweet ! ’ 

Yes, he twitters to me softly from his tomb ! ” 

■ hlr. Punch observed his elder attentively during this plaintive 
ditty, but there was no discernible moisture in Time’s hard old 
eyes, though among the rest of the audience noses were beino freelv 
blown. ® 

Well, be said, “ it may he very touching and even elevating, 
for anything I know — but it ’s not* mij notion of cheerful entertain- 
ment. I ’ll! off 1 ” 

“ I should like,” said Time, rather wistfully, as they proceeded 
to visit yet another establishment, “ yes, I should like to hear some- 
thing comic before the evening is over.” 

“Now is your opportunity, then,” said Mr. Punch, takin'*' his 
seat and inspecting the programme, “for I observe that the gentle- 
man who is to appear next is described as a ‘Mastodon Mirth- 
moving Mome.’ ” 

And does that mean that he is funny i ” inquired Time, hoitc- 
fully. ’ ^ 

If it doesu t, I don’t know what it docs mean,” replied Mr. 
Punchy as the Mastodon entered. 

His mere appearance was caj.culated to provoke — and did provoke 
-roars of laughter, though Time only gazed the more sadly at 
iiiin. He had coarse black hair falling about his eats, a white face 
and a crimson nose ; he wore a suit of dingy plaid, a battered hak 
and long-fingered thread gloves. And he sang, very slowly and 
dolefully, this side-splitting ballad : — 

We met at the comer, Marire and me. 

Quite permiscuous ! Who ’d ha’ thought of it ? 

She took and invited me ’ome to tea ; 

Quite permiscuous ! Who ’d ha’ thought of it ? 

I sat ill the purler along with her, 

Tucking into the eggs and the bread and but-ter — 

When in come her Par with the kitching p6-ker ] 

Quite permiscuous ! JFho ha’ thought of it 1 ” 

There was a chorus, of course 

Quite permiscuous ! Who ’d ha’ thought of it ? 

Who can guess what ’s going to be ! 

Whatever you fancy ’ll fall far short of it. 

That’s the way things ’appen with me I ” 
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VISIT TO NEPTUNE. 


Walk 



In a very short 
time the two august 
travellers found 
themselves in Nep- 
tune. To their sur- 
prise they learned 
that the planet con- 
sisted entirely of 
land. They were 
met by one of the 
inhabitants in full 
naval uniform, who 
heartily greeted 
them, promising to 
show them every- 
thing his country 
contained. 

. “ The only thing 
that must for the 
present be unex- 
hibited is the sea,” 
he concluded. 

‘•Truth to speak, we 
have lost sight of 
it, and the disap- 
pearance has caused 
considerable incon- 
venience.” 

Mr. Punch con- 
doled with the son 
of Neptune, and asked what were the chief amusements in the 
planet. 

“Well, badgering the Engineers is considered excellent sport — 
especially just now when their services are not absolutely required. 
We snub them and xinderpay them, -we refuse them the rank due 
to them, and lead them a generally happy life ! Nothing of that 
sort of thing down below, I suppose 1 ” 

Mr. Punch at the moment this question was put was probably 
thinking of something else — at any rate he gave no answer. 

“ But this is about the best thing we have here,” continued the 
Kesident, pointing to a scene recalling the traditional pictures of 
Greenwich Fair, “ the Koyal Naval Exhibition. You see we have 
pictures and models and fireworks. Everything connected with 

the Navy inclu- 
sive of ladies^ 
foot-ball.” 

“Ladies' foot- 
ball,” echoed Mr. 
Punch, “why 
what has that to 
do with matters 
nautical 1 ” 

“ Pardon me, 
Mr. Punch, re- 
turned the Eesi- 
dent in a tone of 
impatience, “but 
to-day you are 
certainly dense. 
Ladies' foot-ball 
is entirely nauti- 
cal. Are not the ladies, as they play it, quite at sea 1 ” 

ThC' Sage of Fleet Street bowed, and admitted that second 
thoughts were best, 

“ And now you must really excuse me,” continued the Besident, 
“ for it is my duty, as a director of the Boyal Naval Exhibition 
to start the donkey races. I suppose you have had nothing like 
our Exhibition down below 2 ” 



“ Nothing,” re- 
turned the Sage. 

“ So I thought,” 
was the reply. “ If 
you have time, you 
can call upon the 
Admiral Survival of 
the Fittest.” 

“ Gentlemen,” 
said that illustrious 
official, after they 
had entered his 
bureau, “it is usual 
to salute me by 
tugging at your 
forelocks and scrap- 
ing the deck with 
your right feet. 
While you perform 
this operation, you 
will notice that I 
will hitch up my 
trousers in true 
nautical style.” 

“ Oh, certainly,” 
returned ikfr. Punch. 
“Delighted! But, 
Admiral, isn't that 
sort of thing a little 
old-fashioned 1 '' 

“ And what of that. Sir ? In spite of everything we still have 
hearts of oak. We have not changed since the time of Nelson and 
Trafalgar. We can still run up the rigging (there isn't any, but that 
is an iTnimportant detail) like kittens, and reef a sail (there 's not one 
left, but what does that matter?) in a Nor-Wester as our ancestors 
did before us. And if yon don’t believe me, go to any public dinner 
when response is being made for the Navy.” 

“ But if the ships have changed, would it not be better if the 
crews had undergone an appropriate transformation ? '' 

“We don't think so. But, there, 
it 's no use palavering. Some day 
the matter will be put to the test ?” 

“ By a war ? ” 



“ No ; by the Fleet starting for a cruise in calm Weather. Some 
say we shoxild all go to the bottom. But I am talking of the Planet 
Neptune. On your little Earth, I suppose, things are nery different? ” 
“ Very,” replied Mr. Punch. “ We have the Admiralty ! ” 

And considering this an appropriate moment for departure, the 
Sage and his V enerable Companion floated amongst the stars. 
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ARTISTIC STARS. 


** It ’3 wondetful ! ex- 
claimed TniE. “We iiaven^t 
got anything like this on 
ikalh.’' 

“ Plenty more where they 
come from,” said his Guide 
Philosopher and Friend ; 

“ but now just give me a 
I lock of your hair, and I’ll 
I stand you a fly through the 
; artistic q^uarter.” 
i And Mr. Punch, like 
j Beauty, “ drawing him with 
; a single hair,” carried the 
j Ancient Wanderer along with 
I him, past galaxies of talent, 

1 musical, dramatic, and ope- 
ratic, refusing to stop and 
' gratify the old Gentleman’s 
j pardonable curiosity. 

I “I know I ’ve got Time 
j for it all,” quoth the flying 
j Sage, “but T haven’t space, 
that ’s where the difficulty is. 

As for Literary Stars, from 
Tennyson and Swinburne, 
to Lang, Stevenson, Black, 

Besant, and our excellent 
friend, Miss Braudon, with 
other novelists too numerous 
to mention, we must leave 
our cards on them, pay a 

I flying visit, and just skirt the 
artistic quarter.” 

“ There ’s the President ! ” 
exclaimed Old Time, 

“ Ah ! everyone knows him” said Mr. Punch — “ artist and 
orator, and ever a Grand Young Man, the flower of the Royal 
Academy.” 

“ Sir John, too,” cried Time. * 

“ As fresh as his own paint is our Millais,” returned Mr. Punch. 
“ But ‘ on w'e goes again,’ as the showman, said, and you can pick 
out for yourself the Artist-Operatic-Cbmposer-Painter-Etcher- 


Fellow - of - All - Souls, and 
master of a variety of other 
accomplishments, yclept 
Hubert Herkomer ; then 
the gay and gallant Fildes, 
the chiseler BoEhme, the big 
Pettie, the Flying, not the 
Soaring, Dutchman, Tadema, 
the always - purchased 
Bought ’uN, the gay dog 
PoYNTER, Cavalier Sir John 
Gilbert, and the chivalric 
Don Calderon ! There ’s 
a galaxy for you, my boy ! 
Can you touch these on 
Earth ? ” 

“ Well,” said Time, slowly 
scratching the tip of his nos*^, 
“ I fancy I ’ve heard of ‘-all 
the talents ’ before. Besides 
these, there are a few more 
who are celebrated in black 

and white ” 

“ Rather ! ” cried Mr. 
Punchy enthusiastically. ‘ ‘ My 
own dear boys, with John 
Tenniel at their head. But 
they ’re all so busy just now 
that I couldn’t take lip their 
time.” 

“ But you ’re taking me 
up,” observed the aged T., 
slily. - • 

“Quite so,” returned his 
guide — who if, •per impmibile, 
he ever could be old, would 
be “t/ie aged P.,” — and then giving another tug at his companion’s 
forelock, he cried, “On we goes again! We’ll he invisible for 
awhile, and I 11 show you our ’Arry in the clouds. You 
remember IxiON in Heaven, or as ’Arry would call him, IxtoN 
in ’Eaven. ITow see ’Arry dreamin’ 0 ’ Goddesses. Here we go 
Up I Up ! Up ! ” 

And what happened is told by ’Arry in the following letter. 




“THTLtis is My Only Joy!” 



Qce3n op St no. 



The Jersey Lily. 
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ARRY’S VISIT TO THE MOON. 


Dear Charlie,— I Ve Lin on tlie scoop, 
and no error this time, my dear boy ! 
I must tell yer my rounds ; it ’s a barney I 
know you are bound to enjoy. 

Talk of ZadkieVs Halmanach Charlie, John 
Keats, or tbe Man in the Moon — 

Yah ! I Ve cut all their records as clean as 
a comet would lick a balloou. 


For I see a young person in — well, I ain’t 
mucli up in classical togs, 

But she called it a “ chlamys,” I tbink. 

Sbe 'd a bow, and a couple of dogs, 

“ Eaytber forward and sportive young party,” 
thinks I, Sandown-Parky in style ; 

But pooty, and larky no doubt, so I tips her 
a wink and a smile. 


’Arry ain’t no Astronomer, leastways I ain’t 
never made it my mark 
To go nap on stargazing ; I ’ve mostly got 
other good biz arter dark. 

But when Mister Fmcli give me tbe tip ’ow 
be ’d take poor old Time on tbe fly, 
Wj I tumbled to it like a shot ; ’Arry ’s 
bound to be in it, sez I. 

So I; took on tbe Lockyers and Procters, 
and mugged up tbe planets and stars. 
AVitb their gods and their goddesses, likeways 
Ifeieir thunderbolts, tridents and cars. 

I jogged on with old Jupiter, Charlie, and 
gave young Apoller a turn, 

While as to Dianner ! — but there, that is 
jest wot you ’re going to learn. 

It wos dry and a little bit dazing, this cram, 
and you won’t think it ’s odd 
If yours truly got doosedly drowsy. In fact 
I wos napped on the nod, 

But the way I got woke -wos a wunner. 

Oh ! Charlie, my precious old pal, 

If you ’d know wot ’s fair yum-yum, ’ook on 
to a genuine celestial gal. 

Smack ! ” “ Hillo ! ” sez I, starting sudden, 
w’here ham I, and wot ’s this ’ere 
game 1 ” 

Then a pair o’ blue eyes looked in mine with 
a lime-lighty sort of a flame, 

As made me feel moony immediate. Great 
Pompey,” thinks I, here’s a 
spree ! - 

It ’s Dianner by all that is proper, and as 
for Enjiinmyun — that ’s Me I ” 


“ AU right, Miss Dianner,” sez I. “ You 
’ave won ’em — the gloves — and no kid. 
Wot size, Miss, and ’ow many buttons?” 

But she never lowered a lid. 

And the red on her cheeks wam’t no blush 
but a rcglar indignant flare-up. 

Whilst the look from her proud pair of 
lamps ’it as ’ard and as straight as a 
Krupp. 

Brought me sharp to my bearings, I tell yer. 

Young mortal,” she sez, “ it is plain 
An Enjimmyun is not to be found in the 
purlieus of Chancery Lane. 

And that Primrose ’111 isn’t a Latinos. The 
things you call gloves I don’t wear, 
Only buskins. But don’t you be rude, or 
the fate of Actseon you ’ll share.” 

I wosn’t quite fly to her patter, but mortal ” 
might jest ’ave bin “ cub,” 

From the high-perlite way she pernoimced 
it, and plainly Dianner meant 
snub.” 

Struck me moony, her manner, did Charlie, 
she hypnertised me with her looks. 
And the next thing I know'ed I was padding 
the ’oof in a region of spooks. 

Spooks, is bogies and ghostesses, Charlie, 
according to latter-day chat. 

And the place where Dianner conveyed me 
wos spooky, and spectral at that. 

‘‘ Where are we, Miss, if I may arsk ? ” I sez, 
orfully ’umbl for me. 

Then she turns ’er two lamps on me spark- 
ling. , Ct course we’re in Limbo,” 
sez she. 


AJ/V 



Didn’t quite like th: lay on it, Charlie, 
for Limbo 'sounds precious like quod : 
But she meant Lunar Limbs^, dear boy. sort o’ 
store-room, where everythink odd, . 

Out of date, foolish, faddy, and sech like, is 
kept like old curio stock. 

(Ef yer want to know more about Limbo, read 
Mr, Pope’s Rape of the Lock) 

So this ’ere is the Moon, Miss ! 
sez 1. Where ’s the Man 
there’s sech talk on down- 
stairs ? 

She looked at me ’orty. Thinks 
I, You ’re a ’ot ’un to give 
yourself hairs. 

I may level you down a bit later : 
The Man in the Moon, Miss,” 
I adds. 

Sez she, ‘‘We don’t ’ave Men 
up here; they are most of 
them tyrants ox cads ! ” 


Oh,” sez I, on the Mona Cairo lay, eh, 
my lady?” Jest then, mate, I looks 
And sees male-looking things by the dozen : 

but then they turned out to be spooks. 
There was Tolstoi the Rooshian romancer, a 
grim-looking son of a gun, 

Welting into young Cupid like scissors, and 
wallopping Hymen like fun. 



Old Hymen looked ’orrified rayther ; but as 
for young Arrers-and-’Arts, 

He turned up his nose at the old ’un, whilst 
all the gay donas and tarts, 

Not to mention the matronly mivvies, were 
alter the boy with the bow, 

Plainly looking on Tolstoi and Ibsen as 
crackpots, and not in the know. 

“Queer paper, my dear Miss Dianner,” 
sez I, “ wot do you think ? ” Sez she, 

“ A mere Vision of Vanities, mortal, of no 
speshal interest to me. i 

I am not the keeper of Limbo, although it is 
found in my sphere. 

Everything that ’s absurd and unnatural 
claims a clear right to come here, 

“See, the latest Art-Hobbies are ambling 
about with their ’eads in the air, 

And their riders are tUting like true tooth- 
pick paladins. Smudge over there 
Makes a bee-line for Scratch in this comer, 
whilst Muck and the Mawkish at odds, 
Clash Mldly, and Naturalism pink Senti- 
ment painfully prods.” 

Then I twigged Penny Whistler’s white 
idume, and the hadd}p)Ose Hoscar 
upreared. 

His big hairy horr^-flame, Charlie, whilst 
Phillistines looked on and jeered. 

I see Nature, as Narstiness, ramping at wot 
Nambypamby dubbed Nice, 

And Twoddle parading as Virtue, and 
Silliness playing at Vice. 

Here was pooty girls Primrosing madly, 
and spiling their tempers a lump, 

By telling absurd taradiddles for some big 
political pump ; ‘ 
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And there wos 'ard-nioutlied middle-ag.'d 
’uns a shaking the Socherlist flag, 

And a rampiug like tiger-cats tijiyBj around a 
rediklus red rag. 



There wos loatriots playing the clown, there 
wos magistrates playing the fool j 
There wos jugginses teaching the trombone 
to kids at a bloomin’ Board School. 

This is Free Hedgercation in Shindy,” sez 
I. “ They ’re as mad as March hares, 
All these Limboites, dear Miss Dianner. 
We do it much better downstairs ! ” 

She smiled kinder scoffish, I fancied, and 
give ’er white shoulders a himcb. 

Says she; IVe no comments to make. 

It ’s along of my friend Mr, Punch 
Whom the whole Solar System obeys, and 
the Court of Olympus respects. 

That I wait on you ’ere. Mister Arrt. Pray 
what w'ould you like to see next ? ” 

‘‘Well,” sez I, with a glance at her gaiters, 
“ I Ve heard you ’re a w’hale, Miss, at 
Sport. 

Do you ‘ know anythink ’ wuth my notice 1 ” 
She gave me a look of a sort. 

As I can’t put in words, not exactly, a sort 
o’ cold scorch, dontcherknow. 

That ’s a bit of a parrydocks p’raps ; any- 
how, it hurt Avus 'than a blow. 

But we went on the fly once agen — can’t say 
’ow it wos managed, but soon 
We ’ad passed to a rum-looking region — the 
opposite side of the Moon, 

Where no mortal afore had set foot, nor yet 
eyes, Miss Diannbr declared. 

“ Here ’s a Region of Sport ! ” sez the lady. 
Good Gracechurch Street, mate, ’ow I 
stared I 

Seemed a sort of a blend-like of Hepsom, 
and Goodwood, and Altcar, mixed up 
With the old Epping ’Unt and new Hurling- 
ham, thoughts of the Waterlcto Cup, 
Swell Pq,1o and Pigepn-match tumbled about 
in my mind, w^hile the din 
Was like Putney Reach piled on a Prize- 
fight, with Kennington Oval chucked in. 


There avos tcff^, fair top neAV ’uns, mixed 
hup -Avith the Avelcher, the froth Avuth 
the scum ; 

Theie avos duchesses, proud as Dianxer, 
and she-things as sniffed of the slum ; 
There Av-as “champions” thick as bluebottles, 
and plungers as plenty as peas, 

With stoney-brokes, pale as a poultice, and 
“ crocks,” orful gone at the knees ; 

I see a Avhole howling mix-up of “mug” 
hooky, dog-oAvner and rough, 
A-Avatching of snaky-shaped hounds pelting 
’ard ’alter bits o’ brown fluff, 

I see — and the Sportsman Avithin me began 
for to bubble and burn, 

And I yelled, “ 0 my hazure-horbed Mistress, 
can’t you and me ’ave jest a turn ? ” 

We did, and my “Piirdey Extractor” made 
play, though it ain’t me to brag, 

But somehow her arrers Avent straigliter, and 
’ers wos the heaviest bag. 

“ Let me ’ave a try, hliss,” sez I, “ with that 
trifle from LoAvtlier Arcade ! ” 

I tried, and hit one of her dogs, as she didn’t 
think sport I ’m afraid. 

The ’ound didn’t seem much to mind it ; 

immortal, I spose, like Miss D. ; 

Then we ’ad a slap arter the deer, and she ’d 
veiy soon nailed two or three. 

I wos out of it, couldn’t pot one, and it 
needled me orful, dear boy, 

To be licked by a gal, though a goddess, and 
armed Avith a archery toy I 
Her togs avos a little bit quisby — ^for moors 
as ain’t pitched in the Moon, 

And there wosnH no pic-nic, dear hoy I I got 
peckish and parched pooty soon. 

She lapped from a brook, and her hoptics Avent 
wide as a cop on the watch. 

When I hinted around rayther square, I 
should like a small drop of cold Scotch. 

Well, AA'cll; I must cut this yarn short. 
We ’d a turn at Moon Sports like all 
round, 

Wish I ’d time to describe our Big 
Boar Hunt — Dianner’s 'pet pas- 
time I found. 

Can’t say it was mine; bit too risky. 

Pigsticking in Ingy may suit 
White Shikkarries or Prin- 
ces, dear boy, but yerBoar 
is a nasty big brute. 

Too much tuskfor ray taste ! 

’Owsomever Dianner 
she speared him to- 
rights. 

And I dropped from the 
tree I’d shinned up when 
the boar had made tracks 
for my tights. 

“ Bravo, IMiss Dianner!’’ 

I sez. “ Y on are smart, 
for a gal, with that 
spear. 

But didn’t rer get jest a 
mossel alarmed — fur 
A’er ’Arry, mv dear % ” 


Put it hamorous like, Avith a wink, snugging 
up to the lady, I did ; 

For she ’d found a Aveak spot in my ’art, 
this cold classical gal, and no kid. ’ 

I ’d been ’aving a pull at my flask, up that 
tree, and her pluck and blue eyes 

Made me feel a bit spoony ; in fact I was 
mashed. But, 0 wot a surprise ! 

“Alarmed? about you. Sir! And 
sez Dianner, Avith eyes all aflash, 

I sez, “ Don’t yer remember Adonis, love, 
Venus’s boar-’ anting mash ] 

No Av^onder the lady felt fainty like ; fear 
for a sweetheart, yer see. 

And well, if I m not quite Adonis, you 
found your Enjimmyim in Me I 

“ One more, only one, dear Diannbr,” I sez. 
And 1 aimed for a kiss, 

I made for her lips, a bee-line. But great 
snakes, my dear boy, A\’ot a miss ! 

Hit me over the ’ed Avith her boar-spear, a 
sjianker, she did, like a shot. 

Don’t you never spoon goddesses, Charlie ; 
you ’ll find it a dashed sight too ’ot ! 

“Adonis!” she cried. “Nay, Action! 
And his shall be also thy fate. 

There is Punch 'iodkmg on, he’ll approve!” 
And she jest set ’er dogs on me, straight ! 

“ Way-oh ! Miss Dianner ! ” I yells. “ No 
offence ! Don’t be ’ard on a bloke ! 

Beg yer pardon, I ’m sure ! ” Here a hound 
nipped my calf like a vice, and— I Avoke. 

Leastw-ays, I persoom it uos Avaking, if 
’tother AV’as sleep and a dream. 

But I feel a bit moon-struck, dear boy. 
Spooks abound, and things ain’t what 
they seem. 

Mister Punch sez, “it serA’ed me quite right.” 
Well, next time correspondence he ’d 
carry 

With satterlites, 
spesh’ly the Moon, 
he had better not 
drop upon ’Arry. 




PUNCH AMONG 

“Poor fellow, I pity liim,” said Mr. Punch to Fatter Time, _ as 
tte pair passed away from tlie Lunar precincts together, bowing 
conrteous]}% and a little apologetically, . to ’Arey’s late hostess, 
who called off her do^, and affably responded to their parting 
salutatinn- “Fact is,” pursued the Sage, “my young mend 
’ A BB T, though smart and fin de sikle, in his way, is a .little of 
‘the earth, earthy,’ and lacks both the adventurousness and the 
tact of an Ixion.” 

“I presume,” said the Scythe-bearer, “ our inter-planetapr pere- 
grinations are now pretty nearly at an end — for this time ? 

“ AVe have yet one more visit to pay,” said Mr. Punch. ^ 

At this moment, as the space-pervading trio fleeted forward, a 
sti-ange unusual effulgence grew to the eastward, and began to 
bathe them -in golden light Miraculously metainorphio was its 
action upon the aerial travellers. Mr, Punch flung aside his hat 
and his “ Iminensikoff,” and appeared as the Apollo-like personage 
he really is. ' Toby’s wings expanded, • and his pace mended. As 
for Old- Father - Time” himself, the combined influence of the 
regenerating philtre in Fcaust^ and the fire-hath in She, could- not 
more completely have transmogrified him. His face brightened 
with yonthfuiness, his solitary forelock bushed out into a wavy and 
hyacinthine hirsute crop, his ancient and magician-like garments 
fell from him, his plumes expanded, until he looked more like “the 
herald Mercury ’’ than old Edax Herum. 

Then they swung, as on airy traphe, or on wings of the thunder- 
bird strong, 

^yith the 'sound in their ears of the voice of the starry and sisterly 
throng. 



THE PLANETS- 

Did the orbs of splendiferous Sol give a wink as they ranged into 

reach ? - ' 

Was his genial mouth all alight with the flame of the friendliest 
speech 'i . . 

Hey, Presto ! Great Scott ! Transformation on Druriolakus’s 
stage 

Was never so sudden as this ! Who rides there as the Sun-God ? 
The Sage ! 

The Great Hypnotiser! Utopia’s lord! He Who Must Be 
Obeyed 1 1 1 

He whose Magical Spell is on Princes^and Peoples, on Art and on 
Trade. 

Eoup’lh ! Transformation tremendous ! The round of the Planets 
we Ve travelled. 

Some curious secrets unveiled, and some mysteries mighty unravelled. 

JFe manage things better on Earth ! That ’s the formula I Sounds 
it sardonic 1 

Was Punch just a morsel sarcastic, liis hosts just a trifle ii'onic? 

At' any rate, Punch here explains to the World how to manage 
things better, a 

By purging Humanitj^’s spirit, and snapping Plate’s tyrannous fetter. 

He ’d Hypnotise Man into health, both of body and spirit, and out of 

The follies, and vices, and greeds, and conceits. See the whole 
Comus-rout of' 

Absurdities, Appetites, Antics, Antipathies, personal, national, 

Driven before his bright Sun-Car ! The Rule of the Rosily Rational 

He would inaugurate, making Earth’s atmosphere healthy as Thahet’s, 

That P’ather Time, is his aim ; that ’s the Moral of Punch and the 
Planets ! ’ ' * 
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TO-DAY^S AMUSEMENTS. 

{As will prohcMy he advertised in the Press of the da/y after to-vMrTOwf) 

ExECcmoir or the Little PEDiurOToir Mtjiibeeeh,— Eesemd 
gallows seats, immediately bel^d. the drop, commanding a clear 
view of the dying straggles, with chance of hearing the cnminal s 
last confession ; Lady’s ticket Two Gnineas. Lady and Gentleman s, 
ditto, three guineas* (8*30 a.k.) , , i. j 

T atat. at the Old Bailet or La Belle Isabelle, the husoand- 
poisoner. Last day of trial, summing-up of the Judge, intense 
excitement. A few special tickets at Ten Guineas still cht^ahle 
(including “snack” luncheon and use of opera-glasses), and com- 
manding front view of the Judge when summing-up, and close sight 
of the prisoner s facial play during the passing of sentence, &o. 
(11. a.m:. Ladies advised to be in their places not later than 10 30 ) 
Great Ihtbbhational Crimes ‘Etutbition at^ Bceotia. — Addi- 
tional Attractions. Portrait groups in wax, life-size, of aU great 
criminals from Cain to Cu'autv.s Peace ; Lecture on Capital 
PoTiiRhinents in all Ages, with illustrations and demonstra- 
tions (3 P.M. and 7 p.3t.) Old l^'ewgate. Mediaeval Torture 
Chamber in full work. Grand Execution Tableaux, 
in the grounds ; realistic renderings of punishments 
inflicted on Katattt.ac, Damiens, &c., &o. 

(3 o’clock and 6*30 ) Auto-da- Fe at 2*30 and 7. 

Admission One Shilling. Children under 
eight half-price. Ladies’ Eeserved Seats 
(inclusive of all Shows) One Gninea. 

Open 10 till 10. (Thirty thousand 
persons, chiefly Ladies, passed the 
turnstiles last Wednesday.) 

Public ViviseciionDemon- 
sxeation at the Sensational 
Surgical Sochti’s Rooms.— 

Exhibition of the droll 
eflects of Curari npon 
subjects under theknife, 
and the actual cautery. 

1^0 annoying noise, or 
disconcerting struggles! 

Bulgarian Band will 
play Popular Pieces. 

(3 P.M.) 

Bull Fight at the 
Arcadian Hall.— Full 
Spanish Programme this 
day. Absolutely no re- 
stnotionsl Serious ac- 
cidents daily ! Two 
Toreadors killed last 
week, and seven seri- 
ously injured, l^'o de- 
ception I Extra flerce 
bulls to-day, and con- 
sequeat prospect of 
Highly Sensational 
Scenes in the 
Arena 1 1 1 Admission, 

Ir. to £5 5s. Specially 
Reserved Front Seatsf or 
Ladies, £7 7s. (3 P.M., 
and 8*30.) 

Imperial Phonographic Society, Hall oe Horrors.— Phono- 
™pMo Reproductions of Last Dying Speeches and Confessions of 
Crmmals. Sohs and Hysterical Attacis of Persons under trial 
(Women especially). Reports of Cases tried w Camerd. Private 
Conversations of parties to Causes CSlibres, &o., &o., &o. Highly 
realistic revelations, and Sensational Yooal Scenes. Admission, 
Half a Gninea. (8 p.m.) 

PoraoGRAPJKO Art Galleries.— N^ow open daily. Admission 
by private card only. Illustrated Catalogae (purchase of which is 
oompulso^). Two Guineas. Special coloured copies including repro- 
duction of pictures in Special Art Sanctum, £10 lOs, (10 till 4 ohly.) 

Ghoto Theatre.— Society Beauty and the Blood Bath/or. 
ne Bemon of Bahomey 1 Strongly Sensational Melodrama, in 
Five Aet^ and a Special Death Dance Tableau! 1 1 The Toilet I 
TheTortarell The Tub HI Beauty uuadomed aad Bloodihed 
Undisgui^ I JIi^^oTiug- Murders aud Side-splitting Suicides 1 
Fun Md Funerals I J^ms of Laughter aad Tremendous Thrills of 
Pleasmg Horror Nightly 1 Open at 7 30. Commence at 8. 

M^g in ^ety at 9 1 Great Toflet Scene at 9 -30 1 

The Blood-Bath at 10 4S I Death Dance Tableau at 11 '5 ! 

Carriages at 11*10 ! 

Enormous Sncpessl Two-hundred- and -fifty-second l^'ight. and 
still crowded with the elite of Fashion ! Be in time I ! I 

iVij i ► . -pi* - « . 


LITERARY 


THE HERO'S COMMON-FORM DIARY. 

Jbwwory.— Leisurely return to England. Enthusiastic reception 
en route. 

Greeted by Mayor and Corporation with an address at 
Dover. Triumphant progress to London. 

March , — Imposing scene at the Guildhall. Acceptance of the 

Freedom of the City, 

Yisits to the 
provinces. Loud cheers 
on every side, and un- 
limited hospitality. 

Jfay.— Lion of the 
London Season, Hun- 
dreds of nightly invita- 
tions, 

Jwne.— Gaiety from 
morning to night. TJni- 
vereal recognition of 
distinguished conduct. 

July, — Phenomenal 
successof book of travels 
and adventures. 

if. Popularity 
at its height every- 
where, save in town, 
which now begins to 
empty. 

September, — ^ Slight 
reaction. Rejoinders 
begin to appear. 

October, — Unplea- 
santness on the increase. 
Interviewing, letters to 
the papers, and sensa- 
tional journalism gene- 
rally. 

November , — Demou - 
stration at the Lord 
Mayor’s Show. Charges, 
counter - charges, and 
recrimination. Firat- 
rate A 1, go-as-you- 
please, strongly recom- 
mended row, 

Becemher, — Fresh 
sensation (about a 
murder or a charitable 
scheme) and everything 
forgotten (if not for- 
given) in time to observe 
a Merry Christmas and 
a Happy New Year. 


HOLIDAY TASKS 

EOE 

THE NEW YEAR. 
Bmperor of R-ss-a, 

QTAce personally visit 

STARS. Siberia. 

King of It-ly . — ^To come to terms with'the Yatican. 

JBrnperor of Q-rm-nv , — ^To stay at home. 

King of P-rtug-l , — To aooept the situation in Africa. 

President C-rn-t , — ^To forget the existence of Egypt. 

King of 8p-n,— To master the difficulties of the Alphabet. 

Kmperor of -4-«fr-a.— Between Kingdom and Empire, to make 
both ends meet. 

Lord 8-l-sb-ry,—To prepare for the General Election. 

Mr, Gl-dst-ne , — ^To explain Home Rule, 

Lord R, Ch-rch-ll,—To give up racing in favour of politics, 

Mr, H, M, To re-wnte Barhest Africa, 

General B-th,— To publish a balance-sheet that will please all. 

Mr, Sheriff A-g-st-s H-rr-s , — ^To attend to his professional duties, 
Mid get through his official work. 

And Mr, P~nch , — ^To bear as gaily as ever the weight of half a 
century. 

Suggestion for Mr. W..B. at the T, R. O.-Should Mr. Wilson 
Baeeictt contemplate giving another Matinie of that out-of-date 
play, The Lady of Lyons ^ why not change its title to The Old 
Lady of Lyons f No extra charge for this suggestion, 

GbnuXjnjk Orange Bitiees. — ^Police Protection to Tim Hbaly. 
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VOCES POPUU. 

THE IMPROMPTU CHARADE-PARTY. 

Scene — LArary of a Country-JECowe ; the tables and chairs are 
heaped with brocades, draperies, and properties of cM kinds, 
which the Ladies of the company are trying on, while the men 
rack their brains for a suitable Word. In a secluded corner, 
Mr. Hichtincale and Miss Rose are conversing in whispers. 

Mr. Whipster {Stage- Manager and Or ganiser^self -appointed. 
Ho— but I say, really, you kuow, we must try aud decide on some- 
tbing^we Ve been out naif an hour, and the people yiffl be getting 
impatient I {To the Ladies,) Do come and hmp; it’s really no 
use dressing up till we ’ye settled wbat we’re going to do. Can’t 
anybody tbmlr of a good Word ? 

Miss Larkspur. We ought to mabe a continuous story of it, with 
the same plot and characters all through. We did that once at 
the Orange, and it was awfully good— just like a regular Comedy I 

Mr. Whipster. Ah, but we ’ye got to hit on a Word^xst, Come 
—nobody got an idea? Hiohtingaxe, you’re not much use over 
there, you know. I hope you and Miss Rose have been putting 
your heads together ? 

Mr. Nightingale {confused). Eh? Ho, nothing of the sort! Oh, 
ah— yes, we’ve thought of a lot of Words. 

Miss Rose. Only you ’ye driven them all out of our heads again 1 

[They resume their conversation. 

Mr. Wk. Well, do make a suggestion, somebody I Professor, 
won’t you give us a Word P 

Chorus of Ladies. Oh, do. Professor— you’re sure to thiwk of 
something clever ! 

Frofessor Follen {modestly). Well, really, I’ve so little expe- 
rience in these matters that-— A Word has just occurred to me, 
however; 1 don’t know, of course, whether it wiR meet with 
approval — {he beams at them with modest pride through his spec- 
tacles) —it ’s Monocotyledonous.” 

Chorus of Ladies. Charming I Monocottlo Oh, can’t we do 
that? 

Mr. Wh. {dubiously). We might— but— er— what’s it mean f 

Frof. Pollen. It ’s a simple botanical term, signifying a plant 
which has only one cup-shaped leaf, or seed-lobe. Plants with two 
are termed 

Mr. Wh. I don’t see how we ’re going to act a plant with only 
one seed-lobe myself— and then the syllables— ^*mon”-‘‘ oh”- 
“ cot till we shouldn’t get done before midnight, you know I 

Frof. Pollen. {With mild pique). Well, I merely threw it out as a 
suggestion. I thought it could have been made amusiag. Ho doubt I 
was wrong; no doubt. 

Mr. Settee {nervously). I ’ve thought of a word. How would— er 
— “JPhmt7tar”do? 

Mr. Wh. {severely). How, really. Settee, do try not to footle like 
this ! [Mr. Sj.rxEE subsides amidst general disapproval. 

Mr. Flinders. {With a flash of genius). I’ve got it— 6?a»i6opo/ 

iHfr. Wh. Gamboge, eh? Let’s see how 'that would work:— 
* ‘ Gam ‘ booge.” How do you see it yourself ? 

[Mr. PmirDEES discovers, on reflection, that he doesfCt see it, and 
the suggestion is allowed to drop. 

Miss Pelagia Rhys. Vve an idea. Familiar ! ” Fame ill 
‘ ‘ /tar,” you know. [ Chorus of applause. 

Mr. Wh. Capital I Thevery thing— congratulate you, Miss Rhi a! 

Mr. Settee (sotto voce). But I say, look here, I suggested that, 
you know, and you said 1 

Mr. Wh. {ditto). What on earth does it matter who suggests it, so 
long as it ’s right ? Don’t be an ass, Settee I {Aloud.) How are we 
going to do the first syllable Fame,” eh ? [Mr. Settee sulks. 

Mr. Fushington. Oh, that’s easy. One of us must come on aa a 
Poet, and all the ladies must crowd round fi.attering him, and makmg 
a lot of him, asking for his autograph, and so on. I don’t mind doing 


I jMSiifci 
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the Poet myself, if nobody else feels up to it, 

[He begins to dress for the part by turning his dress-coat inside 
out, and putting on a turban and a Liberty sash, by way of 
indicating the eccentricity of genius ; the Ladies adorn them- 
selves with a similar regard to realism, and even more care 
for appearances. 

Apiee the Fiest Stiiable. 

The Performers return from the drawing-room, followed 
by faint applause. 

Mr. Fushington. Went capitally, that syllable, eh? {No resporwe.) 
You might have played up to me a little more than you^did— you 
others. You let me do everything I 

Miss Larkspur. You never let any of us get a word in ! 

Mr. Fushington. Because you all talked at once, that was all. 
How then— “ iR.” I ’R be a celebrated Doot(Mf, and you aR come to 
me one by one, and say you ’re HI ooc ? 

[Att%res himself for the r$le of a Physician in a dressing-gown 
and an old yeomanry helmet. 


MODERN VERSION OF “PAUL AND VIRGINIA.” 

Mr. Whipster {huffily). Seems to me I may as weR go and sit with 
the audience— I’m no use here ! 

Mr. Fushington. Oh, ;yes, Whepstee, I want you to be my con- 
fidential butler, and show the patients in. 

[Mr. W. accepts— with a view to showing Pushington that other 
people can act as well as he. 

Aeteb the Seconp Sihabee, 

Mr. Fushington. Seemed to drag a Rttle, somehow! There was no 
necessity for you to make aU those long solRoquies, Whitsteb. A 
Doctor’s confidential servant wouldn’t chatter so much ! 

Mr. Whipster. You were so confoundedly solemn over it, I had to 
put some fun in somewhere I 

Mr. F. WeR. you might have put it where someone could see it. 
Hobody laughed. 

Frofessor Pollen. I don’t know;, Mr, Pushington, why, when I 
was describing my symptoms — which I can vouch for as scientificaRy 
correct — you persisted in kicking my lew under the table— it was 
unprofessional, Sir, and extremely painfiil [ 

Mr. Fushington. I was only trying to hmt to you that as there 
were a dozen o&er people to foRow, it was time you cut the interview 
short, Professor— that one syRable alone has taken nearly an hour. 

Miss Buckram. If I had known the kind of questions you were 
going to ask me, Mr. Pushingtoh, I should certainly not have 
exposed myself to them. I say no more, but I must positively decline 
to appear with you again. , - , 

Mr. Fushington. Oh, but reaRy, you know, m Charades one gets 
carried away at times. I assure you, I hadn’t the remotest {^c., ^c. 


come on and say wJiat a liar i am. we ougux xo maae xnax 
sciep'mi'ngly fanny I 

Aeteb the Thibb Syllable. 

Mr. Fushington. Muddled ? Of course it was muddled— you aR 
caRed me a liar before I opened my mouth I 

Tfhe Rest . — ^But you didn’t seem to know how to begin, and we 
had to bring the Word in somehow. , , .... ^ rtn. 

Fushington. Bring it in ?— hut you needn’t have let it out. There 
was Sjktitee tiiere, shouting “liar ’’ tiR he was black in the face. We 
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Atptw the WoED. AhOKG the AtfHIBN'CE. 

Oenertil Murmur^ Wliat can it be? Not Turh^ I suppose, or 


OUR BOOKING-OPPICE. 


mdeed, we owt tmcMme, * Jramtixarl " To be sure— now oieyer, w^xs ix or nox, is judicious 
and haw w^ you all acted it, to be sure—you must be qxdte tired editing:. Had this process 
after it all. I am sure tre— -hem— are deeply indebted to you. . . . been applied to this eccen- 


! did you take ? of it 

i jlfr. Nightingale, I— er— didn’t take any particnlar part— wasn’t lished. 

; wanted, you know. book a 


trie haphazardy book, 
scarcely more than a third 
of it would have been pub- 
lished. “His style, in this 
book at least, and, for my 


MueJRoee, Not to so we stayed outside and— and— arranged part,” says the Baron, “I ^ ^ r PBPW 

things, say the same of his Three '' 

An Old Lady, Indeed ? Then you had all the hard work, and none Men in a Tub, suggests the ^ 
of the pleasure, my dear, I ’m afraid. idea of his writing being j 

Mies JRose {sweetly). Oh no. I mean yes !— but we didn’t mind it the work of a young man ^ 

much. ^ who, among his companions toll’d after Supper. Subject for a KneUegy. 

The O, L, And which of you settled what the *Wbrd was to be ? and admirers, has earned the reputation of being a ‘ deuced funny 
Mr, N, "Well, I believe we settled that together. chap,’ and so has to struggle to five up to this reputation, or to live 

iCarriages are announced; departure of guests who are not of it down.” Jebtjhkt Jertjm: still somewhat affects Yankee hxuhour, 1 
the house-party. In the SmoTcing-roonij Mr. PusHlEOTOH not, however, in so forced and vulgar a manner as in his over- 1 
discovers that he does not seem exactly popular with the praised Three Men in a Boat, Two of the Q-host Stories are I 


other meUf and puts it down to Jealousy, 


E raised Three Men in a Boat, Two of the Q-host Stories are 
^ umorous, but their setting is unworthy of them. Had they been 
introduced into a tale as Dickens (of whose style there is a very 
palpable attempt at imitation in the description of a stormy winter’s 


pfdpable attempt at imitation in the description of a stormy winter’s 
ROBERTAS XMAS BANKWET. night) brought in his story of Tom Smarts and of the inimitable 

_ , ^ their mirth-raising value would have been consider- 

• ® held our amywal Cnsmus Bankwet larst Satterday, Our ably enhanced* As it is, these choice morsels— sandwich’d in 
prmcipel Toast of co^se was, “Success to the Qrand Old Cop- between heavy slabs of doughy material — stand a chance of not 
perashun, and may it nurrish for ewer ! ” with 3 times 3 , and one being tasted. To anyone who comes across the book the Baron says, 
cheer more for the bewtifool Lady Mabess, “read about the Curate and the Card-trick, and Johnson: and 
and may she ffurrish for ewer too I Ah, Emily. The tinted paper on which it is printed is a mistake, as 
we Waiters is a gallarnt race and knows are also most of the amateurish illustrations.” 
our dooty to the fairer and weaker sects not “ lovely woman ” who “ stoops to folly nor woman 

25™ as well as ewem ^d^^n their- who in our hour of ease is uncertain, coy, and hard to please. But 
perposed the City Liwery Woman, the weekly Woman who is doing uncommonly well and 
said, as m her fifty-third number, gave the week before Christmas, her idea 
prmted and siroc^ated. I of a Christmas dinner, and, but for “ sweetbread cutlets,” a very 
1 giveu a g<yd deal of atention good and simple dinner it was. The same Woman gave dso, among 

toSa wSi ff T f 4 ! m of next-day’s treatments of Turkey, Turkey in Aspic, 

^ Europe, and Turkey in Asia— yes— but what about 
-was unfortnitly, Tmkey in Aspic ” ? It doesn’t look well ; much better in French. 

T "y® fi^ood, though, for breakfast or supper, 

toett luvlj ^eis, and that was n^eraUy more to my iSftg "Kad San Hott. His Biography inte- 

^XFoML^rfYpmte rested me muchly, and I had always heard^^epw^^ much of ^ 

oat and xq^ta natoto he thus pubWinsTI: Th^ wls 

werry oonsiderabel diffrens^of opinion about their warious choice (\ 

wmes, but dl agreed in Praising them werry bily, but ewen “ bvtef Parson & 

the trew Iibberakty vuth which they was served, and not ponred qI 

out so close as to make the pore waiter’s dooty a thirst v and Pf^ 9 h Munis Tales, I 

tanterlising one indeed. ^ juticipated great pleasure 

We drank the Nobel Army of Hotel Beepers, most serttenlv not ■. I perusal. Alas I 

forgettm the gentlemanly Manager of the triSy “ Grand ” as ewerv- W \ i ^ I pleasure was only m 

hofy knows la is anyhSdy, aS drank t^i^irgmrsuoLsrX \l ' » 

werry ewidentreesons. w ineir greai suooess, lor _ , .. . .» & a? the song says, “ A little 

lyire rejumed thanks for the Ladies, and, with all the e. “wi a little bit 

reoUess ordassity of a young feller of forty, was rash enuff to s^, Goblme. -Thlo I" M. t j®’ 


Goblins, 


remember ever having heard 
, the titles of his works meu- 
s tioned, that, when a neat- 

I looking volume was sent me 
by Messrs. Paterson & Co. 
of Leigh Munfs Tales, I 
anticipated great pleasure 
from their perusal. Alas I 
\ the^ pleasure was only in 
anticipation. I have tried, 

. as the song says, “A little 
' bit here, and a little bit 
there — Here a bit, 
There a hit, And every- 


lorgave nim, more specially as he stands sit -fW nria irTv;* dYY x “ j V ” inea, ana laiiea, xnan 

® Ms lboo$. However he made-up for toh^l 0^^ &?* ^ try again, -at least, not 

his capital voice, his new Song of “ OH ' Babost db Book-'W'obms. 

being a raythei oomplementary Pat^y, as he 1 

Cellerer," wMoh wm reoee-^ with I 


xeewraiing ana au suen cold rubbish va.vx.fi>, vjjioaiunr jpujiv, 

sm^JL'Z?ln|of®‘^°L^M'M“ heavening hv Awade Geh^*, OldlSfs’trS. "’Th^r^e VbrsddS? 

™fmloS^slwerSnuMhiKonfc&l®®^/”''?PI the beneit of the family of E. A. Lbdwabd, the clever yS 

his Lordshit) hisself onr towv contented a lot as sculptor, who ^ed only a few weeks ago. Lots more to say, but 

foUerinff sediment to the you won’t stand it, and will probably say, “ Par! si bete ! ” Bo no 

moreatpresent from yours pax-entiy, ^ 

feraus as we have ^joyed to-night, and may they all wve a kmd 

w^ts^tMs bitter fue poor and needy wlm so badly Leoae and Ecclesiastical DiiFuxri-iON.— A Sheriff’s Ofideer: a 

xcoBERT. Wnt-uahst. 
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A FORECAST FOR 1891. 

{Being some ExbrcKts from the Gloomy OvUooTcet^a Diary.) 

A ; \ ) 



Old Sol, “ Happy Hew Year, Mr, Punch. ! ” 

Mr. jP. “ Hope we shall see something more of you in future 1 ” 

Jhwwary^— ContiDLuation of “ good old-fashioned winter.” London 
“ snowed np.” Locomotion hy Hansom drawn by four drayhorses, 
the fare from Charing Cross to Bayswater being £2 15s. Milk, 10». 
the half-pint, meat nnproctirahle. Eiot of Lukes at the Carlton to 
secure the last mutton chop on the premises, suppressed by calling out 
the Guards. People in Belgravia burn their banisters for want of 
coals. The Three per Cents go down to 35. 

February . — Railway incursion into the centre of the Metropolis 
makes progress. SirEnwABD Watkin gets his line through Lords, 
crosses Regent’s Park, comes down Bond Street, and secures a large 
centre terminus in the Green Park, with a frontage of a quarter of a 
mile in Piccadilly. , . , . , , 

JfcfarcA.— Football atrocities on the increase. A match is played 
at the Oval between the Jaw Splitting Rovers and the Spine Cracking 
Wanderers, in which nine are left dead on the field, and fifteen are 
carried on stretchers to the nearest hospital. 

April.— Imr&dj&Q of danger from electricity. A couple of large 
metropolitan hotels catching fire from over-heated wires, nineteen 
waiters, twenty-three policemen, and fifty-five members of the fire 
brigade getting entangled in them in their efforts to extinguish the 
fiames, are killed on the spot, much to the satisfaction of the 
holders of gas shares. , , ^ , . 

j^^y^^Xhe “Capital and Labour” Question reaches an acute 
stage. The ‘ ‘ TJnemployed Other Peoole’s Property Rights League ” 
being patted on the back by philanthropists, formidate their pro- 
gramme, and seize the Stock Exchange and the Mansion House. 

Jane.— The “ Capital and Labour” Question reaching a still acuter 
stage, 20,000 unemployed East End Lodgers break into the Bank of 
England, and give a banquet to the Lobj) Matok and Corporation to 
celebrate the event, at which Mr. Sheriff Auqxjsxxts inreturn- 

ing thanks for the “ Arts and Sciences,” says he thinks “ the takings ” 
of their hosts must have been “ enormous.” 

JwZy.— Results of Gen, Booth’s “Darkest England” scheme. 
Triumphant return of the Submerged Tenth, who haying enjoyed 
themselves immensely, have come back to the Slums with a view to 
having another innings at “ the way out.” , ^ _ „ _ . , . , 

August.— lihB Authorities at the Haval Exhibition wishing to 



into the Cil^ which brings down the dome ^ ^ 

itself, lays Chelsea in ruins, and causes the appearance of a letter m 
the Times from Lord GEOsaB TTATwnr.TOH, saying that the matter will 
be “ the subject of a searching inquiry ” by his Department. 

September. — A. few Dukes in the Highlands, using se^ral 
Hotchkiss guns with their guests asked down to the shooting, 
exceed the known figures of any previous hattm to such an extent 
that birds sell in Bond Steeet at 3». a brace, with the result that the 
whole of Scotland islsaid to be omnpletely cleared of game for the 
nei^ seven years. 


October .— great strike of everybody eommences. Hothing to 
be got anywhere. Several Hoblemen and Members of Parliament 
meet the “food” crisis by organising an Upper-class Co-operative 
Society, and bring up their own cattle to London. Being, however, 
unable to kiU them professionally without tiie aid of a butcher, 
they blow them up with gunpowder, and divide them with a steam- 
scythe, for whicn proceedings they are somewhat maliciously 
prosecuted by the Society for me Prevention of Cruelty to Anirnals. 

November . — The Strike continuing, and times being very bad, 
several Peers teke advantage of the 6th of ihe month, and make a 
tour of their immediate neighbourhoods in their own arm-chairs, 
thereby realising a very handsome sum in halfpence from a not 
unsympathetic public. 

December.— First signs of a probable second edition of a “ good 
old-fashioned Christmas ” recognised. General panic in consequence. 
Attempt to lynch the Clerk of the Weather at Greenwich, only 
frustrated by the appearance of a strong force of Police. 1891 
terminates iu gloomy despair. 


EDWm AND ANGELINA. 

{One More Version.) 

Dear Mb. Punch, —1 beg of you to hear my tale of woe, 

My case is really one of mose I ’m sure you ’d like to know ; 

How Edwtn and myself, at last, have quarrelled and have parted. 
And I am left to shed a tear— alone, and broken-hearted* 

We were engaged for eighteen months— he 
often said that life 

Would not be worth the living, if I would ^ 
not be his wife. ^ 4 

My eyes, though brown, were “ blue ” to him, 
my hair a “ silken tangle,” 

He’d given me his photograph, and such a 
lovely bangle 1 

I had called upon his mother, and had often 
stayed to tea — , 

She said that Enwnr had, indeed, a lucky 
catch in me. 

I thought him quite a model youth— hard-working, loyal, st^dy, 

A thrill of pleasure filled me when he wrote, “ Tour own, own Eddt. 

Oh I a brighter and a gladder day is surely never known 
Than when Edwin calls his darling Anoblina his “ own own.’ 

It warmed me with the glow of love, it cheered me up when lonely, 
Yet 1 didn’t feel so happy, when it came to be, “ Yours only.” 

The extra syllable indeed did not increase the charm, 

I tried, however, to believe it didn’t mean much harm ; 

So confident was I that naught our love could hurt or sever. 

But it looked suspicious when next time he only put, “ Yours ever,” 

He only called me darling once ! how different from before I 
Oh, could it be he liked me less (or other maiden more) ? 

And was he tired of me— the girl he loved so fondly, dearly ? 

It coxild not be ! And then he wrote, “I am, Yours most sincerely. ’ 

Yes— was he going to fiing me off as though a worn-out glove ? 

You can’t do with Sincerity if what you need is Love ! 

I could not think such ill of him, although it did look queerly, 

That in his next the ‘ ‘ most ” was gone, and he was mine ‘ ‘ sincerely.” 

Yet even then I loved him still, for in the human breast 



But it ivas ] 

The truth was clear— I quickly sent him back his lovely cartes^ 

His bangle, and his poetry of Cupid and his darts. ^ ^ 

I said to hiTn how grieved I was his love had thus miscamed— 

And then I found out everytiiing ; alas 1 the wretch was married 

So here am I, as beautiful as anyone I know. 

You couldn’t get a better wife, no matter where you go. 

And if you know, dear Mr. Funch, a husband, say you ’ve seen a 
Nice girl, who ’d make him happy and whose name is 

j9LJSrG!EIXErA* 

Why the Dtjbs wbee 'ijtufix Done Away wixji?— Under the 
beneficent influence of the early coal dews— subseq^ntiy spelt 
^xies— which have existed from the earhest times, City^d Metr^ 
politan Improvements have sprung up into existonce. How, 
to ignorant, but well-meaning a>pty Counci31ors, the 
being Abolished, up goes the pnoe of 
is no surplus for improvement of any sort.,, ^ 
coal dues were considered “hard t^es, then smg we, m ^oias, 
“ Hard times, come again onoe more I 




BW^iMivi 
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PRIQ-STICKING. 

LUtle Frigson, ‘*0h! as for Griosoit, he’s DisTmcxiiT the most objeotiohable Little Prio in all England; bdt his 
Sktah ’s qnns the Nicest Girl I eyeb met.” 

Awvt Eliza, “Dear me 1 What sweeping Assertions! Yoh uimf have had the Decbnof just to make the traditional 
E xcsprioN in favour of fresejst Company 1** 

Cousin Maud, “ Yes ; in sotm Oases, you know I ” 


"A HAPPY NEW TEAEI” 

Mr, Funchf loquitur : — 

A Fappx Now Year ? I should think so, mj boy, 

Tossed thus in the arms of your Punchy right cheerily, 

^Midst all that a youngster should love and enjoy, 

At least, you ^re beginning most merrily* 

IJnder the Mistletoe Bough 
You make a good start, anyhow. 

With a kiss from the lips that can never betray, 

Tlier<j ^s many a girl would be greeted that way I 

You ’re wel^me, my lad I It is FumVs old style 
To hail with stout heart all such annnal new*-comers : 

In winters of chill discontent he U1 still smile, 

Sis warmth seems to turn ’em to Summers ! 

Dnder the Mistletoe Bough 

All doldrums are bosh and bow-wow. 

He doesn’t mix rue in his big New Year Bowl, 

Whose aim is to cheer up the national soul. 

Sursum corda I That motto ’s the best of the bunch ; 

Make it yours, young New Year, and ’twill keep up your pecker. 
Giving way to the BlueSj you may take it from Funch^ 

Never h^ed one in heart or excheQ.uer. 

Under the MistletM Bough 
You cannot do better, I vow, 

Than make that same maxim your boyhood’s first rule, 

As your very first tip in your very first school. 

Don’Hook like a pedagogue, do I, my lad ? 

T 1 not an Orbilius Plagosus, 

Like nm who made mvenile rLACous so sad. 

How well the Yenusian knows us I 


Under the Mistletoe Bough 
He never kissed maid, but somehow 
Our Dickensish Season he seemed to divine 
With his fondness for friendship, and laughter, and wine. 

No. boy, I don’t greatly believe in the birch, 

(Though sometimes my hdton must play— on’rogues’ shoulders.) 
Love ’s rather too apt to be left in the lurch 
By Orbilian smiters and scolders. 

Under the Mistletoe Bough 
A kiss is best treatment, I trow. 

A salute from the lips of your Funch you ’ll not'spurn, ' 

And the young guests around you shall each take a turn. 

The outlook, my lad, seems a little bit drear, 

There are clouds and storm-shadows about the horizon, 

But — ^well, you ’re a chubby and rosy Young Year^ 

As ever your Punchy set eyes on. 

Under the Mistletoe Bough 
You look mighty kissable— now. 

So here ^oes another, for luck like, my dear. 

As we wish everybody A Happy New Year I 

Old Morality’s Christmas Card and New Year Wishes. 

This comm uni cation is designed to convey the expression of the 
wish toat on the 25th of December and proximate days you, and those 
not distantl y y nnected with you by f^ily ties, may have enjoyed 
a season of Wholesome Hilarity, and that the new period of twelve 
months, upon which we are about to entor, may be Suffused with 
HaTOiness. {Signed) W.H. S. 

Senky^on^ThameSi Sew YearU Sve, 1890. 

The Perfect Union of Church and State is exemplified in the 
title and name of Bishop King. 
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OUR ADVERTISERS. 

Seasonable. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER is a new irritating 
and explosive Stimtilant. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER is the Universal 
Restorer. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER sends the sleep- 
ing baby instantly Eying ont of the 
cradle. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER makes the in- 
valid Grandfather snddenly monnt to 
th^fifth storey by leaps and ^nnds. 

P ICK-kffi-UP PEPPER induces imme- 
diate induenza. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER turns head-ache 
into delirium. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER literally blows 
up the brain tissues. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER sets a whole 
household on the sneeze. 


'‘DEFENCE, NOT DEFIANCE.’’ I 

“In these days of conflicts between Oonnsel, I ; 
propose to make a few additions to my usual i 
forensic costume.” — Extract from a Letter of 
Mr» Welnown Kewsee^ Q-O.., to a young Eriend. 

AT THE END OF THE TEAE. 

To A Feiend. 
l)o you remember how we sat, 

! We two, in this same room together 
Last year, and talked of this and that, 
j And warmed our toes and cursed the 
weather ? 

And dreamed of fame, and puffed a cloud 
(We both smoked briars, I remember), 

And sipped our whiskey hot, and vowed 
To do or die ere next December ? 

We spoke without respect of Ben, 

Ben who was ploughed, or very nearly ; 
Now Ben bamboozles jurymen, 

And makes his thousand guineas yearly. 

We both despised the wretched Joe, 

My fag at school, your butt at College. 

Dull, elephantine, pompous, slow, 

Choked with absurdly useful knowledge. 

Yet Joe assists to give us laws. 

Speaks in the House, and shows Ms fat form, 
’Midst empty thunders of applause. 

Erect on many a Tory platform. 

And poor, inconsequential Jack, 

His mind a maze, like Mr. Toots’s, 

Has married money, keeps a hack. 

And has a big account at Cotttts’b. 

Tok owns a house in Belgrave Square, 

And Dick is noted for his dinners — 

Life is a race, but was it fair, [winners ? 
We asked, that the$e should be the 

We, too, would win ; and Heaven knows 
"V^at vows we uttered fiery-hearted, 

While ’89 drew to its close. 

And ’90 found us — so we parted. 

* * m 

And here, good lack, while ’90 wanes, 

Our eandles flaring in their sockets. 

We sit once more and count our gains — 
Wrinkles, grey hairs, and empty pockets. 

' Yet, Heaven be thanked that made us friends ) 
Men prate of wealth in empty words, I 
Sit here content as ’90 ends, 

And sip my grog, and smoke my bird’s-eye. 


SHADOWS FROM MISTLETOE AND HOLLY. 

Dear Me. Punch,— I venture to address 
you on a subject that I feel sure will enlist 
your kind attention and sympathy. How am 
I to get through Yule Tide ? Ought I to give 
up the dispatch of “ cards,” or ought I to send 
them to all my relatives, friends, and acquaint- 
ances? If I drop the custom, people who 
like me will tbi-nlr I am cutting them, and 
persons with whom I am less popular wOl 


P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER establishes fever 
in the Infant School. 

^ "pICK-ME-UP PEPPER paralyses the 

JL Hippopotamns. 



P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER drives a Chief 
Jnstice off ihe Bench. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER irritates the Soli- 
citor. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER maddens the 
dentist. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER seta the Arch- 
bishop dancing a break-down. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER hurries the Philo- 
sopher into a Lunatic Asylum. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER staggers the ris- 
ing Politician. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER causes the resig- 
nation of the Prime Minister. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER makes a tour- 
wheeler cab-horse win the Derby.' 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER is the sheet- 
anchor for Practical Jokers. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER may be safely 
relied on by Master Tommy. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER, put in the 
baby’s bottle, will divert tbe Nursery. 

P IOK-M.E-DP PEPPER, introduced into 
the Soup at a dinner-party, will lead 
to a serious riot in the dining-room. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER, administered in 
a sandwich, will choke an Uncle. 

P KjK-ME-UP pepper is the general 
disorganiser of every Household. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER.~A Pmch will 
thoroughly banish sleep for a whole 
fortnight. 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER. — “An Octo- 
genartan Consumer ” writes “ I was 
in a comatose condition for twenty years, 
when I came across your Pepper. I had 
scarcely tried it ere I bounded u^ from my 
arm-ohair,'and have danced a continual fan- 
dango ever since. I carry it loose in all my 
pockets, and scatter it on all my friends 
whenever I meet them. TMs has got me 
kicked ont of all their houses in turn ; but I 
do not in the least mind. I’m as merry and 
as mad as a March hare— and your Pepper 
has done it,” 

P ICK-ME-UP PEPPER.— The Proprie- 
tors beg to inform their Friends and 
Patrons that tiiey can supply this highly 
combustible and explosive compound m 
felt safety oases, carefully packed at their 
bomb-proof establishmentin BarkingMarshes, 
at the usiml retail prices, viz., 1«. 

9d,t 11a., 21a., and ^a. &d^ Ae., 4^ 


Tossing up for Turkey at Chiistmas Time, 

imagine that economy, not to say meanness, 
is the cause of my ceasing to trouble the Post 
Office. Suppose that I “ hang the expense,” 
and do send the cards. Well, I am in this 
position ; it is a matter of the greatest diffi- 
I culty to get a suitable greeting to all those 
who receive my annual benediction. If I 
have “ Wishing yon and yours every happi- 
ness,” with my appended name and address 
lithographed, the greeting seems cold, and 
even inappropriate, if addressed to, say,^ a 
favourite Maiden Aunt ; and unduly farviiliaT 
if forwarded to the acquaintance I saw for 
the first time in my life the day before 
yesterday. Then if 1 trust to the ordinary 
Chi^tmas Cards of commerce, I am often at 
a loss to select an appropriate recipient for a 
nestful of owls, or the picture oi a Clown 
touching up au elderly gentleman of highly 
resectable appearance with a red-hot poker I 
If I get a representation of flowers, the chances 
are ten to one that the accompanying lines 
are of a compromising character. It is 
obviously cruel to send to a recently-widowed 
Uncle some verses about “ Darby and Joanf^ 
and my Mother-in-law is not likely to feel 
complimented if I forward to her a poetically 
expressed suggestion that there is no plea- 
santer place than her own home— away, of 
course, Irom her Son-in-law I And yet these 
are the problems that meet the wonld-he Ynle ' 
Tide card distributer at every turn! I remain, 
my dear Mr, Eunch^ yours sincerely, 

One who Wishes to avoid a Row. 

P.S.— If this arrives late, thank the cards 
that have overtaxed the postal arrangements, 

Tlie United Service Diary for 1891. 

January to 
March , — Soldiers 
on leave. Sailors 

' reading the 

Sold^s at play. 
w Tv Sailors in harbour. 
Civil Servants 

B paper. 

M Ji^y to Septem^ 

fi — Soldiers at 

gea (autumn man- 
^ oeuvres). Sailors 

Extremes Meet. at play (ditto). 


Civil Servants away (ditto), 

October to Deitse^er.— Soldiers on leave.* 
Sailors at sea. Cflvil Servants reading tiie ^ 
moming pap^* j 
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m THE LATEST STYLE. 

{By Our Intr^id IiUerviewer,') 
rEELmG that your readers would be inte- 
rested in learning Mr. Chose’s own view of 
the nniileasant affair, 1 called upon the 
distinguished Arctic Explorer just as he was 
sitting down to breakfast, 

“Fow, Mr. Chose, is it really true,” I 
asked, “ that you stole the umbrellas ? ” 

The face of the warrior flushed angrily, 
for a moment, and then regaining his com- 
posure, he replied that he could not see the 
point of possessing himself of articles that 
would be absolutely yalueless in those 
extremely northern latitudes. 

“That is not the question,” I persisted. 
“ I am sure you will forgive me, when you 
remember that I speak in the name of the 
Public ; but what I want, and what they want 
to know is. Bid you steal the umbrellas ? 
Now, Mi. Chose, you can surely answer Yes 
or No.” 

“ I don’t see what either you or they have 
to do with it,” replied the Arctic Explorer, 
cutting off the top of a bmledegg, “ but as a 
matter of fact, I had nothing whatever to do 
with any of the luggage of the expedition. 
So, if it is said, that 1 walked about with a 
shower-protector that was not my own, you 
can value the story for what it is worth. 
Why, on the very face of it, the report is 
ridiculous I” 

“Exactly,” I agreed, “but, then, the 
world is uncharitable. However, Mr. Chose, 
perhaps you can tell me if it is true that your 
friend and colleague, Mr. Blahh, converted 
an aged Esquimaux into what he termed 
Iced G-reenlander ? ” 

“I have heard the 
story, certainly ; but 
cannot say whether it 
is true or not. When 
the incident is alleged 
to have happened, I was 
in another part of the 
country, having been 
sent there to change 
novels at the local cir- 
culating library.” 

“But would you say 
it was probable P ” 

“Distinctly not. 

Blakk was a noble- 
hearted, chivalrous, 
merry, gladsome, gal- 
lant young fellow. He 
was uie soul of honour. 

Why,” he added, with 
deep emotion, “1 have 
left as much aslfour- 
penoe in coppersjon a 
mantel-piece alone 
with him, and on my 
return have found 
every halfpenny of the 
money untouched ! ” 

“Then do you not 
think he pushed the old 
man into the sausage- 
machine ? ” 

“If he did, it must 
have been either acci- 
dentally, or to win a 
wager, or perhaps as 


PIGTOHIAI NOTE TO HAMLET. 



Hamlet as he mally Ought to be, P^-i^ty, and, denounce 

AcconniNG TO Skaxstbabb. of his opponents : si 

“0 that tbi. too too .oUdieah ^odd melt!” 

Shakespeare was the originator of the The time may como 


pockets? And when it is said that you 
were turned out of a Cluh for cheating at 
cards ” 

But at this point I was assisted to take I 
my leave with so much abruptness, that I 
was forced to leave my last question but par- 
tially formulated. On finding myself once 
more in the street, I noticed that I was 
reclining in the gutter, bare-headed, A 
little later, however, my hat was thrown 
after me. 


POLITICS UP TO DATE. 

{Sjpecimen Leader from an Irish Baper in a 
Chronic State of Bevolution,) 

Wemsesdat, 9 A.M. — W e appear 1 his morn- 
ing awaiting the future with confidence and 
hope. So far, we have been able to conduct 
this journal on patriotic lines. We have 
denounced the Leader of the Party as the 
enemy of his country, and have applauded 
his opponents as the saviours of society. 
But we cannot conceal from ourselves that 
the time may arrive when this policy may 
be reversed. The hour may come 

10 A.M. — ^It has ! We have much pleasure 
in informing our readers that, after a vigorous 
fight (honourable to all who took part in it), 
we have conquered. This paper is in our 
hands, and henceforward we shall support, 
to the best of our ability, the Leader of the 
Party, and, denounce the infamous pietensions 
of his opponents : still, it would be unwise to 
ignore the possibilities of the future. We 
may he overpowered by a tyrannical majority. 


{Bathetic expreseion “ Too, too.’ 



Queen, “ He ’s fat, and scant of breath, 

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows.” 


11 A,M. — ^It has I Hurroo! It was hard 
fighting to get hack; 
but here we are again, 
ready to denounce the 
leader, and snpporc bis 
opponents. For the 
moment we are vic- 
torious, but who shall 
prophesy what may be 
looming in the distant 
ages P The hour may 
come 

12 Nooh.— It has! 
And now that we have 
again taken possession, 
we must say we have 
never had so elegant a 
quarreL The shille- 
laghs were fliiiging 
about all over the 
place, cracking crowns 
in aU directions, and 
the scrimmages ' were 
just magnifilcentl It 
was au' elegant row 
entirely! But now to 
work. Our * noble 
. leader deserves his 
triumph, and his oppo- 
nents are 'nownere. 
Still in the mordent of 
victory, it would be 
foolish to overlook the 
, chances of to-m^^ow. 

The hour may come ' 
1 pm.— I t hasF' Be 
jabers, what a con- 
slaughtered them I Oh, it was a fine sight 
>ots flew about ! Easy now, let us to busi- 
ake our remarks the better, as no one can 




The Arctic Explorer piuled angrily at his moustache, and said 
something about the reports to which 1 referred being exaggerated. 

“ And may I take it that you have never been in gaol for picking 


TOO, boys t This is not the time for oom^sitioh ! Tiead o^he tail ; 
ly— we mean— our coat 1 1, Cpnie i 

[Puhltcation suspended until" sorAeone can he found— nM ^ 

unse engaged— to write and print it, while someone else star^ I 
a rival and ‘ ‘ suppressed ” edition. 
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1 meeting or a del)ate in tlie 
to go with, howls not to say 


THE AMTJSINa HATTIE’S HOTE-BOOH EOH 1891. 

January, dining out on the 1st, remember that the Q,xteen 
was created Empress of Hindostan on that date in 1877, although 
the Opposition med to hinder her from assuming the title. Work 
this out. Lent Term commences at Oxford and Cambridge. Can’t 
be given away if only lent. This entertaining quibble (suitable to 
five o’clock teas in Bayswater) can be applied to other topics. Note 
the colours of the Universities, and bring in somehow a fit of the 
blues.” On the 13th Put died, on the 14th Eox was bom, Eirst 
date suggestive of Pitt, the second of pity, Q-ood joke for the 
Midland, Pat it down to Sheetbait, 

February, — On the 3rd Lord Sausbuet bom on St. Blaise’s 
festival. Consequently might be expected to set the Thames on fire. 

This said with a sneer, should go splendidly at a second-rate Radical 
lundieon-par^. On the 14th, if you receive an uncomplimentary 
missive, say it is less suggestive of Valentine than Orson, This 
capital jest should make you a welcome guest in places where they 
laugh until the end of the month. 

March, — ^Not much doing. On the 8th Battle of Abookir, 1801. 

If you take care to pronounce the victory A-hook-er^ you may pos- 
sibly get a jest out of it in connection with a welshing transaouon on 
the turf, when you can call it “ the defeat of A-6oojfe-er.” Q-ood at 
a hunting-breakfast where the host is a nonagenarian, who can 
observe ‘‘ 1801 ?— the year of my birth ! ” 

April, — Remember JBismabcjc was born on the 1st, so it can’t be 
All Fools’ Bay.” Work this up to amuse a spinster aunt who 
reads the Times, 

May,’— You may say of the 1st, if it is cold, that it is a “naughty 
date.’’ If you are asked for a reason for this assertion, apologise and 
e^^lainthat you meant a “ Connauyhiy date, for it is Prince Aetbctje’s 
B irthday.” The claims of loyalty should secure for this quaint 
conceit a right hearty welcome. In 1812, on the 22ad, Geisi the 
celebrated songstress was bom. At a distance of four hundred miles 
from London, in extremely unsophisticated society, you may perhaps 
venture something about the notes of this far-famed artist being 
like “lubricated lightning” for evident reasons, but you must not 
expect any one to laugh. 

June, — The name of this month may assist you to a joke here and 
there in regard to a well-known ecclesiastical, lawyer and Queen’s 
Counsel. This will be the more valuable, as the “ remarkable days ” 
are few and far between, according to Whitakbe. 

July, — ^Note that on the 3rd the Bog Bays commence, and that it 
is also the anniversary of the Battle of Sadowa. If you pronounce 
the victory “ sad-hour ” you should get a jest calculated to cause 
merriment amongst persons who have sj^nt the best years of their 
lives on desert islands, or as Chancery Division Chief Clerks. On 
the 24th the Window Tax was abolished, of which yon may say that 
although a^riceless boon it was only a light relief. If you can only 
introduce this really clever hon mot into a speech at a wedding break- 1 

WOHCE.— Eejected ^nm^cations or ^ntributioiui, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any will 

Sew be®no7»^(^ • Stamped and Addressed Sut^U*, Cever, w Wrapper. Xo*^ ml# 


fast, a railwai 

Honse of Lords, it is sure to go witn nowis not to say 
shrieks. PEirar died on the 30th, and in founding 
Pennsylvania was mightier than the sword. ^ This an- 
nouncement is the nearest approach to levity that in 
common decency can he tolerated in a mourning coach. 

August, — On the 1st, in 1834, no less than 770,280 
Britisn slaves were freed. You might ask satirically, 
how mauy slaves (be they husbands or he they wives) 
now exist? You might ofier this to a^ clergyman to 
he used in a sermon. On the 26th, Anniversary of the 
Battle of Cressy. Opportunity for saying (at the break 
ing-np of an infant school) that on account of the 
extremely warm reception to which the French were 
welcomed on that occasion, the victory might be appro- 
priately called, “the Battle of Mustard-and-Cressy.” 
This will he found pleasing by a Colonial Briton home 
on furlough, and an Honorary Royal Academician living 
in retirement. 

September, — On the 1st, Shooting at Partridges com- 
mences. Opportunity for aiming old jokes about firing 
off guns without loading, killing dead birds, &o., &o. 
On the 3rd, the present Lord Chancellor horn in 1825— the 
name of Q-tetaeb entombed in Hals-6wry. A little 
obscure this, hut, if carefully worked out, will amply 
repay time and attention. On the 9th Thojias Watts 
(wno may he amusingly called “ Watts-his-name”), died 
in 1869. Not much in this, but may possibly fill up au 
awkward pause during the reading of a will, or the 
arrival of fresh hot water at a newly-married lady’s 
initial hospitality at five o’clock tea. 

October, — ^FiBLDiNra, the novelist, howled out on the 
8th in 1754. Battle of Agincourt on the 25th— an awful 
example to habitual toinkards. Pheasant-shooting 
commences. Right time to tell that story about the 
, Cockney who, dropping his “h’s,” shot instead! 

This well-worn jest will be r still found attractive by Australians 
who have spent the better part of their lives in the Bush. 

Nonemher, — Good 
joke stiU to be made 
in the quieter sub- 
urbs about having 
special appoint- 
ments for the 5th, 
when one has to take 
chair at a meet- 
ing which perambu- 
lates the streets. 

Lord Mayor’s Bay 
on the 9 th— oppor- 
tunity for letting 
off “ the Mayor the 
merrier,” “£10,000 
a Mayor’s Nest - 
egg,” &c., &c. Jests 
about the fog not 
now popular — the 
infliction is too 
serious for jocu- 
larity I 

December, — ^Holi- 
day time for every- 
one, inclusive of 
that most melan- 
choly of persons ‘ ‘ the 
funny man.” Bob 
L ows (horn in 1811) 
reaches the age of 
eighty, and the ^ 

Grand Old Man much taxen cum (Cornby) Grain 0 ! 

(born in 1809) eighty-two I With this ingenious quibble the Amusing 
Rattle can wish himself a Merry Christmas, and the remainder of the 
world a Happy New Year 

Appeopeiatb. — S ir, — Was there ever a more appropriate Christ- 
mas legal case than appeared in the Times Law Report, Becember 
20th, and which was entitled “ The Mayor, ^e, of Sootle-cum- 
Linacre\, The Justices of Lancashire What delightful names 
for a comic chorus to a Bah Ballad in a Pantomime. 

Solo, Oh, did ye ne’er hear of His Worship the Mayor 
Chorus, Of Bootle-cum-Linaore diddle-cum-dee ; 

^ Solo, Who went for the Justices of Laukyshare, 

Chorus, Singing Bootle-oum-Linaore diddle-cum-dee. 

Too late for the Burlesques and the Pantomimes, but it mayj[still be 
serviceable at Music Halls and “places where they sing.” 



ALWAYS ENTBHTAINING ; 
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PUNCH’S PRIZE NOVELS. 

No. X.^THE EONDMAN. 

{By CaUjED Abel, Author of “ The Tearfisterf) 

[The eminent Author -writes to us as follows : — “ How ’s this for a Saga ? 
Do you know what a Saga is ? Nor do I, hut this is one in spite of what 
anybody may say. History be blowed ! Who cares about history ? Mis up 
your dates and your incidents, and fill up -with any amount of siomle human 
passions. Then you’ll get a Saga ? Alter that you can write a Proem and 
an Epilogue. They must haye absolutely nothing to do -with the story, but 
you can put in some Northern legends, and a tale about Mahomet (by the 
way, I’ve -written a play about him) which are bound to tell, though, of 
course, you were not bound to teU them. Ha, ha I who talked about thunder- 
storins, and passions, and powers and emotions, and sulphur-mines, and 
heartless G-ovemors, and widced brothers ? Bead on, my bonny boy. Voua 
wCm direz dee mmelles, but don’t call this a noyel. It’s a right-down 
regiilar Saga.” — 0. A.] 

THE BOOK OF STIPFTJN OHROHS. 

Chapter I. 

iSnEPt/N Oeboes was a gigantic fair-haired man, whose mnsoles 
were like the great gnarled round heads of a beech-tree. When a 
mtm possesses that particular shape of muscle he is sure to be a 
hard nut to crack. And so 
poor Patbicksee found him, 
merely getting his own -wretched 
back broken for his trouble. 

Q-ORGOisr G-oegoesbh was Go- 
vernor of Iceland, and lived at 
Rey^avik, the capital, which 
was not oiily little and hungry, 
but was also a creeping settle- 
ment with a face turned to 
America. It was a poor lame 
place, with its wooden feet in 
&e sea. Altogether a strange 
capital. In the month of Althing 
Goegoe took his daughter to 
Thingummy-yellir, where there 
were wrestling matches. It 
came -to the turn of Patbicksee 
andSTiEFxnr. STiPBTi]sr took him 
with one arm ; then, curling one 
leg round his head and winding 
the other round his waist, he _ - - 
planted his head in his chest, ^ 

and crushing his ribs with one'^^^yisfli^ 
hand he gave a mighty heave, 
and clasping the ground, as ' ' 

with the hoofs of an ox, he 
flung him some two hundred 
yards away, and went and 
married Rachel the Governor’s 
daughter. That night he broke 
Patbicksbn’s back, as if he had 
been a stick of sugar-candy. 5 
After this he took his wife home, 2: 
and often beat her, or set his 
mother on her. But one day 
she happened to mention Pat- . , , 

BiCKSBN, so he fled, cowed, humiliated, cap in hand, to ManTland, 
but left to her her child, her liberator, ner Fasoh, so that she 
might span her little world of shame and pain on the bridge of 
PCope’s o w n rainboWt AtrfiTxr ami no one m all 


jcLuue » own xiuiLuow. She did this every day, and no one in all 
Iceland, rugged, hungry, cold Iceland, knew how she did it. It 
was a pretty trick. 

Chaptbb II. 

This is the Isle of Man, the island of Matt MTCCHkTsiicsT, and 
Naet Cbowb, but plenty of vultures, the island of Deemsters, and 
Keys, and Kirk Maughold, and Port y Tullin. Here at the Lague 
lived A-qa-m- Fatsistbb, the Deputy Governor, who had been selected 
for that post because he owned flve hundred hungry acres, six 
hungrier sons, a face like an angel’s in homespun, a flaccid figure, 
and a shrewd-faced wife, named Ruth. Hither came Sxur^uN, to 
beg shelter. The footman opened the door to him, but would have 
closed it had not Adam, with a lusty old oath, bidden him to let the 
man in. Hereupon Stifpuh’s face softened, and the footm^ s 
dropped; but Oebobs, with an Icelander’s inborn ootu^sy, picked it 
up, dusted it, and returned it to its owner. Shoruy afterwards, 
SxufEujN became a bigamist and a wrecker, and had ano^er son, 
«whom, 'in honour of the Manxland Parliament, he etastened 
'HicmrA-RT. MooiirKETS, and left biin to be cared for by old Adam, 
whose daughter’s name was Gbeeba. as I have said, was 

a wrecker, a wrecker on strictly Homeric principles, but a -wrecker, 
jnevertheless. When storm-winds blew, he was a pitcher and tosser 


on the ocean, but, like other pitchers, he went to -the bad once -too 
often, and got broken on the rocks. Then came Katto Wai®, and 
Ohalsb, and Mtlchbeest, and they sang hymns to 

Tc’ve not lived a right life,” said one. ‘^Now, by me sowl, 
y® ’ve got to ^e,” sang another. “ All flesh is as grass,” roar^ a 
third. Suddenly Fasoh stood heside his bedside. “This,” he 
thought, “is my father. I must kill him/ ’ But he restrained 
himself by a superhuman effort— and that was the end of Obbobs. 

THE BOOK OF MICHAEL MOONKETS. 

Chaptbb III. 

Mictha-rt. and Fasoh were hoth the sons of Obbobs. They were 
both Homeric, and both fell in love with Gbbeba, who flirted out- 
rageously with hoth. These coincidences are absolutely essential in 
a tale of simple human passions. But, to he short, Gbbbba married 
Michael, who had become First President of the second loelanddo 
Republic. Thus iGbbeba and MjcrrA-Rnr. were at Reykjavik. Fasoh 
followed, spurred by a blmd feeling of revenge. About this time 
Mrs. Fatsistbb took a diRlike to her husband. 

“ Ciinkum, orankuml ” she said, “you’d have me toil and moil 
while yon pat your nose at the fire.” 

“ Ruth,” said Adam. 

“Hoity toityl” cried she. “The house is mine. Away with 

yon I” So ^r old Adam also 
set out for Reykjavik, and the 
boatmen cried after him, “ Dy 
hanne Jee 00 ! ” and he imme- 
diately jeeooed, as yon shaUhear. 
Last, Gbbbba’s six brothers 
packed np, and left for Reykja- 
•vik; and now that we have 
got all our characters safely 
there, or on the way, we can 
get on with the story. It may 
be mentioned, however, that 
Mrs. Adam found a fever in a 
neglected oattle-trongh. Being 
a grasping woman, she caught 
it^ and took it home— and it 
killed her. 

Chaptbb IV. 

Red Fasoe meant to kill 
Michael. That was plain. So 
he was tried by a Bishop and 
nine of his neighbours an hour 
or so after the attempt. And 
although the time was so short, 
all ihe witnesses had been col- 
lected, and all formalities eom- 
^ Dieted. And Fasoe was dumb, 
but great of heart, ^ and the 
Bishop condemned him to the 
sulphur-mines, for which he 
soon afterwards started with Ms 
long stride, and Ms sbom head, 
and Ms pallid face. Upon this 
-the six brothers of Gbbeba 
, „ arrived, spread calumnies, and 

The Characters Personally-Conducted by the Author to Beykjavik. were believed. Their names 

were Ashbb, Jacob, Johh, Thubstah, Steah, and Ross^nt they 
preferred addressing one another as Jobbebhowl, Wastbel, 
Gombbstahg, Blubbebjtrad, Numseull, and BLATmJtBSiaTB. It 
saved time, and made -things pleasant all round. ^Mich ael ^nairell^ 
-with Ms TOe, and there is no knowing what might have happened, 
if Gobgoh Goegoeseh, at the head of some Damsh soldiers, had 
not upset the Republic, and banished Micha-rt, to the sulphur- 
mines to join Ms brother. 

THE BOOK OF RED FASON. 

Chaptbb Y. 

PooB A-ham arrived too late, yet he has Ms use in the tale, fcSf 
Ms words to Gobgon Gobgohseh were hitter words, snob as toe 
cruel old Governor liked not. And he harried Mm, ^d womea 
him hut without avail, for in Reykjavik money was justice, and 
Adam had spent Ms. What availed it that a grey m shoMd come 
np out of the depoats of his memory? That was a totally un- 
marketable commodity in Reykjavik, as Ad^ 

And in the end intending to shoot Micha-bt. they shot Fa^h. 
yet it is perfectly oertain that the next ohapt^ of this Saga, had 
there been a next, would have found all the characters onoe more in 
the Isle of Man. For nothing is more ,surely established than this : 
that a good (or a had) Mander, wh^ he^dies (or lives), go^always 
to the Me of MaBj and eve^ aelf-wwe^ 
compliment hy going to loelande And thus are Sagas constru^em 
And this is^ the Sid." ^ ^ ^ 
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JSnter Latince with his dog, 

Zaunee, When a poor man’s out shall cost him some 
thirteen shillings and sixpence within the year, look yon, 
it goes hard ; one that I brought up as a puppy ; one oi 
a mongrel litter that I saved from downing, when three 
or four of his blind, breedless brothers and sisters went 
to it. Verily I will write to the Standard thereanent. 
Item— muzzle, two shillings; item-HJoUar, under new 
order, two shillings and sbmenoe; item— engraving 
collar, under new order, one sHilliTig and sixpence ; item 
—licence, seven shilllTigs and sixpence; total, tliuteen 
shillings and sixpence, as aforesaid. Truly a poor man 
feeleth an amount like this, and hath to deny himself 
some necessary to preserve his affectionate companion, 
io wit, his dog, I have taught him, even as one 
would say, precisely, “thus would I teach a dog.” 0 ’tis 
a foul thing when a dog cannot keep himself in all com- 
panies, but must grub for garbage in the gutter, and yap 
at constables’ kibes! I would have, as one should say, 
one that takes upon himseH to be a dog indeed, to be, as 
it were, a dog at aU things. And art thou so, Crah ? 
But verUy ’tis 1 who have taught thee, that have also 


“A Poor Man feels an Amount like this, and has to deny himself somis 
Nboessary to preserve his affeotionatb companion, the Dog.” 








— 
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PATENT INFLATED SAFETY SKATING COSTUME FOR ICE OR RINK. 


cries the fourth ; “ Give him euthanasia at the Dog’s Home! ” suggests 
a fifth, with more sensibility; “ Tax him, collar hm, badge him, make 
his owner pay roundly for mm I ” saith the Minister of AgriomturCt 
And they, between them, make me no more ado than whip me 
thirteen and six out of my pinched pocket to pay .thee out of danger. 
How many masters would do this for their servant ? Hay, I’ll be 
sworn I have paid the fines inflicted by austere Magistrates, when 
thou, Crdb^ hast surreptitiously sUjpped thy muzzle, otherwise 
thou hadst been executed; I have “ tipped” angry constables when 
thou hast stolen out not “under control,” otherwise thou hadst 
suffered for ’t : thou thinkest not of this now ! Hay, I remember 
the trick thou servedst me anigh the end of the year, when I had'so 
far successfully dodged the Dog Tax for that season : did I not bid 
thee etni mark me, and keep out of sight when the rate-collector 
called? When didst thou see me rush headlong upstairs and make 
madly for the collector’s calves ? Didst thou ever see me do such a 
fool’s trick? 

ATJDITOES m WOTTOEELAND. 

“ Ir you please,” said the Auditor of the Tottenham School Board 
accounts, “ would you explain to me what that curious thing is that 
you have got in your hand?” , , , 

“With pleasure,” replied the White Knight, who had recently 
been elected as a Member of the Board. “ It’s a Tellurium^ ^ 

“ I see that it cost the ratepayers four pounds to buy. What is 
the use of it?” 

“TJse?” said the White Knight, in mild surprise.^ *‘Oh, it’s a 
most useful thing. A child who can’t think of the right answer to 
a question about the stars, only has to put this thing on its head-- 
at Examination time, you know — and it at once remembers all about 
it. It ’s got Electricity or something inside it. And the shape is my 
own invention.” . 

“ That ’s why it 's oalled’a Tellurium, then,” remarked the Auditor, 
who could hardly help laughing, it all seemed so strange ; became, 
when they put it on, the cnildren tell you the answer you want ? 

“Yes ; and Wtotax Teel put an apple on his head, or on some- 


“It’s too ridiculous I” exclaimed the Auditor, bursting into a 
littie laugh. “I declare a Hektograph would be as useful for the 
as this thing I ” 

. “Would it?” asked the White Knight. “Does a Hektograph 
work well ? Then we ’ll get one or two— several.” 

“And I notice,” the Auditor went on, “that there is a thing 
called a Cyclostyle put down in the accounts. Please will you tell 
me what a Cyclostyle is, and what use it is for purposes of elementary 
education ? ” 

“ With pleasure,” replied the White Knight, who seemed quite 
cheerful again; “it’s an apparatus for catching cycles, if any 
should take to going round and round the room when the cluldren 
are at their lessons. It does it in style^ you see.” 

“But,” said the Auditor, “it’s not very likely that any cyclists 
would care to wheel their machines into a Board School, is it ? ” 

“Hot very likely^ I daresay,” the Knight answered, eagerly; 
“but, if any do come, I don’t mtend that we shall be^without a 
machine for catchhig them quicMy. And the plan is my own 
invention ! ” 

“ I should suppose it was,” the Auditor observed. “ I am sorry to 
be obliged to disallow the costs of aU these inventions, but the rate- 
payers must not be forced to pay for fads j and, as you take such 
an interest in them, I* am* sure you won’t mind .‘paying for them 
yourself. Good-day I ” 


(Bohn, jANUAnY, 1822. 


Died, Decbmbee 26, 1890 ) 


body else’s head, and I thought the name would remind the children 
of tnat fact.” 

“ Then tiie School must wm an increased Government Grant, with 
thiH thing to help '^em.” said the Auditor. 

“ WriL” said the Knight, more despondently, “they have har^y 
had time to try it yet. In fact,” he added, still more gloqnmy, 
“ their teachers won’t let them try it. But it ’s really m admirable 
idea, if it could be tried.” And tiie White Knight f aatened toe 
curious object on his own head, whence it immediately fell with a 
crato upon toe floor. 


HxLEisr, who fired toe topmost towers of Troy, 

Should spare a smile for toe Horth-German boy. 

Who, from a sketch of Hium aflame. 

Was fired with zeal which led so straight to fame. 

’Twas a far cry from that small grocers shop 
To Priam’s city ; but will distance stop 
Genius, which scorns to fear or play toe laggard ? 

The World’s Desire ” (as Hvt.ev’s called by HAooabi)) 
Might wen have crowned on Ilium’s windy^pe, 

This patient ioUower-up of “ The Heart’s Hope I 

Show op httr Old Masters at Bublihoton Housb.-- ® bis 
E^bition opened last Saturday. It was such a peasppy day mat 
toe Artiest of our Pine Arts’ Critics oouldnt get there. Old 
Masters, indeed ! it was a good Old Foggy that prevented him frcm 
being in his place (and he Joiows Ms' place too) on that occasion. 
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CHRISTMAS IN TWO PIECES. 



thoroughly enjoyed this Pantomiine, though he was not 
absolutely certain as to what might be the effect of 
ghosts and skeletons on his very little brother, aged five 
or six, if he were brought to see this show. For my 
part, had I at an early age seen these skeletons which 
pervade the piece, and of whom two become elongated 


ir3!TfriisWiw>uroiir*l 


ASTTOMDOi ! Pantomime 1 1 The only Dbtjbio- 
LAsnrs, and the only Pantomime in the Tame 
West. Therefore, it is almost a duty, let alone 
a pleasure, on the part of Parents and Guardians 
to take tibe young gentlemen from school, 
schools public and private, and the young 
ladies freed awhile from their Governesses, to 
} l see Beauty and the Beast at Drury Lane. “ Is 

) f — ■ ^ Pantomime this year ? ” “ That^^ as 

{ Hamlet once observed, though at thatparti- 

moment he was not tbinTnug of Panto- 
mimes, nor even of his own capital little 
drawing-room drama for distinguished 
amateurs, entitled TM Motmtrap^ “ that is 
ml ^ j the ^uestion.^’ And Afr. Bunches First Com- 
mit missioner of Theatres can conscientiously 

^ answer, “ Yes, a decidedly good Pantomime.” 

If pressed further by those who “ want to 
know” as to whether it’s the hast Pantomime he ever saw, the First Commis- 
sioner answers, No, it is not Beauty and the Best^^ and he is of opinion that 
he must travel, in a train of thought on the line of Memory, back to tiie Paynes 
and the Tokeses in the primest of their prime, if he would recall two or three 
of the very best, mind you, the very lesty Pantomimes ever seen in the Tame 
West. For real good rolHoking fun, the Pantomimes at the Surrey and the 

Grecian used to be worth tne trouble 
of a pilgrimage ; but it was a trouble, 
for the show used to commence early 
and end late, and indigestion was the 
conseQtuence of a disturbed dinner and 
the unaccustomed heartiness of a most 
en^yable supper. 

Drury Lane Pantomime commences 
at T‘30, and is not over till 11’30, and 
yet in these four hours there rarely 
comes over you any sense of weariness, 
except perhaps when the ballets are 
too long. ^ From first to last the 
audience is espeoting something, and 
is ready to accept every transition 
from one scene to another as a chfl-nge 
for the better, Mr. Hathiy Niohoixs 
and Mr. H-RnnERT Cabipbeel are, of 
course, foGony to look at as the con- 
ventional proud sisters ; only, as they 
admit in one of their duets, “ it ’s been 
^ done before,” in Cinderella^ for ex- 

« Sure such a pair,»» &c. k ^ ohoosing 

this subject of Beauty and the Beasts 
all resemblance between the two stories should have been got rid of. as, up to 
the Ball Scene, except for the absence of the Pumpkin and Qie Mice, it is dM- 
oult to distinguish between the two fairy tales. But, when last I saw Cinderella, 
wasn’t Eosina Yokes the sprightly heroine, and her brotiier with the wonderful 
legs the Barm f 1 think so : but I will not be too much of a laudator tern- 
poris acti^ and will be thankful that one of the youthful Commissioners 


horrifle repro- 
du^ons on ^e 

glimwOT^of the 

tr^ rush-lights 

were used when ^ 

I was a small 
boy), screamed X 

for help, and i 

m^^oTOpmate / m 

version of ^e m i aW i '7 

Ghost Scene m 

n.ird hr not Troubled Trots, 

leapmg out of 

I bed and shouting, ** Give me another horse ! ” (there was 
only one in the nursery, and that was a towel-horse), 
but by putting my head under the bed-clothes and 
shivering with fear till my nurse returned from her 
supper. Such on me, your present brave First Commis- 
sioner of Theatres, was the effect of merely seeing the 
interior of the Blue Chamber in BheWe Scenes and 
Characters^ with which I used to furnish my small 
theatre on the nursery table. 

Well, this is aU private and personal, and not much 
about the Drury Lane Pantomime, it is true; but, as 
everyone will see “The Only Pantomime” (we have 
reached the era of the “Onlys”), and be only too 
delighted, what need I say more than that the libretto 
is written by Mr. Biel-oe-the-play Yabbley con- 
jointly with Mr. Drubtolanus Attctor, and I daresay 
it was very witty and rhythmical and poetical, though I 
didn’t catch much of it, and the songs were neither parti- 
cularly well suim, nor remarkably humorous, — one, mtro- 
duoed by Miss Y esta T11.1.Y (and, therefore, for this our 
joint authors are not responsible, except for permitting it 
to be done), being a distinct mistake, and utterly out 



Seeing the *Mime, December 30 ; or, A Draught at Night, 

of character with the part of the Prince^ as written, 
which she was representmg. And, d propos of songs, the 
music of this Pantomime lacks “ go.” Waonee borrowed 
from pantomime his notion of dramatic music to carry on 
the action and tell the story of serious opera ; but we 
don’t want our Pantomimes to become Wagnerian ; or, 
at all events, as the lamented Geoboe Hobdeb would 
have said, “Let’s have plenty of the ‘Wag,’ and none 
of the ‘ nerian.’ ” What he would have exactly meant 
by this nobody would have known, but everyone would 
have laughed, as he was one of those self-patented jesters 
at whose witticisms the company laughed filrst and 
wondered afterwards. j 

Dbubiolanus Magnus, not content with his own j 
special pantomime-pie and a Drama at Oovent Garden, ! 
has had a finger,— only a little one, perhaps, and not the 
thumb, with wmoh Johannes Hobnebius extracted the 
plum,— in the Christmas pie at the Prince of Wales’s 
Theatre, of which the Manager is Hobaxius Sedgbbius. 

Now, Ladies and Gentiemen, patres et matres^ et 



Jaotart 10, 189L] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


tutores^ if you want to know what to take yonr little children, 


reservation, or mental equivocation, ‘*G^o and see, and take them 
all to see, The J^ose and the Rmg^ written by Savilb CT.Awns, 
with music composed for it by Waxtee Slauuhtee, put on the stage 
by Lee deux Ajax Caeolus and Awtjstos Hatitits,— Christmas 
facile princepe at this difS-cnlt business. 

There is an excellent orchestra here, playing the musical game of 
follow my leader ” to perfection, and kept together, as sheep, by a 
Ckook. Mr. "FT A-Rux Mokkhousb is very droll in the little he has to 
do. Mr. Shale’s speech as the Goxirt Painter is capitally given, but 
there isn’t enough of it. A touch more, a few more good lines, and 
the speech, as a showman’s speech, would have been encored. Mr. 8. 
SoLOMOH as JenhinSy the Hall Porter, is made up so as to be the very 
fac-^eimile of THAcnn?!TiAT’s own illustration, and to reproduce that 
Master’s sketches with more or less exactitude has eviden^y been 
the aim of all the actors ; but has been peculiarly success^, 

^ . as has also 








After a Design by Michael Angelo Titmarsh. Sto the ^d^ 

of which Buccess'the name of Bowhah is of good omen: and this is 
I almost a rhyme. The part of Prince GigliSf in the absence of Miss 
Yiolex Cambeow, was satisfactorily rendered by Miss Flobencb 
Dablet. Miss Mahd Hollahi) looked and acted prettily as the 
Princese Angelica^ and Madame Aivtadi was quite Thackerayan in 
her make-up as Counteee Qruffanuffn Miss Attat.te Cr-ATma entered 
fully into the spirit of the meriy piece ; her rendering of a song with 
the refrain “ Ah ! well-a-day f” being deservedly encored. 

1 must not forget, indeed, I cannot forget, Mr. Le Hat as BuTbo^ 
who, not only on account of his make-up being an exact reproduc- 
tion of Tkackeeat’s sketch, gave us as good a grotesque performance 
as I ’ve seen for some considerable time. To see him on the ground 
after the fight, tearing, his hair out in handfulls, is something that 
will shake the sides of the most sedate or and among the 
audience that wiU crowd to see this juvenile show, there will be very 
few sedate (I hope) and stiH fewer (I am sure) UaeL It is an excellent 
performance throughout. But, my dear Mr. Caeoitis IT a be™, one 
word,— when you had that capitsuly-arranged and highly effective 
scene of Bulho going to be beheaded, why did you not carry it a 
bit further, add make Bulbo on the point of kneeling down, and the 
burlesque axe poised in the air, and tTien^ but not tiU then, the 
moment which, like the present winter, is ^‘critical,” — then, I say, 
enter the Princese with the reprieve ? As it is, the effect of tms 
dramatically grouped scene is lessened by the absence of action, and 
Bulho is off the scaffold ere the majority of the audience realise the 
perQ in which his life has been placed. 

^ I must not forget the army of children appearing from time to 
time as courtiers, cooks, fairies, soldiers, who will be the source of 
the greatest pleasure to children of aU ages, from “little Trots” 
upwards. Nothing in this genuinely Christmas Piece is there which 
can do aught but delight and amuse the young people for whom 
primarily it was written. Let “ all concerned m this ” excellent 
piece of Christmas merriment accept the congratulations and best 
wishes for crowded^ houses— which they are sure to be for all the 
Maiineie — ^from theirs truly, p,>s First CoMMissioirEE. 

G^rbat Disappointment.— Sir Francis Sandpoei) has created a 
profound feeling of disappointment among all classes of society by 
not having added, “ and Merton,” to his titie. “ Lord Sandpord op 
Sandpord” is weak; but “Lord SANDPORD-AND-MimTON” would 
have been truly noble. 

Sir Julian Patjncbpote’s repl;^ to Fresident Blaine: “The 
point o’ this here obseiwation lies m tho Behring of it.” {Captam 
Cuttle adapted^) ^ ^ ^ ] 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

^ I TRi^ Criee^ Cross Lovers the other day, a Novel, in two or three 
vol^, I don t remember which : but those may ascertiiin who are not 
5 ^^hed^ff m the first hundred page^ as was the unfortunate Baron 
k presence of mind to put it down in time, and, 

a:^r a few momente of refreshing repose, was, like Bdehard, “ him- 
self again,” and able to tackle quite another novel, 
j In the JEnglish lllmtrated Magazine, for this month, I have Just 
read a most interesting account of a visit paid Iw the Yery Rev. 
Dean of Gloucester to the Trappist Monastery of La Grande Char- 

■ thanks to the marvellouB spirit of the Order known 

* as Chartreuse Yerte or Chartreuse Jaune, is one of the Religious 

■ (^nfratemities not suppressed by the Anti-monkical majority in 
_ the French Government. The Baron— the umhle individual who 

now ^ addresses you-^has himself entered 
’ within these Monastic walls, iiupected the 

* buildings, seen all the monastic practical 
jokes, known as “regular cells,” find has 

' come away the better for *^6 visitj with 
much food for refiection and refection en 

* route in the voiture, and with spirituous iv 
comfort in green and yellow bottles. This I 

^ paper, in the New Illustrated, is well worth i 
\ reading. 

; The Baron has for some weeks had on bis 
table, Golden Lines; The Story of a Womaids 

■ Courage, hy^ Frederick Wicks. The Baron 
^ being, as he is bound to admit, a^ost human, i 

was warned off the book by its title, which 

■ seems to suggest something in the tract line. 

; The Publishers’ name (Biackwood) is, how- 
ever, an invariable stamp of good metd. 1^ the Baron picked up the 

' hook, was attiraeted by the remarkably clever illustrations, and finally, 
heginTifug atithe hegfuniTig, he read to the end. It is a novel, and 
’ one of the best published this season ; and all the better for being 
' in one stout handsomeljr-prmted volume. The plot is constructed 
with rare skill, the writing is good, and the people all alive. If it 
is Wicks’s first work (and the Baron never heard of Frederick 
before) he should go on maldng candles of the same kind. Their 
illnmiTiating power is rare. 

“ What shall we play at, and how shall we play it f ” The satisfac- 
tory answer to these two questions, specially important at Christmas 
time, will he found in Professor Hoeemann’s Bncyclopeedia of Card 
and Table Games, published by Routlbdoe. Here you will learn 
the mysteries of “Go-Bang,” “ Reverse^”— and after learning ihe 
latter, you, if Nature has blessed you with a tuneful voice. wDl be 
able to sing with Georob Grossmith (if he’ll let you), “ See me 
BeverseP The motto for the Professor’s book shoula have been the 
emplmtic exclamation of the street Arab, “ My heye I such games ! ” I 
^ This is the sixth year of SazeWs Annual. Whatever informa- 
tion you require it will he difficult not to find in BEazell, clearly and 
not at all Hazelly expressed. A yonthfol friend whose pun, says the 
Baron, I hereby nail to the counter, on seeing this hook on my desk, 
observed, “ Yes, I ’m nuts on BLAZEiir,” The Baron frowned, ana 
the youth withered away, as Alice did— not the one who went to 
Wonderland, but an elder Alice, whom our old friend “Ben Bolt ” 
remembers. 

Sampson Low, & Co. publish “ Wild Life on a Tidal Water P by 
P. H. Emerson, who gives the adventures of a house-boat and her 
crew on Breydon Water in Norfolk ; the photo-etchings are by 
Emerson and Goodall, ‘ * and therefore,” says the Baron, “All-good.” 

Look intojShrcer’s for Janua;^; amon^ the harpers, listen to 
M. DE Biowitz harping on the journalistic string— good; and, his 
talent havmg served him to a pretty tune, ’tis well he should harp 
on it in Harper’s. The Baron hopes that M. de B. has spent a 
Harpy Christmas. Allow the B. db B.-W. to draw his friends’ 
attention to “ A Military Incident,” and two other short papers, in 
The Cornhill. Baron de Book-Worms. 

P,S.— The Baron says he is not going to be let in for ajdisquisition 
on the merits of various Pocket-books ; hut, if asked which he aff ec- 
tionates most as a genuine hook of pockets, and/or pockets, he puts 
his finger to the side of his nose, and wisely replies— ‘ Walker.’’ 

Survival of the Fittest. 

{At a Trial for Murder^ 

Oh, dainty product of the March of Prowess, 

Oh, glorious outcome of the Course of Time,— ? 

The 'watchful, weil-attired Old Bailey ogress. 

Still finding sweetest stimulus in— Crime I ' ^ 

Seasonable GRMLiNa eor Spiritualists.— I wish you a rdppy 
New Tear I 





Thk Pasty that nbvirr says, “ Thank yoh I ” | The Paety that azways says, ** Thank yoit 1 ’ 

When you open the Dooe, shut the Window, oe give dp yohe Seat poe hee. 


BUMBLE AT HOME; 

Oe, The Wintee op Ovr Discontent, 

** Notwithstanding the most superlatiye, and, I may say, supernatural exer- 
tions on the part of this parish,” said Bumble, “ we have not been able to — 

do anythink.” — Oliver Twists 

Mr*. Bttmbhy loquitur : — 

Qr^r^b^rJ I ! Old-fashioned Winter, indeed I Well, I ’ope them 
as talks on it relishes it I 

The City seems give up to snow ; which I can’t say it greatly em- 
bellishes it. 

But, really^ of all the dashed imperenoe,— s’posmg of course as they 
meant it, — 

, The greatest is that of the Paperjs appealing to Me to pervent it I 

Ah I it’s a hinsolent Hage, and without no respect for Autho- 
rity. 

The cry of them demmycrat ’owlers is all for low Tn-fe-ri-or-ity, 

Things is about bottom uppaxds, as far as I judges, already. 

And if the porochial dignity’s floored, what is left to stand 
steady ? 

Progressists^ indeed I Ah, J’d “ progress ” ’em, pack o’ perposterons 
hasses, 

A regular poUyglot lot, breeding strife ’twixt the classes and 
masses. 

The masses is muck : that ’s my motter, as who should have learnt 
it more betterer r 

Bxtmble could hopen the heyes of them Booihses, John Bxtenses, 
ancetterer. 

Snow ? Is it me brings the snow, and the lice, and the peasoupy 
sins nm ess, 

Making *^6 subbubs one slough? No I The Age is give over to 


Look at Dcalegon,” now, him as writes to a cheap daily journal, 

Along o’ the “’Orrors of ’Ampstead,” as he calls ny— wot ’s it?— 
“hybemal,” 

(Wotever thatcrackjaw may mean) or that fellow, “ Inpeux The ” — 
blow it. 

Sech names you can’t write nor yet spell, if you’re not a School 
Board or a Poet. 

Talks of our ‘‘hard hide,”does /‘lNPELix,”I’d like to lay hands 
upon hisn ! 

All becos Upper ’Ampstead, it seems, is a sort of a dark ice-bound 
prison. 

No ’busses, no trams, and no cabs, no grub, and no gas; and no water ! 

Hal ha I Booty picter it is, and thanks be 1 don’t dwell in that 
quarter I 

But wot’s it to do with poor Me ? If he wants it himproved he had 
best try 

Them proud County-Councillor coves, not come waJlopping into the 
Westry. 

Wot use, too, to talk of Wienna? Don’t know where that is, and 
don’t wanter. 

But, ’cording to “ Snowbound,” their style of snow-clearing beats 
cum in a canter. 

Ratepayers’ Defencers may rave, and the scribblers may scold 
or talk funny, 

But clean streets in Winter. mean this,— yow mmt plank down a 
dollup more money J 


Parties as writes to the Papers is snivellers, yus, every one of ’em, 
Barmg the few as cracks jokes, though I own as 1 can’t see the 
fun of ’em. 


Me^ up and be doing meanwhile P No, not if I jolly well knows it. 

I likes my own fireside too well to go snow-clearing, don’t you 
suppose it. 

A choice between slither and slush may come ’ard on the Mighty 
Metrolopus, 

But Westrydom ain’t on the job, ’owsomeyer they worry and wallop 
us. 

Bless yer, we ’ve stood it before, and can stand it agen, all this fussing. 

ilfy game’s a swig and a smoke; as for them— they can go on “ dis- 
cussing.” 

door^ and retires to his snuggery for spiritwms solace. 
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THE COMPOSER COMING. 

We are looking forward to Ivanhoe^ by 
Sir AjBtTHDB S* StmLiyAJS',^ Mns, Doc. 

From wbat our Musical Critic bas seen , 

of tbe score, be is able to wink bis eye , | 

wisely but not too well, and to hint that i « i 

as -3fn Guppy says, “ There are chords ; rt ^ --sdl 
and to make these chords in combination, 
the strings are admirably fitted. There ^ 1 

is one chord (will it be recognised as . 1 

belonging to JBoxf) which But, as \ 

Sir AjarJicrji says, Where will be the 
surprise^ if your Musical Critic tells v I 

everythmg beforehand?” He is ^irht, 
guite right, and, tha^k goodness, he is 

quite well, and not ^ ^ ^ 

'%J ‘ “BPIvean 

but the Comwser is in the playfullest of Arthxir 
humours, and laughs oyer his recent row 



‘‘BPIve an hoe,*’ by Sir 
Arthur SnUivan. 



Mus Doc. 


with ^ ‘ ^ was 

in such good spirits, that, when I 
wanted to hear all about it, and I 
told him he could either sing it or 
play it to me, he replied, “You 

^ j- P P M” Exactly like 

him, which neither of these two 

^ ^ 3 J ifl* How- 


ever, I ’m not offended, as I said to him, or rather said and sang to 
him, by way of reply. o 

My Hame ’s j m $ and So i6 is. 


A SEMI-OFFICIAL INTEODUOTION. 

[Berry was introduced in a semi-offleial and at once said, Good 
morning, Ma’am.** — See Daily Dopers on Mrs, Jtearcy*s execution^ 

Kdng Death has a great Ambassador who journeys through all the 
. laud. 

With a cap^ and a strap, and a slip-noosed rope all ready to his hand. 
He ’s a genial man with a joke for all, and a smile on his jovial face. 
And a grip of the hand that is frank and free when he comes to the 
trysting place. 

And, oh, when the gloomy winter night is fading into the day. 

He comes to the cell and is introduced in a semi-official way ; 

With a jolly “ Good morning. Ma’am,” he comes, and as quick as a 
morning dream 

He has corded his living parcel and flung it across the stream. 

The stream flows silently onward, and the flood seems deep and strong. 
And some of us pause on the hither-bank slow-footed, and linger long. 
But early or late we must plunge in and battle across the tide, 
Though the beckoning shapes look dark and grim that wait on the 
farther side. 

But they whom the King’s Ambassador, or ever their race be run. 

He ’s a kindly man, witii a cheerful voice, but he never brooks delay 
When once he has come and been introduced in a semi-official way. 

And, ah, how lightly the minutes fly, that once seemed heavy as lead, 
And the sleeper is fitfully tossing, alone on her prison bed. [toll. 
At the hour of eight must the journey be, when the passing bell doth 
And God, it may be. who is merciful, will pity a sinful soul, [gate. 
Arise,” they say, ** for you know full well who waits at the outer 
With sheriffs to do his bidding, behold he is come in state. 

The time is short, and the minutes fly, but ere we forget it. stay, 

We must introduce the Ambassador m a semi-official way.” 

PoiiTE JxjBGMEisrT.— A Correspondence has been going on in the 
St, Jameses Gazette as to what six Gentlemen seated in a first class 
railway carriage ought to do if a Lady insists on thrusting herself 
upon Ihem. Truth says, let her stand, unless she has been invited, 
and adds, that anyhow she, as an extra person, is a nuisance. 
Mr, Funch agrees with a difference, and says that the uninvited 
intruder who becomes a standing nuisance ought to be put down— 
by somebody giving her a seat. 


COMPENSATION. 

{Soliloquy of Smdfwn^us whilst loolcing at the Fietoricd Tapers.) 

Yes, it’s an ill-wind^that blows nobody good, 

Discomfort could hc^dly be greater. 

For home-staying fogies of mdlyish mood, 

But think of the joy of the Skater ! 

Gr-r-r-r- 1 Nose-nipped antiquity squirms in the street. 
When the North-Easter sounds its fiercelslogan ; 

But oh, the warm flush and the ecstasy fleet 
Of the fellow who rides a toboggan ! 

Fish Smart’s on the job in ^e ice-covered fens. 

And at BEampstead and Highgate they ’re “ sleighing.” 

There is plenty of Istuff for pictorial pens, 

And boyhood at snowballs is playing. 

To sit by the fire and to grumble and croak 
At “young fools,” I presume is improper, 

Yet {chuckle !) the Skater sometimes has a “ soak,” 

The Sleigher sometimes comes a cropper I \^Left sniggering. 


LOST m THE MIST OF A(JES. 

{JSsoiractsfrom a Critique on an Exhibition to succeed the Ouelphian^ 
in 19 — .) 

iVb. 76. Portrait of a Warrior. This picture is described in the 
Catalogue as the Duke of WsELiNOTONr, who, it will be remembered, 
won, in the early part of the last century, the Battle of Waterloo, 
and invented a new kind of boots. The face is adorned with long 
black whiskers and moustaches, and an eyeglass not unlike the tra- 
ditional portrait of the CTeat W. E. Geaustonb, Second Earl of 
Beacohsheed, as depicted hy a now nearly forgotten artist, called 
Dutorratit Sothbbh, or Sothbsh Dundseahy. The Duke (if, 
indeed, it be the Dnke) is wearing the uniform of the 3rd Middlesex 
Artillery Yolunteers, a corps that was raised some ten years after 
His Grace’s death, a fact that would argue that the painting was 
either a posthumous work, or intended to represent someone else. 
Accepting the alternative suggestion, the picture may hand down te 
posterity the features of Bxjhdbtt Coutts (husband of the Baroness 
of that nagie). J. L. Tooee, the popular Comedian, Henet lEViKa 
(his friend), the Eev. C. H. SpunesoH, or (and this is the most 
likely hypomesis) Pbhtce Geoeoe of Wales. 

No. 102. Miniature of a Lady^ Unknown, It is imposdble at thia 
lapse of time to identify the original of this portrait. No doubt she 
hmonged to a short-lived and somewhat degraded class known as 
“professional beauties.” In one hand she holds an instrument 
called an opera-glass, which was used in Ihe last century at trials 
for murder at Ihe Old Bailey. The hair she wears on her head is 
evidently false, and has been supplied from some foreign peasantry. 
Her hat is adorned with a stuffed bird, suggestive of Sie cruelty of 
ber nature. As she holds in her other hand a hook labelled, “ The 
Art of Nursingy^^ it m^ be conjectured that she is a sequent 
visitor to the Dissecting-Eoom, or the Accident Ward of a London 
Hospital On the whole, perhaps, it is fortunate that her name has 
not been preserved by succeedmg generations. She must, indeed, 

I have been a contrast to her ang^o descendants of the present 
day. 

No. 2478. An Utensil Made of Brass, This strange-looking 
object may have been used by our ancestors as a helmet, or perhaps 
as a fish-kettle. It is, perhapa rather large for the first, and a 
little too thick for the second. The Catalogue descnbes the exhibit 
as “ a coal-scuttle.” It is impossible to verify this assertion, as coal is 
now only found in specimen cases at museums, and a sketch of a 
coal-scuttle has not been seen for the last fifty years. It is, however, 
interesting as suggestive of a time when the world was not heated 
by volcanic hot water. 

Seasonable Eeplt {By Our Own Politest Letter-Writer.)-^ 
This is a model for a cautious answer at this time of year to an 
invitation to witness an out-of-door ceremony, the laying of a first 


no urgent business, (4) in London, and^ if the 
weather is (L) fine, (d.) fairly warm, (iii.) likely to 
last so, (iv.) wind S.W., (v.) no rei«aiRS of sloshy 
V Y thaw, (vi.) no frost ; if %ere we comfortable oon- 
^ ^ veyanoes to and from station ; if there is a perfectly 

Seasonable on this dry spot for me to stand on, and see and hear 
Head.” everythiig, and no toughts, and if there is a 
good lunch in a comfortehle, dry, well-aired, and warmed roonh with 
not too many guests, and plenty of good waiters, also with dry 
ohampagne, — say Pommory ’8Gmr*’84, for choice, — ^then you may 
expeot me, and 1 accept, with Ike* greatest possible pleasure. 

Yours ever, D. Dash. 
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"HONOUES EAST!” 

{Omitted from the New Yea/fs List last 
Weeh,) 

Sir F. Leighton, Bart., P.E..A,, 
to be raised to the Peerage as the 
Earl of Buhungton, in order to 
adorn the House of Lords. 

Mr. FTenby Ieting, to he Lord 
LxciBUH, to please Baron Beefsteak. 

Tix. J. L. Toole, to he Baron Beef- 
steak, to satisfy Lord LYC.a:uAi. 

Miss Flobence Nightingale, to he 
Lady Eedokoss of G^eneva ; because 
she earned it nearly forty years ago. 

“ General” Booth, to be Yiscount 
Boomon, to collect subscriptions in 
the House of Lords. 

Sir WiLFBiD Lawson, Bart., will 
take the title of Lord Dbunjulwatee. 

N.B.— He will always have to appear 
in Court suit with pumps. 

Yiscount 'WoLSEEEZ wiU be made 
F.R.S.. F.S,A., F.E.G.S., M,D.. in 
order to add to his collection, if he 
hasn’t them already. 

Professor Nobman Lockitbe will 
receive The Garter, to place among 
his Stars. 

Lord Tennyson, a Second Pension 
from the Civil List, to augment the 
one granted half ;a century or so ago. 

The Donkey of the Brothers 
Gbiffiths, the Order of the Thistle. 

Some More of Them . — The 
Gueen has been further pleased 
to confer the dignity of a Peerage 
of the United Kiagdom upon— 

Mr. Sheriff Augustus TTauuts, who 
will, on taking his seat in the 
Upper House, assume the title of 
Lord Augustus Dbubiolanus of 
Long Acbe. 

Mr. S. B. Bancboit, who will 
take that of Lord Haywahttbit. 

Mr. Wtt.t.taw Black, who wiU in 
future be known as Lord Sheila of 
Thule. 

Messrs. Swan and Edgab, who 
will assume the dignity, respec- 
tively, under the titLes of Lords 
Piccadilly and Eegbnt’s Cibcus, 
and the 

Beadle of the Bublington Ab- 
CADE, who will accept the honour 
with the style and title of Lord 
Bublington of Arcadia. 

Heb Majesty has also been further 
pleased to confer the di^ty of a 
Baronetcy of the United Kingdom 
on the following Gentlemen; viz., 

Messrs. Eno, Scott, Beechah, 

Cabtbb, TiATvrPLOUGH, and Cockle. I 
Heb. Majesty has further been 
pleased to confer the honour of E^ghthood 
on several Gentlemen greatly distinguished 
for their services respectively to Art, Lite- 
rature, and Science, whose names, however, 
it is not necessary to mention, but whose 
labours, had they been rewarded with that 
fLnancm success that attends the efforts of 
a pushing and advertising laradesTnau would, 
doubtless, have earned fhem more be- 
coming dignity of a Peerage. 

Her Majesty has farther been pleased to 
confer the dignity of a Full IS^^t Grand 
CoTnma'nder oil the First Class of the 
most exalted Order of the Sceptre of Lidia, 
on 

John James' Smith, Esq., Thomas Jen- 
kins Eobinson, Esq., and James Wallop 
Bbown, Esq., of the Bengal Civil Service. 

And also that of an equal dignity of the 
same exalted Order, on BLls Eoym mghness. 



ONE 


A WAY OF PUTTING IT. 

Author, "Do you like my Ybrses?** 

Pompous Critic, " Oh, tmmunselt 1 I observe that the 
exigencies of Rhyme have occasionally led to a feli- 
city OF expression which— which almost compels 
to assume the original existence of Ideas 1 


Gingbbeb Babihoy, Jabbebjeehoy, the 
Reigning Jam of Jollipore.’* 

♦ John James Smith, Esq,, educated at Har- 
rowj Commissioner of Gunenjore, 1878 ; Collector of 
Poojah, 1880 ; Acting-Deputy at Boorgipore, 1887, 
dtc.j jtc. 

Thomas Jenkins Eobinbon, Author of The 
Paper Pupee, What is its Pommercidl Value ? Sat 
on the Puttialah CommiBsion in 1870. Suspended 
for insubordination, 1882. Eemoved to Gallichud- 
dah, 1888. Part Author of The Govemor^CeneraPs 
Goose, and who is to Cook It ? 

Jambs "Wallop Brown, Esq., son of John 
Wallop Brown, Esq., of The Nut-crackers, Upper 
Putney. Author of JBrowrPs Digest of Synthetical 
Illusions / Collector of Naggerpore, 1886 ; Boora- 
foola, 1885 ; Chourmgee, 1886, he.; &e, 

H.E.H. the Jam of Jolliporb, the 29th descen- 
dant in direct line from Ginger Khan, the con- 
queror of the Moguls. Gave 100,000 Eupees to the 
foundation of the New Indian Hospital in the Mile 
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End Eoad. Trani^tor of Shakspearb 
into the Puttialah dialect &c., &c. 
Founder of the European University of 
JoHipore. 

Laiest Additions, — ^Messrs* A. & 
F. Pears. To be Companions of the 
Bath. 

" General ” Booth. To be Knight 
CpiuTUfmder of the Bath. To exi^le 
him to deal more effeotuallv with 
the Submerged Tenth.” 

Zadkibl aud Old Moore. The 
Most Distinguished Order of The 
Tinsel Star. For eminent services 
to Astronomy. 

Mir. W. H. Stead. The Most 
Honourable Order ef the Golden 
Scoop. For his enterprise in re- 
viewing Reviews, and gallantry in 
storming Magazines. 

Mr. MACDOUGALL. The Order of 
the Free Pass. For services to 
Morality. Mr. O’Brien. The Order 
of Retreat. For a short period. 

AT THE EO OF THE YEAR. 

The Friend’s Reply. 

I THOUGHT your lines a great success, 
(You always did write rather 
neatly) 

Although I must at once confess 
1 camt agree with you completdy. 

Of course I recollect quite well 
How long we sat and smoked to- 
gether. 

And now our conversation fell 
(As fall it will) upon the weather. 

Our prospects then seemed bright 
and fair, 

(Our language certainly got 
stronger) 

We bunt our oastles in the air, 

And by degrees our drinks grew 
longer. 

Yes— in the game of law Ben wins. 
And many guineas in he ’s picking. 
But have you heard his has 
twins, ring ? 

And both of them alive and kiok- 

And pompous Joe. now Joe, M. P., 

Is iouMess pleased at growing 
raucous 

Through q;»6aking, since he’s proud 
to be 

The Member for a Tory Caucus. 

Yet I ’m afraid'for his poor brain, 
That^imdi success will surely 
turn it, 

For every speech means so much 
strain, [it! 

Since off by heart he has to learn 
And mazy Jack, whose chance in life, 

We aU of us considered shady, 

Mas married money (and a wife) : 

But teUime— do you know the lady P 

Dick’s dinners, too, I ’m quite aware, 

Are noted— yet he ’s far from steady, , 
Whilst Tom’s nne hcpie in Bdmve j^uare 
Is mortgaged, so they say, already. 

Life, after idl, is surely more 
Thau guineas, Belgrave Squaxid, or 
dinners. 

Life is a race— but yet. before 
You curse your luck, are these the 
winners? 

« # « « 

And so, old Liend, content I jog 
Along, amidst life’s hurry-skuiry. 

And smoke my bird’s-eye, sip my grog, 
Without a care or thought to worry. - 
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VOCES POPULI. 


ON THE ICE. 

Serpentine^ On the hanh^ eeveral persons are having 

their skates put on; practised Skaters being irritable and 
impatient^ and others curiously the reverse^ at any delay in 
the operation* 

Chorus of Unemployed Shate^Fasteners* ’Oo’ll ^ave a pair on for 
an hour F Good l^rt to-day. Sir I Try a pair on, Mum I (to any 
parUeular^/ stout Lady)* Will yerwalk inter my porler. Sir ? corpet 
|„, , . all the Vyl ’Ad the plea- 

sure o’ puttin’ on ypur 
skites last year, Miss ! Best 
skates in London, Sir I 
[^Exhibiting a primaeval 
pair* 

The Usual Comic Cockney 
(to his Friendy u>ho has un-- 
dertaken to instruct him)* 
No ’ttw, old man— this 



J.1 w i*rry^ i nr *ii 

joker ain’t ’ar/finished with 
me yet! [To Skate-Fast- 
ener.) Easy with that jim- 


I -A ener.; ji^asy witn jun- 

Lookhete! Tlusi.iath.raprettyfignxe.'> 

you’re goin’ to strap me up as toight as all that, I shell ’ave to go 
to^Minthem skitesl • Well, what is it woto ? 


puttin’ money by, you ought! That’s right, tyke them sniveHin’ 
kids ’ome— blast me if ever I &c., &o., &o. 

[Exit party, pursued by powerful metaphors* 

The Egotistic Skater (in charge^ of a small Niece), Just see u you 
can get along by yourself a little— I ’ll come back presently. Practise 
striking out. 

The Niece* But, Uncle, directly I strike out, I fall down! 

The E, S* (encouragingly). You will at first, till you get into it— 
gives you coiifidence. Keep on at it— don’t stand about, or you’ll 
catch cold. I shall be keeping my eye on you ! 

mr TT ^»T ^ 7 7.7 ^ off to better ice* 

The Fancy Skater (to less accomplished Friend), This is a pretty 
figure— sort of variation of the “ Cross Cut,” ending up with “ The 
Whe; ” it’s done this way (illustrating), quarter of circle on outside 

edge forwards ; then sudden stop (Me sits down with violence,) 

Didn’t quite come ofi that time I 

TAe ^iend^ The sudden stop came off right enough, old fellow ! 

' ain— it ’s reafly a neat thing when it ’s 



r jroj. JJ.COUU U UO OJLJLUXU i -I shom’t 

run away— you’ll find me ’ere when yer come back I 

G* C. Ah, that wUl be noice I But all the sime, a watch is 
a thing as slips out of mind so easy, yer know* You might go and 
forgit all about it. ’Ere ’s a match-box instead ; it ain’t silver ! 

Skate^F* (with respect). Ah, you do know the world, you do ! 

The C* O* Now, A^, old man, I’m ready for yer! Give us ’old 
of yer ’and ... Go slow now. What’s the Vestry about not to put 
rome gravel down ’ere? It’s downright dangerous! Whoo-up! 
Bm wed if I am’t got some other party’s legs on ! • • « Sloide more ? 
Whadier torkinor ahont! T 'tn oxrAy-rr woti 



T^ F, S, i ’ll show you again- -AU 0 ACaA 
well done ; you do it all ou one^leg, like thiu 
— . — . , _ [Executes an elaborate back^fall. 

Mis Friend, You seem to do most of it on no legs at all, old chap ^ 
The F, S, Haven’t practised it lately, that’s all. Now here’s a 
figure I mvented myself. “ The Swooping Hawk ” I call it. 

JEKs Friend (unkindly— as the P, S. comes down in the form of a 
St* Andrew's Cross), Y — ^yes. More like a Spread Eagle though, 
am’t it? ^ ® ’ 

A Fretty Girl (to Mr. Acshey, who has been privileged to take 
charge of herself and her plain Sister), Do come and tell me if I’m 
doing it right, Mr. Ackmey. You said you ’d go round with me ! 

The Flain S, How can you be so sel^h, Fxokbie ? You’ve had 
ever so much more practice^ thau I have! Mr. Ackmey, I wish 
d look at my left boot — ^it will go like tihat. Is it my aukle — or 
what r And this strap is hurting me so ! Couldn’t you loosen it, 
or take me back to the man, or something ? Floerie can get on 
qxute well alone, oan|t she ? 

Mr, A, (temporising feebly)* Er— suppose; I give each ofjfyou a 
h8*nd| 0X1 r 

The Flain No; I can’t go along fast, likeTyou and Laura. 
* after me, and I ’m perfectly helpless alone I 

The Fretty S, Then, am I to go by myself, Mr. Acemby ? 

Mr, A, I— I think— just for a little, if yon don’t mind ! 

MindP Not a bit! There’s Cxara ‘Wixloughbt 
and her brother on the next ring, I ’ll go over to them. Take good 
care of Amce, Mr. Ackmey. Good-bye for ^e present. 

[She goes ; Alioe doesnH think Mr. A. is nearly so nice as he 
used to 5e.” 

The Jt^kless Rough, Now then, I ’m on ’ere. Clear the way, all 
01 yer ! Parties must look out fur theirselves when they see me a 
comm , I cam’t stop fur nobody I 

. . [Rushes round ^ the ring at a tremendous pace. 

Admiring Sweeps (following his movements with enthusiasm^)* 
Theer he goes— the Ornimental Sky ter! Look at’im a bnzzin’ 
roimd I Lor, it’s a treat to see ’im bowlin’ ’em all over like a lot 
er bloomm. mnepins I Go it, ole Fbankt, my son— don’t you stop 
to apollerpse I • . . _ there he goes on his nut agen ! ^E don^ 


M WUW.W w MU. ... VAU up? _ _ ___ _ 

dayown, and I ’ll sty ’ere I ^ [m stays, 

A Nervom Skater (hobbling cautiously down thebank^io Friend), 

I— -I don’t know how I shall be in these, you know — ^haven’t had a 
X>air on for year^ (Striking out.) Weil, dome— (relieved) — skating ’s 
one of those things yon never forget— all a question of poise and 
^ui; — ^nfound ^e things I No, I ’m all right, thanks— lump in 
tno me, that s all I As I was saying, skating soon comes back to 
—thought I was gone that time ! Stick by me, old fellow, till I 

b^m to ^1 my Oh, hang it allJ ... Eh ? surely we have been 

on inore five mmntes I Worst of skating is, your feet get so 
^d I . . . These are beastly skates. Did you hear that crack ? 

may stay on if you like, but I’m not going to risk my 
mmutes’ pleasure I [Me returns to bank. 

• Fond Moth^ (from bank, to Children on the ice)* That’s 
rmh'^ AxMA, you re doing it beautifully — don’t walk so much I 
{To French Governess). Alma fay boooo de progray, may elle ne 
glus. assez— nayse par, Ma’amzell f 
MademoiseUe. Cest T5 t,t,a. atii estla plus habfle, die patiue dgji 
tres bien — et avec nn aplomb I 

T Wee-wee; may Ett.a est la plus viaile, vous savvy. 

*uid see how she does it I 

Mad, Vous marohez toujoursh— touiours, Attvca ; t^ohez done de 
I un petit peu — e’est beaucoup plus facile ! 

^-^kna, Snay pas faefie qimnd vous avez les skates toutes sur un 
cote— com me moi, Ma’amzell ! 

repondy d Jta’amzell, At.xa, and -watoh I 
Kegardez-mon Axur^. Je puis yoler vlte— oh, mais vite . . . 
oh, I hurt myself SO I 

-if/wa sisterly sympathy)* That^s what comes of trying to 

A A *0 ^^nk, 

I XI.* Faternal Ekate^Fastener'* ’Ere you are, Missie — set down on 
oheer— and you, too, my little dear— lor, they won’t do 
I Mum, bless their little ’arts ! Lemme tyke yer 

little skites orf, my iwoties. Pll be keerfol, Mum-got cMldrmg 
I ^ ^ moral o’ your two. Mum ! 

2he F. M* (to Governess). Sayt nn homme aveo un bong ker. 

A^z-voto— er— des emvres, Ma’amzell ? ^ 

I (dismtedly). Wot ?-on^j two bloomin’ browns fur 

trotters I I want a shellin’ orf 
® ^ that job, Jdo . . . “Not another penny” ? Well, if 

you do eveiythiT)lc as cheap as you do yer skiting, you orter be 

NOTICE. — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether lirs Priyito.? -n • 

, in no case be returned, not even urien accompanied by a Stairme^and or Pictures of any description, wiU 

there will be no enoop^n. ooompamea oy a stamped, and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrappw. lo this ml. 


^ ^ w ooo jljuul uK/vYiiu ciu ttij. uver JiKe a loi; 

er bloomm mnepius I Go it, ole Fbankt, my son— don’t you stop 
to apollergise ! • • • Ah, there he goes on his nut agen ! "^E don^ 
care, not e / . . .Orf he goes agin! . . . That’s another on ’em 
down, and ole F^nkt atop-’e’ll ’ave the ring all to isself 
presently I Up agm ! Oh, ain’t he lovely ! I never see his loike 
rfoM nowieres . . . yer go— that’s the stoylel My eyes, 

he am t upset another— a lydy this time — she’s done ’cr skytin 
• J?’ Frank knocked silly .... Well, I 

ain’t laxfed ser much m all my life ! [Me is left laughing* 

The Curat© to^.his Slippers. 

Take, oh take those boots away 
That so nearly are out-worn ; 

And those shoes remove, I pray — 

Pumps ^at but induce the corn ; 

But my slippers bring again, 

Snug agam— 

Works of love, but worked iu vain. 

Worked in vain I 

Our Own First-class Clipper sends us the following from the 
Manchester Guardian, Deo. llth : — 

Q_R0CERT. — "WaiLted, a live Sugar "Wrapper. Apply, &o. 

^HOE TRADE. — Wanted, good Hand-sewn Men. Apply, &c* 

D RdPERT. ^Wanted, for the first three weeks in January, several Men, 
for sale. Apply by letter, stating experience, &c., to . 

Would a Spirit Rapper be accepted for the first? and a man who 
had got a stitch in his side for the second P As for the third, there 
we so many people sold at Cj^tmas time,, that to provide a few 
men for sale would be no very difiicult task. 
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DRAWING A BADGER. 


VOCES POPULI. 

AT THE REGENT STREET TUSSAXJD’S. 

Before the effigy of Dr. Koch, who is r&presented in the act of 
examining a test-tube with the expression of bland blamelessness 
peculiar to Wax Models* 

Well-informed Visitor, That’s Dr. Koch, making: his gfreat 
discovery ! 

1 . Unscientific V', What did he dis- 

.'ll cover? 

iiil!' Well-inf, V, Why, the Consump- 
Bacillus. He’s got it in tlit 
’ bottle he ’s holding up. 

\JI j , Unsc, V, And what ’s the good of 

, h it, now he has discovered it ? 

Well-inf. V. Good? Why, it’s 
thing that causes consumption^ 

■ I !'??;’■ u' / '"{r yoTi know ! 

Unsc, V, Then it’s a pity he didn’t 
^ ^ ^<^^5 leave it alone ! 

Before a Scene representing * * The Some Life ^t Sandringham,^* 

JFirst Old Lady {with Catalogui), It says here that “ the note 
the page is handing may have come from Sir Dio-htoh Pkobth, the 
Comptroller of the Royal Household.” * » Fancy tJjut / 

Second Old Lady, He ’s brought it in in Ms fingers. Now s 
a thing I never allow in my house. I always tell Sauah to bring all 
letters, and even circulars, in on a tray ! 

Before a Scene representing the late Fhed Ahcheb, mounted^ on 
Ascot Race-course, 

A, Sportsman, H’m— A hchee, eh ? Shouldn’t have backed his 
mount in that race ! 

Before ** The Library at Sawarden, 

Gladstonian Enthusiast {to Friend, who^ with the perverse ingenuity 
of patrons of Wax-worhs^ has been endeavouring to identifythe Rev. 
John Wesley among the Cabinet in Downing StreeC), Oh, never 
mind all that lot, Betsy; they’re only the Government I Here s 
dear Mr. and Mrs. Glai)ST 9 NE in this next! See, he’s looto for 
something in a drawer of his side-board — ain’t that natural f And 
only look — a lot of* people have been leaving Christmas cards <m 
him {a pretty and touching tribute of affectionywhi^ is eminmtly^ 
characteristic of a warm-heanrted Public), I wish T’d thought o 
bringing one with me ! x 

S&r Friend, So do I. We might send one ’ere by post— but 
it ’ll have to be a New Tear Card now I ' . o 

A Strict Old Lady Ifiefore next group). Who are these 
“ Mr. ’Eneey Ibving, and Miss Ellen Teeet in Fausts eh r No— 


I don’t care to stop to see them — that’s play-actin’, that is— and I 
don’t ’old with it nohow ! "What are these two parties supposed to 
be doin’ of over here? What— Cardinal Newhan and Cardinal 
Manning at the High Altar at the Oratory, Brompton! Come 
along, and don’t encourage Popery by looking at such figures. I 
did ’ear as they ’d got Mrs. Peabcey and the prambilator somewheres. 
I should like to see that, now. 

In the Childben’s Gallery. 

An Aunt {who finds the excellent Catalogue a mine of useful 
information). Look, Bobby, dear {reading)* “Here we have Con- 
stantine’s Cat, as seen in the ‘ Nights of Straparola^ an Italian 
romaneist, whose book was translated into French in the 
year 1585 ” 

Bobby {disappointed). Oh, then it isn*t Puss in Boots ! 

A Genial wandfather {pausing before “ Crusoe and Friday ”). 
Weil, Percy, my boy, you know who that is, at all events— eh ? 

Percy. 1 suppose it is Stanley— but it’s not very like. 

The G, G, Stanley !— Why, bless my soul, never heard of 
Robinson Crusoe and Ms man Friday f 

Percy, Oh, I ’ve heard of them, of oonrse— they come in Panto- 
mimes — ^but I like more grown-up sort of books myself, you know. 
Is this girl asleep She f 

The G. G, No— at least— well, I expect it’s “ The Sleeping 
Beauty,** You remember her, of course— all about the ball, and the 
glass slipper, and her father picking a rose when the hedge grew 
round the palace, eh ? 

Percy, Ah, you see, Grandfather, you had more time for general 
reading than we get. {He looks through a practicable cottage 
window,) Hallo, a Dog and a Cat. Not badly stuffed ! 

The G, G, Why that must be “ Old Mother Hubbard,** {Quoting 
from memory), “ Old Mother Hubbard sat in a cupboard, eating a 
Christmas pie— or a bone was it ? ” 

Percy, Don’t know. It’s not in Selections from British Poetry, 
wMch we have to get up for “ rep.” 

The Aunt {reading from Catalogue), “The absurd ambulations of 
this antique person, and the equMly absiurd antics of her dog, need 
no recapitulation.” Here’s “ Jack the Giant Killer** next. Listen, 
Bobby, to what it says about him here. {Reads.) “ It is clearly 
the last transmutation of the old British legend told by Geoepret of 
Monmouth, of Corineus the Trojan, the companion of the Trojan 
Brutus, when he first settled in Britain. But more than tMs” — I 
hope you’re listening, Bobby ? — “ more than this, it is qnite evident, 
even to the superficial student of Greek mythology, that many of 
the main incidents and ornaments are borrowed from the tales of 
BDesiod and Homer.” Thihkof that, now! 

[Bobby thinks of it, with depression. 

The G, G, {before figure of Aladdin* s Uncle selling new lamps for 
old). Here you are, you seel “ Ali Baba** got ’em all here, you see. 
N^ever read your “ ^Arabian Nights,** either T Is that the way they 
bring up boys nowadays ! 

Percy. Well, the fact is. Grandfather, that unless a fellow reads 
that of thing when he’s young, he doesn’t get a chance after- 
W'ards. 

The Aunt {still quoting). “In the famous work,” Bobby, “by which 
we Miow MAStoi, he mentions the Persia Hezar Afsane-um-um- 
xim, — nor have commentators failed'-to notice that the occasion of the 
book written for the Princess Hohai resembles the story tdd in the 
Hebrew Bible about Esther, her mother or grandmother, by some 
Persian Jew two or three centuries B.C.” Well, I never knew 
that before ! . . . TMs is “ Sindbad and the Old Man of the Sea 
let’s see what they say about him, {Reads) “Both the story of 
Sindbad and the old Basque legend of Tartaro are undoubtedly bor- 
rowed from the Odyssey of Homeb, whose Iliad and Ody ssey jwere 
tranglpted into Syriac in the reign of Habun-xtr-Rashtd. ’ Dear, 
dear, how interesting, nowl and, Bobby, what do you think someone 
says about “ Jack and the Beanstalk** ^ He says— “ this tale is ^ 
allegory of the Teutonic Al-f ader, the red hen representmg the all- 
producing sun ; the moneybags, the fertihsing rain ; and the harp, 
the winds.” Well, I’m sure it seems likely enough, doesu t it? 

[Bobby suppresses a yawn ; Peecy’s feelings are outraged by 
receiving a tin trumpet from the Lucky Tub ; general move 
to the scene of the Hampstead Tragedy, 


Before the Hampstead Tableaux 


mere B pour jilts* v/wvr — xm o — - — 

and the poor baby, too! • • . Here’s the actual oasts taken 
they were murdered. Oh, and there ’s Mrs. Peabcey whceJing the 
perambulator- it ’s the very perambulator I No, not very one— 
they ’ve got that at the other place, and the piece of toffee the baby 
sucked. Have they really! Oh, we must try and .go there, too, 
before the children’s holidays are over. And this is all?- Well, 
well, everything very nice, I will say. But a pity they oouldn t get 
1 the real perambulator I 
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BURNS VERSUS BURNS. 

A S JEG OF THE Gekat SCOTCH Steike. Thot:— " PwiTi almit iU Jorum 1 ” 



Oh, let us not like snarling tykes, 

In -wrangling he divided ; 

Till slap comes in an tincoo loon 
And -with a mng decide it. 

Be Britain still to Britain true, 

A-matig onrsels united ; 

For never but by British hands 
Maun British wrongs be righted ! ” 
Eobeet Buens's ^^JDtmfries VolunteersJ^^ 
Shade o/Bterm’S, loquitur:^ 

0, rantiii’ roarin’ JoruNJir Bunins, 

My namesake— in a fashion, * 


You do my Scots the waxst o’ turns 
Sae stirrin’ up their passion. 
Whenoecomeye, JoHiorr? TraetheDocks? 

Or frae the County Comoil P 
Sure Soots can do their ain hard knocks ; 
We take your hrajg and bounce ill ! 
Falderal, &o. 

Does Cookneydom invasion threat ? 

Then let the louns beware, Sir I 
Scotland, they’ll find, is Scotland yet, 

And for hersel’ can fare. Sir, 


The Thames shall run to join the Tweed, 
Crifiel adorn Thames valley, 

’Ere wanton wrath and vulgar greed 
On Scottish ground shall rally, 

Eal de ral, &o« 

A man ’s a man for a’ that, Johk, 

And ane ’s as good as tither ; 

But that ship’s crew is fated. J ohtt, 
That mutmies in bad weather. 

Fae flouts to “ honest industry ” 

Shall fa’ frae the Exciseman ; 
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But aue who hlaws up strife like 
this. 

Wisdom deems not a wise mam 
Pal de ralf &c. 

Soot business may be out o’ tune, 
True harmony may fail in’t, 

But deil a cockney tinkler loon 
We need to rant and rail in’t. 

Our fathers on occasion fought, 

And so can we, if needed ; 

But windy words with frenzy fraught 
Sound Scots should pass unheeded. 
Pal de raL, &c. 

Let toilers not, like snarling tykes, 
In wrangling be diyided, 

Till forei^ Trade, which marks our 
Stnkes, 

Steps in, and we’re derided. 

Be Scotland still to Scotland true, 
Amang oursels united ; 

’Tisnot by firebrands, John, like you 
Our wrangs shall best be righted. 
Pal de ral, &c. 

The knave who’d crush the toilers 
douu. 

And him, his true-born brither, 
Who ’d set the mob aboon the Crown, 
Should be kicked out together. 

Go, JohnI Learn temperance, banish 
spleen ! 

Scots cherish throne and steeple. 
But while we sing “ Qod save the 
Qiwew,” 

We won’t forget the People. 

Pal de ral, &c. 

A Lengthy IS[ovBL.—./f Thousand 
Lines of Mer Own^ in 3000 vols., by 
the Authoress of A Line of Her 
Own, in 3 vols. N.B,— What a long 
line this must be to occupy three 
vols. I A work of and for a life- 
time. I 


nUM!! ’‘'H 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT 

Small Stranger (to Master of the house)^ ** Ow my 1 the Gentleman as opens 

IT YEE, IP YEE EING THAT BeLL I 


UNSAID. 

THE DOOE WILL GIVE 


OPEEATIC GOSSIP. 

Dtjbing the preparation of Sir AbtuIje Sdiuvan’s new Opera, 
Ivanhoe, a grave objection to the subject occurred to him, which 
was, that one of the chief personages in the dramatis per sonce mi^t 
be ‘ ‘ Gilbert”— , Sir Brian de Bois- Guilbert, True, that Sir Brian 
is the villain of the piece, but this, to Sir Akthue’s generous dispo- 
sition, only made matters worse. It was evident that he^ couldn’t 
change the character’s name to Sir Brian de Bois^ Sullivan, and 
Mr. D’Oiibt Caete refused to allow his name to appear in the b^ 
except as Lessee. “ I can’t put him in simply as air Brian , said 
the puzzled Composer, ‘‘unless I make him an Irishman, and I 
don’t think my librettist mil consent to take this liberty with 
Scott’s novel,” “ But the name in the Opera isn’t pronounced the 
same as W. S. G.’s,” objected D’Oyiet. “It will be outside the 
Opera by ninety out of a hundred,” answered Sir Aethue. ‘‘But,” 
continued''*'' 



the Composer and the Author made up their quarrel, and as a memento 
of the happy termination to the temporary misunderstanding. Sir 
Abthub, m a truly generous mood, designed to call the character 
Sir Brian de Bois^Gilbert-and^SuUivan,^^ Whether the myste- 
rious librettist, whose name has only lately been breathed in the 
public ear, insisted on Scott’s original name being retained or not, 
it is now pretty certain that there will be no departure from the 
great noveust’s original nomenclature. 

A Bbeach oe YEEACiTY.—According to the papers, the Chief Secre- 
tary’s Lodge in Dublin is blocked wifli parcels of clothing designed 
for the poor in the West of Ireland, sent in response to the request of 
Lord Zetland and Mr. Aethue Balfoub. We understand there is 
no truth in the report, that amongst the first arrivals was a parcel 
coTitainiTig Mr. O’Bbien’s bx s, with a note explaining, that as he 
was about to go to prison again, he had no further use for the article. 

New Ibish Dbink.— The Pamellite “Split.” 


A EEMINISCENCE OF C. E. 

The excellent article iu the Times on [the 6feh inst. upon CHAULifs 
E[eene was worthy of its subject. The writer in the P. Jf. G. of a 
day earlier performed his self-imposed task with a judicious and loving 
hand, and, as far as I gsjl judge, his account of our lamented colleague 
seems to be correct. As to our Cablo’s Mastership iu his Blaek- 
and-WHte Art, there can he but one opinion among Artists. Those 
who possess the whole of the Once a Week series will there find 
admirable specimens of Chables Keene in a more serious yein . His 
most striking effects were made as if by sudden inspiration. I 
remember a story which exactly illustrates my meaning. An artistic 

{-n TT'O-Ct'Kt-DiVa ofn/lnA <nrL-ilA WO a of: WaVIt Tkl AA 


you produce that effect of distance in so small a picture. 

um— easy enough,” replied Keene. “ Look here,” — and he did 

it. But when and how he gave the touch which made the effect, his 
Mend, foUawing bis work closely, was unable to discover, y, C. B. 

Pabs about Pictubes.— T here is always something fresh coming 
out at Messrs. Dowdeswell’b Artioultural Garden iu Bond Street. 
Their latest novelty is the result of a caravan tour from Dieppe to 
Nice (“ Dieppend upon it, he found it very nice I ” said Young Pab, 
regardless of propxie'^ and pronunciation) hy Mr. C. P. Sainton. 
Chabt-es Collins utilised such an expedition from a literary point of 
view in his iuiinitahle “ Cryise upon Wheels, y and this young artist 
has turned siTnilar wanderings to good artisuc^ account. His cartes 
de visite — ^no, I beg pardon, ms caravans are numerous and 

varied. Yerily, my brethren, all is caravfmity I Not altogether, 
for Mr. Sainton, in ad^tion to returning mth his owavan and him- 
self, has brought hack an interesting collection of original and delicate 
works in oil and silver-point— in short, taken every oaravantage of 
Ms special opportunities. Yours parlously. Old Pab. 

“ May it Please Youb ‘ Wabshtps.’ ” — ^Twenty-three American 
sMps, 118 guns, and 3,000 men; six British sMps, 52 guns, 1.229 
men: and seven German sMps, 42 guns, and 1,500 men — all in 
“ Padfic ” wiitm:s I j Looks like Pacific, doesn’t it ? 
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No. XL— THE BOOK OF KOOKARIE. 


whole a very favoiirahle Tiew of the sitoatioa, and hy its light I saw 
six fine mallard, four teal and three widgeon oome hurtling down, as 
dead as so many door-nails, and much heavier on the top of my pros- 
trate body. „ , ^ 


Wiah”<b: Jx kindest tone, this Yorkshire is too dan^erons. My mind is made 

fin a loM ooimnAeatioii wUch accompanied the MS. of tto noyeL the pp. This very mght we aN start for Manannakookaland. There at 

Author rires a description of Ms literary method. We have only room for a least onr lives Will be safe.” 

few extracts. “ I have been accused of pkgiarim. I reply tUt the nTriPTm? ITT 

tion is ridiculous. Kature is the great plagiarist, the sucker of ^brains m t-HAPIBB 111. 

authors. There is no situation, however romantic m grotesque, wtncnnai^ 'W’l! were in Mariannakookaland. We had been there a fmonth 

does not sooner or later appropriate. Therefore the rnore_ natural an auinor ^jg^yejjijig (jygj. -flie parching wastes, under the scorching 

is, the more liable is he to envious 9t. ‘ ‘ i Vavai African sun which all but burnt us in our treks. Our Veldt sUppers 

Humom may of^ be detect^ m an absence of it can were worn out, and our pace was consequently reduced to the merest 

officer IS an essentially h^oro^ • V * W pS’ Scute Kraal. At rare inter^ during our adventurous march, we had 

^rto^le p^SbU^ I^future my mfi^will be, ‘ Me ZmaaJtid^ seen Stars and heard of Echoes, but now not a single ^s left, 
^^^a verymodmottotoo. I Eke TOting in couples. Personally I could and we were trudging along mournfully with our blistered tongas 

never have boteCT* myself to learn up aE these qumt myths and Eterary protrndmg ^m our mouthy v 

fairy tales, but Lakg Ekes it.”] Suddenly Sir Hmmx spoke—" SwAi.T-tfir, my old fnend,” he said, 

Chapt^ I. “ do yon see anything in the distance ? 

Mt name is SoAnra Haifbot, a curious name for an old fellow I looked intently in the direction iniHoated, but could see nothmg 
like TTift who have been battered and knocked about all over the but the horizons Look agaiU) said Sir Hjbnex# I swept the 
world horn. Yorkshire to South v distance with my glance. It was 


Africa. I’m not! much of a hand 
at TOting, but, bless your heart, I 
know the Bah Ballads by heart, 
and I can teE you it’s no end of a 
Joke quoting them everywhere, 
esi>eeially when you quote out of 
an entirely different book. I am 
not a brave man, but nobody ever 
was a surer shot with an Express 
longbow, and no one ever filled 
more Amoans, men wd elephants, 
than I have in my time. But I do 
love hlood. I love it in regular 
i rivers all over the place, with 
I ga^es and slashes and lopped 
I heads and arms and legs rolling 
ahont everywhere. Black hlood is 
the best variety; I mean the hlood 
nf black men, because nobody really 
I cares twopence about them, and 
yon can i«as»aore several thousands 
of them in half-a-dozen lines and 
offend no single soul. And, after 
all, I am not certain that black 
men have any souls, so that makes 
things safe all round, as someone 
says in the Bah Balladsn 

CHAPIEIt IT. 

I WAS staying with my old friend 
Sir HsirET Rtteltuq last winter at 
his ancestral home in Yorkshire. 
We had been shooting aU day with ^ 
















** Then a strange thing happened.” 


Lin," said bK HENEX. I swept the 
distance with my glance. It was 
a sandy, arid distance, and, natu- 
rally enough, a small cloud of dust 
appeared. Then a strange thing 
happened. The cloud grew and 
grew. It came rolling towards us 
with an unearthly noise. Then it 
\ seemed to be cleft in two, as by 
,1 lightning, and from its centre 
•J came marching towards us a 
mighty army of Amazonian war- 
riors, in hattle-array, chanting 
the war-song of the Mariannakoo- 
kas. I must confess that my first 
instinct was to fly, my second to 
Tim, my third, and best, to remain 
r rooted to the spot, when the 
' army came within* ten yards of us, 
it stopped, as if by magic, and a 
^ stout Amazon, of forbidding aspect, 
who seemed to be the Commander- 
in-Chief, advanced to the front. 
On her head she wore an immense 
► native jelibag, tricked out with 
feathers; her breast was encased 
in a huge sEver tureens. Her waist 
was encircled with a broad girdle, 
in which were stuck all manner of 
deadly arms, stuhpans^ sorspans^ 
spihts, and deeshecloutz. In her 
left hand she carried a deadly-look- 
ing kaster, while in her right she 
brandished a massive rolinpin^ a 
frightful weapon, which produces 


indifferent results, and were returning home fagged and weary with internal wounds of the most awful find. Her regiments were simi- 
our rifles over our shoulders. I ought to have mentioned that larly armed, save that, in their case, the breast-covering was made 
CooDENT— of course, you remember Captain Coodent, E.H.— was of of inferior metal, and they wore no feathers in their head-dress, I 
the party. Ever since he had found his legs so much admired hy an The Commander held up her hand. Instantly the war-song ceased, 
appreciative' public, he had worn a kilt without stockings, in order to Then the Commander addressed us, and her voice sounded like the 
show them. This, however, was not done from vanity, I think, but song of them that address the hutchahops in the morning. And tiiis 
rather from a high sense of duty, fmr he felt that those vmo happened to was the torque she hurled at us, — 
he horn with personal advantages ought not to he deterred hy any sense « ™ 

of false modesty from gratif ying the reading pubUo hy tbeir display. Chapter IV. 

^rd, how we had lathed to see him strugghng through the cling- ‘*Oh, wanderers from a far country, I am She-who-will-never- 
ing brambles in Sir Hiesnrx’s coverts with his eye-glass in his eye Obey, the ftueen of the Mariannakookas. I rule above, and in nether 
and his Express at the trail. A.t every step his unfortunate legs had regions, where there is Eternal Eire. Behold my Word goes forth, 
been more and more tom, until there was literally not a scrap of and the Ovens are made hot, and the Kee^chen-hoi'-lars are filled 
sound skin upon them anywhere. Even the heaters, a stolid lot, had with Water. Over me no Mistress holds sway. All whom I meet I 
roared when old Yeivetebes the second keeper had brought up to keep in subjection, save only the Weeklihuks ; them I keep not down, 
poor CooDEHT a lump of flesh from his right leg, which he had found for they delight me. And the land over which I reign is made glad 
sticking on a thorn-hnsh in the centre of the high covert. Suddenly with fat and much stored up Dripn, Who are ye, aud what seek ye 
Sir Heis^x stopped and shaded his eyes with his hand anxiouriy. here? Speak ere it he too late!” And as she ceased the whole army 
We all imitated him, though for my part, not being a sportsman, I broke forth into a chorus, “ She-who-wBl-never-Ob^ has spoken! 
]^d no notion what was up. What^s the time of day, Sir The Word is gone forth! Speak, speak ! ” I confess I was alarmed, 
Hbnrx ?” I ventured to whisper. Sir Hbnrx never looked at me, and my fears were not diTninished when two of the SkulrimeKds 


duokl” shouted Sir HErax, now thoroughly aroused, I im- never-Obey,” he said, *‘we are peaceful traders, 
mediately did so, ducked right down in fact, for I did not know Commission— ” how his sentence would have endei 
what might be coming, and I am a very timid man. At that moment known. Certain it is that what he said roused tiie 
I heard a joint report from Sir Henrx and Coopbnt* It gave on the frenzy of passion. They yelled and danced round 


)ring no 
never be 
ons to' a 

He who 
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briags no Commission must die I ” tb.ej sbonted ; and in a moment 
we fonnd ourselves bound tightly hand-and-foot, and marching as 
prisoners of war in the centre of tihie Madn^nnakoohalaTid army. 

Chapter Y. 

It is nnneeessary to go throngh the details of onr marvellous 
escape from the lowest dungeon of the royal Palace of Surtah TsatjIi, 
where for months we were immured on a constant diet of suet 
pudding. Of course we did escape, but only after VilliTig ten 
thousand MarianTiahookas, and then swimming for a mile in their 
blood. CooPEET brought with him a very pretty SkuMmehd who 
had grown attached to him, but she drooped ^d pined away after he 
lost his false teeth in crossing a river, and tried to replace them with 
orange-peel, a trick he had learnt at school. Sir Hiamx’s fight with 
She-who-wiU-never-Obey is still remembered. He will carry the 
marks of her nails on Ms cheeks to Ms grave. I myself am tired of 
wandering. “ jBTojne, Sweet Kome^^ as the Bcib Ballads have it, is 
the place for me. 

THE ECO). 



AN TJNREHEAESED EFFECT. 

{By Our Own BecUer,) 

I wjflET to see the Pantomime this Christmas in our town. 

We laughed enough the opening night to bring the theatre down* 

Thepieoewas Burleybumbo^^ 
the Old Giant, and his 
Men ; 

Fairy Starlight^ LittlePop- 
sey, and the Demon of the 
Qlen^ 

The Supers were collected 
:&om the local talent 
round, 

And for Burleyhumbo's ser- 
vant the Blacksmith, 
JoHE, they found : 

A stalwart varlet was re- 
quired to carry off his 
> f foes 

To Burleybumbo Castile, 
where he ate them as he 
chose. 

His minions, who wore 
hideous masks, had 
nothiug much to say. 

So an InvxEO was not 
wanted to do their part of 
the play. 

On tMs eventful night the house was packed from roof to pit. 

And the Manager was jubilant at having made a Mt. 

The Curtain drawing slowly up, revealed a fiowery glade. 

In which the Fmry Starlight and her lovely maidens played. 

The wicked Demon then came on, and roxmd the stage did glower ; 

Ho mortal man could e’er withstand his wrath or evil power. 

Last of all came Burleybumbo with Ms crew, a motley horde, 

Oar old friend, Blacksmith Johe, was in attendance on Ms lord. 
They were singing and carousing, when a man rushed in to say 
That a dozen wealthy travellers were coming down that way. 

The band dispersed, and Md themselves, in hopes that they might 
plunder 

The unsuspecting wayfarers. Alas I now came the blunder : 

Old JoHE he wouldn’t Mde himself, but coolly walked about 
Advancing to the footlights, he looked around— but hark! a shout 

** Confound you ! Dash my 1 Just come off 1 Hi, you ! Who 

are you? Johe!” 

Hot if I knowsh it, jolly old pal ! I ’ve only just come on ! 

Thus saying, he lumbered round the stage. The Prompter’s heart 
had sunk : 

Ho doubt about the me.itoT—Burleybumboh man is drunk ! 

‘ ‘ Come off ! Come off ! ” from every wing was now the angry cry. 

Me off, indeed ! Oh, would yer ? Sh’lie to see the feller try I ” 
Burleybumbo then appeared, and vainly tried to drag him back. 
JoHE stove his pasteboard head in with a most refreshing crack. 

The wicked Demon now rushed on ; Ms supernatural might 
Was very little use to Mm on tMs surprising night. 

He tried to push Mm down the glade, but here again J ohe sold Mm ; 
He caught the Demon round the waist, and at tibe Prompter bowled 
Mm. 

Ah I such a shindy ne’er was seen, such riot and such rage— 

It was the finest ” rally” ever seen on any stage ! 

’Mid shrieks and cat-calls, whistles shrill, hysterics and guffaws, 
They rang the Curtain down amidst uproarious applause. 

The piece is still a great success^ but, I regret to se^, 

John’s name appears no longet m the MUs of that fine play I 


’NOT INSIDE OTTT. 

Fair Maiden, you ’re lookiag a vision of beauty, 

You may comfort yourself you’ve no rival to fear ; 

But you won’t take it iU if I feel it my duty 
To wMsper a word of advice in your ear. 

How, the word would be this— when the daylight is dawning, 

Or, at any rate, when it ’s more early than late. 

Pray remember the coachmauj who, fitfully yawning 
Outside in the street, finds it weary to wait. 

You reck not at all of the hours that are fleeting. 

You ask for an “ extra”— you can’t be deiii^. 

But though, doubtless, soft nothings may set your heart healing, 
Yet they’re awfully cold for the people outside. 

Want of thought, not of heart, is the reason as ever. 

So if you find leisure to read through tMs^rhyme, 

When you order your carriage, in future endeavour 
To prevent any waiting— by being in time, 

OUR BOOKINQ-OFFICE. 

The Publisher of The Century Illustrated Monthly Magazine^ 
earnestly requests the reviewer, appealirig to Ms heart in the reddest 
of red ink, on a slip of paper pasted on to the cover of the Magazine, 
not to extract and quote more than one column of ‘‘Talleyrand’s 
Memoirs,” wMoh appear in tMs 
number for January. The Pub- 
lisher of the C. Z Jf. M. does 
not appeal personally to the Baron 
—who is now the last, bar one, of 
the Barons, and that bar one is 
one at the Bar,— but, for all that, 
the Baron hereby and herecm takes 
Ms solummest Half-a-Davey or 
his entire Davey, that he will 
not write, engrave, or represent, 
or cause to be, &c., for purposes 
of quotation, one single word, 
much less line, of Tallyho^-heg 
pardon, of Talleyrand, — extracts 
from whose memoirs are now ap- 
pearingin the aforesaid (7. J. ilf. Jf. 

But all he will say at present is 
tMs, that, if the secret and private 
Memoirs haven’t got in them any- 
thing more thrilling or startling, or out of the merest common-place, 
than appears in tMs number of the C, J. fif., then the Baron will say 

that he would prefer reading such contributions as M. de Biowitz’s 
story of “ How he became a Special,” or The Pigmies of the African 
Forest by Henry M. Stanley in the same number of this Mag. 

What the Baron dearly loves is, EtilOT Stock-ie-trade s The 
Booh-worm, always most interesting to Book-worms, and almost as 
interesting to Book-grubs or Book-hutterfiies. By the way, the 
publisbiug office of The Book-worm ought to he in Grub Street. For 
what sort of fish is The Book-worm an attractive bait ? I suppose 
there are queer fish in the Old Book trade that can take in any 
number of Book-worms, as is shown from a modern instance, well 
and wisely commented upon in tMs very number for January, No. 
wMch is excellent food for worms ; the whole series, indeed, must he 
a very Diet of Worms. Success to the Book-worm I May it pow 
to double tihie size, and be a glow-worm, to enlighten us in the bye- 
paths of literature. “ Proeit / ” says the Baron. 

I would that some oue would write of Broweieg’s work as Heert 
Tae Dyee has written of GCeneysoe’s, To the snperfioial and 
cursory reader of the Laureate, the Baron, sitting by the fire on a 
winter’s night, the wind howling over the sea, and the snow dnftmg 
against’ the window, and being chncked in handfuls down 
chiTYiTiey, and feizzbng on the fire, says, get this book, published hy 
Eieie MAxfusW'S : ca donne d penser, and tMs is its great mOTit* 
“ Gome into the G^den, Maud ” — ^no, thank you, not to-i^ht ; hw 
give me my shepherd’s pipe, with the fragrant bird s-eye in it, with 
Tov ypoyov, while I sit by the cheerful fire, in the best of good 
company— my books. ^ ^ 

Our Mr. GRiPJi’ixjiES (Chester, Mathew, Broome, ^ 

EITHES) has beeu all the way From Bedford Bow to Swa^eland, 
and has written a lively narratave of Ms perfious journey. ^ He went 
on a professional retainer. You don’t catch Bedford Bow in Swazie-^ 
land on other terms. Being there, he kept Ms eyes opm, saw a 
good deal, and describes Ms impressions in racy fasMon. He md not 
like the coffee served en route, and was disappointed with the 
Southern Cross ; hut on the whole enjoyed the trip. One would 
naturally expect that the price of Me byk woMd be six-^d-eight- 
peuoe, or, regarding it in wie form of a lett^, three-and-fourpence, 
but Bradbury, Ageew, & Co. issue it at a 

' The Baroe be Booe-Wobms & Co. 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

Ottr Artist, “WelIi, how do toit like the Porteaits, Miss BuKinr? The Sitters are all Old Fribhds oe yours, I believe?” 
Miss B)inny {triumphavdly). Yes; and, only think, I'Ve actually managed to Guess them all I ” 


AEBITEITIOK 

Seal^ suddenly emerging^ loquitur : — 

Bel\y, you two lubbers, avast there I avast there I 
What sig:iiifies Equalling and squabbling ? 

You’re bom argufjing a good bit too fast there, 

W'hilst that which you stand on seems wobbling. 

You’ll be in a mess, Messmates, shortly, the pair of you, 

G-ive me a thought in the matter I 
My interest ’s at stake, and it isn’t quite fair of you 
Me to ignore ’midst your clatter. 

If ’twere not for me, Mates, this cold Behring’s Sea, Mites, 
Would hardly strike you as so tempting. 

Do grant your poor prey, if I may make so free. Mates, 

Prom slaughter some annual exempting I 
I ’m worried and walloped without intermission 
IJntil even family duties 

Quite fail, whibt your countrymen cudgel and fish on. 

By Jingo, some of ’em are beauties I 

My poor wife and children have not half a chance, Mates. 

That’s not to your interest, I reckon. 

Cease shindy, and on a new course make advance, Mates, 
Where sense and himanity beckon. 

There’s not much of either in cruelly clubbing 
M^ progeny all out of season ; 

And if you are bent upon mutual drubbmg, 

You must quite have parted with reason. 

Mare clausum, be blowed ! That ’s all Blaine’s big bow-wow. 
Mates. 

Men can’t thus monopolise oceans. 

Diplomacy must find a compromise now, Mates, 

And, well— I have told you my notions. 

^ close-time, — I shall be very grateful— 

And leave the Sea open I What more, Mates ? 

Por brothers like you to be huffing, is hateful. 

Be friends, think of me, and — hong swor. Mates ! 

ilHves under* j 


UP-TO-TIME TABLE, PROM THE NORTH. 


Carlisle 
Hawick 
Galashiels . 

Motherwell 


• • 

• - I 


Morning 

Mineral 

General 

Fast. 

and Pari. 

Express. 

7 A.M. to 
9*30 

11 A.M. A 

HoonP 

12*15 



4 30 

B 


9-45 

•I. 

2-15 0 

1 P.M. 

1 


(Stopped 

f 4 P.M. C 

3-19 H 

by riot) 

) 


3*30 

5 D 


9*45 A.M. 

... 

11-261 

12*30 P.M. 

... 

... 

6*13 

... 

• . . 

1 12 A,M. 

3 A. 1 I. to 9 

... 

9 ’23 

4 •• 

3-5 J 

11*6 

7 P.M, ? E 

1 A..M. K 


Traffic and 
Sven. Mail. 


9 p,M. L 

1 A.M. M 
3-20 N 


Perth . . . 9*45 A.M. ... ir2G I 

Glasgow , . . 12*30 P.M. 

Aberfeldy . . . 6*13 

Dundee . . . 112a,m. 3 a.m. to 9 

Inverness . . . 9’23 ... 3*5 J 

Aberdeen . . . 11*6 7 p.m. ? E 1 a.m. K 0 

A— Takes delayed pig-iron and third-class passengers. B— Half 
of train stops here through breaking an axle-uin. C— Passengers, 
for protection, get under seats of carriages. D— Stops for repairs. 
E— Having had a collision at the junction for Aberfeldy, will come 
on, if there are any passengers equal to finishing the journey. 

P — Starts under tne management of a Director, and, owing to a 
misunderstanding, dashes ofi to Aberdeen, without stopping. 
G— Doesn’t stop, but knocks over a station-master. H— Is pelted 
as it tears toough the station by ex-employes, I— Knocks over 
another station-master. J— Meets a pilot-engine, which it splits 
in haH. K— Goes at fuU speed through the end of the terminus, 
depositing the passengers in a heap in the middle of the town. 

L— Tram starts, made up of horse-boxes and luggage-vans full 
of three weeks’ arrears of parcels, first-class carriages, Post-office van, 
fifty coal-trucks, and a wild beast show, the Directors wishing to make 
up for lost time. M— Train breaking down here, mail and passengers 
only forwarded. H— Train attacked by rioters. Pitched Battle with 
the passengers. ^ 0— Telegram from Motherwell saying, that owing to 
police intervention, train starts the day after to-morrow. 
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SHOCKING ! 


Fair NeW‘E7iglan,der {sperdvng the Winter in the Old Gountry\ ** Oh, what a Love 1 
And is ir the First yoh have Shot this Year, Captain Kasper?’' 


TOO CIVIL BY HALF; OR, PAST, PfiESEHT, AND FUTURE. 

(-4 Drama Founded— more or less — ujpon Facts.) 

ACT L — “PAST.” — Interior of the Savings Bank Department of the G,F»0, 
Employes engaged upon their worh^ The hour for customary cessation of 
labour strikes., 

Official of a Higher Grade. Officers and Gentlemen, tlie exigencies of the 
Public Service require yonr presence for some time longer. I beg yon to 
continue yonr work. 

A Hundred Employes. Keverl {Aside.) Hal ha I the employment of Female 
Clerks is avenged ! 

Off. {almost in tears). Keconsider yonr decision, I beg— I implore I 
Another Hundred JSmployh. I^'everl {Aside.) Seven hours a day and no 
longer — shall be secured at one fell swoop I 

Off. {with indescribable eynotion). Oh, my country! Oh, my Savings Bank 
Depositors! Oh, my dignity of the Civil Service! 

[Faints in the arms of faithful Employes, whilst the other Clerks defiantly 
depart. Tableau. 

ACT II. — “PKESEN'T.” — Magnificent apartments of the P.-M.-Gen. in the 
G. P. O. Deputation of contrite Employes listening to the eloquent speech of 
their Official Chief. 

P. M. G. {in effect). I am delighted that yon are such good fellows. Tour 
conduct in owning that you were wrong in refusing to work after regular 
official hours, almost efEaces a painful page in the history of St. Martin’s-le- 
Grand. Let it be clearly nnderstood that extra work is not compulsory, 
hut^ at not undertaken, may lead (as in the present instance) to immediate 
suspension, if not dismissal. Surely no one can object to that? {Contrite 
Officials express mournful approval.) And now good-bye, and A Happy Hew 
Year. As for the future— hope, my good friends, hope !^ 

[Exeunt the contrite Employes, leaving the Officials of a ffigher Grade 
agitating the nerves controlling their eyelids spasmodically. 

ACT III. — “FHTUEE.” — Same Scene as Act L Yenerable Employes 
discovered^ after twenty yeari further service. 

First Venerable Employi. Kemember the words J^ken a score of winters 
ago— Hope, brother, hope ! 

Second Venerable Employi. Yes— Hope, brother, hope I 
[As the Scene closes^ the entire Establishment are left continuing the self^ 
sustaining^ but rather profitless employment^ indefinitely. Curtain. 

A Son of the Fool. By the Author of A Daughter of the Pyramids. 


Born August 10, 1823. Died January 4, 1891. 

What words avail to honour friends departel, 

Gone from the gatherings which so long they graced ? 
What phrase seems fit when comrades loyal-hearted 
Mourn a loved presence late by death displaced ? 

Ho formal elegiacs fashioned coldly, 

Beseem the memory of that manly soul, 

Whose simple, downright spirit trod so boldly 
Life’s most sequestered ways from start to goal. 

Hot rank’s trim pleasaunce, nor parades of faidiion 
Tempted his genius ; his the great highway 
Where, free from courtly pride and modish passion, 

Toil tramps, free humours crowd, rough wastrels stray. 

Therein his magic pencil laboured gladly, 

Fixing for ever on his chosen page 
In forms fond memory now reviews so sadly 
The crowded pageant of a passing age. 

What an array I How varied a procession I 
The humours of the parlour, sho^, and street ; 
PhOistia’s every calling, craft, profession, 

Cockneydom’s cheery cheek and patter fleet. 

Scotch dryness, Irish unction and cajolery, 

Waiterdom’s wiles, Beacondom’s pomp of port ; 

Kuatic simplicity, domestic drollery, 

The freaks of Service and the fim of Sport ; 

And all with such true art, so fine, unfailing, 

Of touch so certain, and of charm so fresh, 

As to lend dignity to Cabmen railing, 

To f ustianed clods and fogies full of flesh. 

Hor human humours only ; who so tender 
Of touch when sunny Nature out-of-doors 
Wooed his deft wncil r Who like him could render 
Meadow or hedgerow, turnip-field, or moor ? 

Snowy perspective, long suburban winding 
Of bowery road-way, villa-edged and tnm. 

Iron-railed city street, where gas-lamps b lindi n g 
Glare through the foggy distance dense and dim ? 

All with that broad free force, whose fascination 
All felt, and artists most, that dexterous sleight ^ 
Which gave our land the unchallenged coTisuTmnatioii 
Of graphic mastery in Blaok-and-'WTiite. 

Pleasant to dwell on, and a proud possession. ^ 

How the tired hand that snap^ that world is still. 
Leaving an ineffaceable impression 
TJpon the age that fired its force and skill. 

Honoured abroad as loved at home, how ample. 

The tribute to that modest spirit paid ! 

To pushing quackery a high example, 

A calm rebuke to egotist parade I 

Frank, loyal, unobtrusive, simple-hearted, ^ 

Loving his book, his pipe, his song, his friend. 

Peaceful he lived and peacefully departed, 

A gentle life-course, with a gracious end. 

IrrepaTable loss to Art, deep sorrow 
To those his comrades, who so loved the man, 

And who had hoped for many a sunny morrow 
To greet that gallant spirit in the van. 

That tail, spare form, that ouil-orowned head, the 
knitting 

Of supple hands behind it as he sat, 

That quaint face-wrinkling suule like sunshine flitting, 
The droll, dry comment, the quotation pat ; 

The smaD oft-loaded pipe, of ancient moulding, 

The brazen box that held the well-loved weed ; 

Who shall forget who once was graced by holding 
In friendship’s clasp the hand now still indeed? 

Farewell, great artist, comrade staunch and loyal! 

Few simpler lives our feverish age hath seen. 

Could pomp high-pinnacled, or trappings royal, 

Add Aonoiir to the memoiy of Krene r 



goblin transformation scene from the IRISH EXTRAVAGANZA OF THE 0»RIP VAN WINKLE. 

Where the Some-Rvler cfBuM's time awakes to find aZl the vmild-de die-iaters suddenly heeome mere mushrooms. 
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SHAH (LEFEVRE) AND THE SULTAN. 








the forty guests, “inoludiug the Austrian Ambassador,” 
looked on, green with envy. 

It ’s a eniious thing,” said the Sultait, laying down 
a hook he had been reading when Our EepiesentatiTe 
entered, *‘that, whmi you were announced, 1 had jtmt 
come upon a reference by your great Poet to your still 
geater Statesman. You know &6 line in Lockandkey 

“ ‘ Oh the dreary, drear Lefbybb ! Oh the barren, barren ! 
ShawP” 


I w “ That,” Our Eepresentative writes, is not precisely 

||g^S|W)V ^/ y the Ime ^ I remember it ; but I make it a rule never to 

Accordingly His Majesty proceeded; *^And so, my 
^ good Cousin, Mr, Funch, wants to know all about this 

nW interview, the hruit of which has shaken the Universe. 

His wishes are commands to me. In the £rst place, I 
(though this is not for publication), that it 
was by the merest accident I had the advantage of 
knowing your g:^t countryman. I heard there had 
come to Oonstantino^e one Fjskdebicji HA^KRif ok, head 
N/ of a sect called the Positivists. I am, you know, in my 
Vv way, and within the limits of my kingdom, one of the 
most absolute Positivists of the age. I wanted to see 
the English apostle, and told them to ask Mm to dinner. 
Somehow things got mixed up, and, at the prelimiTiary 
morning call, the Shah Lefevhe walked in. Had never 
VST* ft. raHa« of weeks nreoedinv Christ- of idm before, hnt gathered from Chabih Pacha, 

mas, Europe was MstSrhedVrSnours ^ohad been talking to Wahah Eefekui, who, had seen 
S ftmom^tons mtfflview riDorted to WooBS Pao^ who had spent an hour withTAMBEEX, 


to Ve GWore hei'ng ixerely figire-head, i^co^T 

Imperial Mejesty the SraxAir. The “ P»y. ^ “ «ile ^der 

other WM an Eiglieh Statesman, the diaplea^. Allah is ^dl Here was a 

AATiTiapllAT of ao ET-Premier thrown into my hands. I forgot all about Peedhrick 
ffiflievedSi^ayTirle^stora - W Chaaie Pacha and W^.E^ni 

real author of some of his supreme to entertamthe Shah m the mte-^amber wi^ eoffw 
m^es. The natnraJly retiring dis- cigawttes, dinwing him out on ^ema and Egypt. 
SSS of the gtateemai in ou^tion. Meanwhile I crept under the sp% and heard every word. 


J/^ ^ gAueS SH^ verl ato about A^enia not ^ 

“V matter oottoeming himself, made d»TO about Egypt. At end of hour and h^ heg^ to 

of Tffhioh Ti T' 0T)c>^L afp^dra ^Qi^ne Tfid ^ror^c out^"“^roui^i Eotendi’s Wellington boot a note, on which I had 
con8€(iuence8 of wtoch on L^nd^ ’»mtten, ‘Take him to see my horse.* So they went i>S 

remained for ever hidden but for the rolWws Mtaon of tte^i^onCon^o^^ aa soon as oobt was clear, I crept out; 

dents of various proyioial papers, t^uHt shut mvkf up in room for rest of day. Heard after- 

inaccurate rewrts of the ward8thattheycamehack,theSHAHmueTiimpreBsedwith 

to faet'tot to ot^pMty to 

this eminent man. We see anonymous Talks about ordering round the Fleet. ‘ Better ask him 

approaching ” toe Sh^, to tom he ought t^^l^ fw dinner,’ said YAMBfiEX ; so despatched Grand Cham- 

an audience.’’ We SM him “declining to do so toe berlain m carriage and rii. The Shah molHfied ; gave 

fl.Ti AftfivA TiRTf in the Rc^tatmn m England on Inc snoiect ot tne puigaxi^ , . ® a 


an audience.” We see him “declinmg to do so on the gromd 
an active part in the agitation in England on the subject 


berlain in carriage and six. The Shah mollified; gave 


an active , part in agitaUon m Engl^a on ine sumec^ Mm a good dinner : plenty of electric lights. Afterwards 

atrocikes in 1877, it wo^d not be right t^t I shotod ^st mys^ on toe ^ag%ood enough to see me rai toe dais. Tried to get 
attention of the Soitak.”. It is generally toought at Stam^^.and elwv^re j. | afieration in attitude of English Liberal 


IS. Hot to he 
notMngto you 


me DUX.X3JN o uuxBo; iiiuiK ttwuu avi j r, authorised to speax ou Denali oi tnose ± amponxicauy 

W qniveitog under toe in^t. ,Had framed teWmwd^ toe Biitito witof^t personaUy I am oppo^ to the 

Fleettotbe BosphoTOS, when YAMBEEX tMed UP. pale and toembling, h^ occuWon of ^Igypt by English troops.’ There’s an 
the Shah to do nothing rash; explained rfc was ^ a mistake. ThisfeHowedup 

?on ! Tour Macbiavelxis, your Talebteahds 

by invitation to dine at the Palace toe foUowiM day. j ■^ted some time, and given away 

Allt^ andwlmtfoUowedat toedinnCT; howtoewW’ez^mt^e^ all L notoing. except the memo^that wifi 

electric bghts, and a great display of plate”; how the Sx^ah, ooncentratog over rest with me of harag been privileged to see this 
his attention on the bIas, and forgetMof poor PBp^CK Ha^twh, who^d, ^”e«^TO^e^^ng 

somehow, been elbowed into ohsonrity, paid court to ’ Here the Stjltak clawed Ms hands three times, and I 

howherecmvedhim on the dais, and how cpningly, Our Eepresentative, hem^g carefuUy placed in a sack, 

endeavoured to secure on the spot the evacuation of Egypt, is told m the Shah s dropped into the Bosphorus, whence he was rescued 
[ delicious narrative. ^ in time to send off tMs despatch for publication in the 

Mr, Punchy sharmg in the thnlling interest ^is disclosure has ci®a.ted Number, 

throughout the civilised world, has been anxious to compile toe record by 

supplementing toe Shah’s account of the interview, with toe Sxjxtak s own ;ioTr a (»avi<fioTn«'n 

veiLn. Thil was, at toe outset, difficult. Obs^es we m the way, Ac^iara 

but toev were overcome bvtoe pertinacity and ingenuity of Our Eepresenta-? well known m the world o± Sport ana J^a^g 

tive, whoI^U^d himseM (iLted with the S^ah on the v^ dais from on toe Serpentine, and feU m vato a fnend. Bothyifiae 

which Shah Leeethb had conferred with his Imperial Majesty wl^t other of getting on wdl when onrrq?ort«r left. , 4 
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Bxtract from Beport of the O'. O. 
Birthday Speech at Hawarden;— 
“And I do not hesitate to betray to you this 
secret, that not infrequently in the summer 
months, wbraa binding my way homewards a^r 
midnight, sometimes Tery long after it, from tne 
House of Commons, I have stopped my course for 
a moment by the side of the dn nk i n g foimtain in 
Great George Street, Westminster, when there was 
nobody to look at me, and have induced m the 
rsfresbing draught which was there affor^d me, 
feeling at the same time that I was not performing 
any action which could expose me to the rewni- 
ment or displeasure of my excellent friend whose 
is w5l known to you all — Sir wilfb-H) 
Xawson.'' 



G. 0. M (io Umelf). hope Lawson isn’t 
looking at me.” 

I'D BE A CRIMINAL. 

A Song of the Kitling Sensation. 
Tune — J’ d ie a Butterfly * 

I*D be a crimiiial, bom in a slum, 

Where refuse, and rowdies, and raggeduess 

For when to the court for my trial I come, 

I ’ll be gazed on by all that is gracious and 
sweet. 

Fair dames of the land will aotaowledge my 
power, [feet; 

And Scientists sage will be slaves at my 
Offers oimaxriage I ’ll get in full sbower, 
And fools in my cause iu tneir thousands 
will meet. 

They’E trot out each new “soientiffc” 
vagary, 

Some hope of esoape to my prison to bring. 
And scribes on my case will be sportive and 
airy , lor spg. 

And teU how I look, eat, sleep, dress, talk 

Those I have butchered will get scant atten- 
Interest ’s sure to be centred in me. [tion, 
Painters will picture me, poets may mention, 
Beauties discuss me at five o’clock tea. 

Mad doctors will fight o’er my mental oon- 
dtition, 

Hypnotists swear I was somebody’s to^ ; ^ 
And 2 1 ’m condemned, why a Monster Peti- 
tion fool. 

Will promptly be signed by each faddist 

Murder— and good Dr. LiiiGOis of Nancy 
Will back you, Labeuxebe will help you 
1 ’d be a Murderer, that is my fancy, [away. 
He is the only true Hero to-day I 


THE AMUSING RATTLE’S TOPICAL NOTE- 
BQOK> 

(For the Use of DinerS'-out amd other Ama^ 
teur Frdertainers . ) 

The Strihe in Scotland—You might sug- 
gest, that^were it in Ireland, one might see a 
fail way out of j it, or rather in it. ihis jest 
may be expected to be appreciated by a par- 
son’s wife of the sharper sort. Something 
ought to be got out of visit of the agitator 
BuENS to the North Ex^ple 
be done in this direction Peo^ who play 
with fire (persons who go m for strikes) must 
expect Burns.” However, be careful not to 
say this to a SootobmaTi, or he inay want 
your hlood before yon get to the cigarettes. 
North Britons are very j'ealous of the reputa- 
tion of their national poet, and permt no 
jokes upon the subject. You see, in letting 
off your witticism at a Scotchman, yon wotIu 
have to explain that it was a joke. Ton 
might also Wt that it was “hard lines’’ 
for the Railway Companies concerned ; but 
this will provoke gloom rather than gwety 
amongst those who have invested m Cale- 
donians and North British. If yon talk about 
the riots in connection with the movement, 
you might say that the pugnacious rioters 
remind yon of safety matches, for they not 
only strike, but strike on the box . 

The Parnell Kegociations in 
Yon can say something about 0 Beeen s 
invitation to Mr. Pabneel to pay him. an 
evening visit on the French ooasti reminds 
yon of the once popular song, ^^Meet me hy 
Moonlight, Boulogne^ If are told that 
“Boulogne” should be Alone, return, 
“ Precisely— borrowed a word — Boulogne was 
a loan.” This ought to go with roars. At 
a Smoking Concert you might suggest that 
Mr. O’Beibn was just the man to^ settle a 
quarrel, because even when he was in prison 
he took an absorbing interest m the •proper 

adjustment of breeches ! . 

The Mow at the Post O^ce. — As the 
Savings’ Bank Department has for years been 
the Cinderella of the Civil Service, this is a 
subject tbat will not create much interest; 
however, yon might possibly extract a pl®^" 
santry out of the name of ^ the present Post- 
master-General in connection with tlm now- 
appeased employes* With a tittle trouble you 
snould be able to say something quite spark- 
ling about what the ** officers ” hoe to Maikes . 

The Portuguese Difficulty ^ in Afnca* 
Rather a good subject at a Christmas Dinner, 
where relatives (on particularly affectionate 
and intimate terms) are gathered together. 
Say you have got to the dessert, and you start 
the subject. Observe thatit is fortunate that 
the Sultan ofTueeet is not interested m 
the matter, or there would be furthe r tro ubi e 
of a like character. To the question, “ Why ? 
reply, taking up a bottle of red wine to point 
your witticism, “would it not be a second 
difficulty with the Porte, you geese f To 
make the jest perfect, connect Turkey in 
Europe with the dinaon aux matrons, of 
which you will have just partaken. 

The Weather*— li forced to fall back upon 
this venerable subject (which should only be 
broached in the ^ds of Cornwall, or other 
equally primitive spots), of course you can 
speak of a hard frost being “ an ice day for a 
hunting-man, although he is sure to swear 
at it.’° If the weather breaks, you may 
observe, “ Pou thaw soj^ but not when you 
have to shout the quibble through the ear- 
trumpet of a deaf old maid. And this, with 
the other witticisms recorded above, should 
carry you (by desire) into the middle of next 
weex. 


A Deadly Kiss. — ^The Hotoh-kiss. 


A PANTOMIMIC EEYEEIE. 

{By a Slippered Pantodoon*”) 

Tax-Gatueev.es molest one’s door, 

The streets are choked with messy mist ; 

I ’m the proverbial Bachelor, 

An old, prosaic Pessimist. 

Yet somehow — who can tell me why ? — 
Drged by the Past’s dim Phantom, I’m 

Disposed my cosy Club to fly, ^ 

And prank it at the Pantomime. 

A Phantom weird of things forgot I 
My mother, proud of me at her 

Sweet side — our yellow chariot — 

The long, long drive— the theatre— 



My fear to miss -my thrill when iut- 
The Fairy Q,neen, the jolly King— 

The laughter flung at Harlequin, 

And Pantaloon arollicking. 

And sister Peue, and brother Tim, 

(I scarcely recollected them). 

Magnificent in gala trim : 

Dear me, how I respected them • _ 

I deemed them quite grown up, so bold 
Seemed they, glared so defiantly : 

Yet they, too, cowered to behold 
Prone before Jack tbe Giant lie. 

Yes ! Where is Tim, where Peue, alack! 

Where mother fondly pliant now ? 
Where for that matter too is J acx, ^ 

And where the grisly Giant now t 
In lonely stall, with vacant brow 
I sit and eye the coryphees : 

In my time they were Fairies ; now 
They seem to me but sorry fays. 

Tbe pageantry is twice as grand. 

The wealth of wealth embarrasses ; 

And yet this is not elfinland 
But great Augustus Haebis s. 

The blase children vote it fiat. 

When Mister Clown cries, ‘ ‘ Here ’s a go I” 
Yes, there ’s the box where erst we sat 
And laughed so, sixty years ago. 

The very box : I think, you knoTss 
Tbe reason 1 ’m so queer to-mght 
Is merely because long ago , 

Here faces were not here to-mght. 

I ’d best be off Bless me 1 no Clown i 

No Stage ?— no Past invidious ? 

No Orobestra ?— but simply Beown 
Snoring tbe midnight hideous I 

No Drury Laue ? — no tinsel fiare ? — 

Offiy a Club, an^ one who there 
Forgot in sleep his Fogeydom! 

Welcome my Transformation Scene ; 

I ’m dull once more, and every 
Old Bachelor like me, I ween, ^ 

May muse at times his revene. 


03* ]fOTlCE.-EeJected Coamnmications or Contributions, whether MS., P^ted Matter, Drawings, ^ 
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MR. PUNCHES PRIZE NOVELS. 

No. XII.— THE MATE OF THE MAELINSPIKE, 

{By Shark Mtjssell ; Author of Brect wi£h a Stove in JSer** My 
Qyy made to wheeze f “ The HoTnance of a Benny Parlour,'' A 
Booh for the Bannock f Found the Out on Firef “ The Mystery of 
the Lotion Jarf “ The Jokes o' Lead," <fec., <fcc,, dsc,) 

[“Here you are, my hearty,” writes the Author, “ this is a regular briny 
ocean story, all storms and thunderclaps and sails and rigging and soaring 
masts and bellying sails. How about ‘av-ast heaving’ and ‘shiver my 
timbers,’ and * son of a sea- cook,’ and all that ? No, thank you ; that kind 
of thing ’s played out. M ARRYAT was aU very well m his day, but that day ’s 
gone. The public requires stories about merchant ships, and, by Neptune, the 
public have them, with all kinds of hairy villains and tempest-tossed 
wrecks and human interest and no end of humour, likewise word-pictures of 
ships and storms. That ’s me. So clear the decks, and here goes,”] 
Chapier I. 

We were in mid-ocean. Over the vast expanses of the oily sea no 
ripple was to be seen although Captain Babbuak kept his binoculars 
levelled at the silent horizon for three-quarters of an hour by the 
saloon clock. Far away in the 
murky distance of the mysterious 
empyrean^ a single star dashed 
with a weird brilliance down upon 
the death-like stillness of the 
immemorial ocean. Yet the ^ood 
old Marlinspike was rolling from 
side to side and rising and railing 
as if the liquid expanse were 
stirred by the rush of a tempest 
instead of lying as motionless^ as 
a country congregation during 
the rector’s sermon. Suddenly 
Captain Babbuam closed his 
binoculars 3vith an angry snap, 
and turned to me. BSs face 
showed of a dark purple under 
Ms wMte cotton night-cap. 

“The silly old sMp,” he mut- 
tered. half to Mmself and half to 
me, “is trying to make heavy 
weather of it: but I’ll be even 
with her, I ’ll be even with her.” 

“You’ll find it a very odd 
thing to do,” I said to Mm, 
jocosely. 

He sprang at me like a sea- 
horse, and reared Mmself to Ms 
f uH height before me. 

“ Come, Mr. Tuglet,” he con- 
tinued, speaking in a low, mean- 
ing voice, * ‘ can you take a star ? ” 

Sometimes,” I answered, 
humouring Ms strange fancy: 

“ but there ’s only one about, and 
it seems a deuce of a long way 
off— however. I’ll try;” and, 
with that, I reached my arm up 

in the direction of the solitary a, . . 

planet, wMoh lay in the vast obscure like a small silver candlestiok, 
with a greenish tinge in its icy sparkling, mirrored far below in the 
indigo fiood of the abysmal sea, while a grey scud came sweeping up, 
no one quite knew whence, and hung about the glossy face of the 
silent luTniuary like the shreds of a wedding veil, scattered by a 
honey-moon quarrel across the deep spaces lar beyond the hairy 
coamings of the booby-hatch. .i. i. tj* 

“FoMl” said the Captain, softly, “I don’t mean that. If you 



and half amused 

«.v 0-1 ^ ^ o^wd. 

It’s one of Dent’s best, given me by my aunt, and I ’ve had it for 
nigh upon ” 

But the Captain had left me, and was at that moment engaged on 
his after-supper occupation of jockeying a lee yard-arm, whue me 
first mate, Mr. Sowstbr, was doing Ms best to keep up mth 
rough commanding officer by danglmg to windward on the flemsh 
horse, wMoh, as it was touched in the wind and gone in Ihe forelegs, 
stumbled violently over the buttery hatchway and hurled its venture- 
some rider iato the hold. nwAPTmt II. 

Os the following morning we were all ritting in the palatiri saloon 
of the Marlinspike, We were all there, all the characters, that is to 
say, necessary for the completion of a first class three-volume ocean 
novel. On my right sat the cayenne-peppery Indian ^onel. a maU 
Tin an wiih a fierce face and a tight collar, who roars like a bull and 


says, “ Zounds, Sir,” on the slightest provocation. Opposite to him 
was Ms wife, aEoman-nosed lady, with an imperious manner, and a 
Colonel-subduing way of curling her lip. On my left was the funny 
man. As usual he was of a sea-green colour, and might be expected 
at any moment to stagger to a port-hole and call faintly for the 
steward. Further down the table sat two young nincompoops, 
brought on board specially in order that they might fulfil their 
destiny, and fill out my story, by falling in love with the fiuffy- 
haired English girl who was sitting between them, and poutmg 
equally and simultaneously at both. There was also the stout 
German who talks about “de sturm und der vafes.” And beside 
him was the statuesque English beau^, whose eyes are of the rich 
blackness of Ithe tropic sky, whose voice has a large assortment of 
sudden notes of haughtiness, while the studied msolence of h^ 
mauTier first freezes her victims and then incontinently and incon- 
sistently scorches them. Eventually her proud spirit be tamed, 

f robably by a storm, or a sMp-wreck, or by ten days in an open boat. 

diall then secure your love, my peerless A raminta, and you will 
marry me and turn out as soft and gentle as the moss-rose which now 
nestles in your raven tosses. The Colonel was speakjTig, 

“ Zounds, Sir I ” he was saying. “ I don’t know what you mean 

by effects. All mine are onboard. 
What do you say, Mr. Tugiet ? ” 
he went on, looMng at me with a 
look full of corkscrews and broken 
glass, while Ms choleric face 
showed of a purple hue under the 
effort of utterance. 

“ Well, Colonel,” I repHed, in 
an off-h^d way, so as not to 
irritate Mm, “I keep my best 
effects here;” and, so saying, I 
produced my note - book, and 
tapped it significantly. “ What, 
for mstance, do you say to tMs?” 

But, what follows, needs an- 
other chapter. 

Charter III. 

I FOUNB the place in my note- 
book, cleared my voice, and began. 
“ The sMp was sailing gloriously 
under a press of canvas. Her 
foretopgallant-sail swelled to its 
cotton-like hue out of the black 
shadow of its incurving. High 
aloft, the swelling squares of her 
studding-sails gleamed in the 
sliBsu o£ [p&lo luTnmftyyi 
fiinging her frosty light from 
point to point of the taperag 
masts, wMeh rose, rose, rose intc 
the morning air, as though with 
intent to pierce the glowmg orb 
of day, poised in the heavens like 
one vast ball of liquid fire. 
Through the wind-hushed spaces 
of the canvas, where the f oretbp- 

maststay-sail ” 

“ I know lhat foretopmaststay^ 
sail,” said the funny man, suddenly. I withered Mm with a look, 
and turned over the page. , ™ i 

“Here,” I said, “is another tip-topper. What do you tMnk of 
tMs for a storm ‘ The liquid acclivities were rising taller, and 
more threatening. With a scream of passion the tortured ship 
hurled itself at their deep-green crests. Cascades of rain, and h^, 
and snow, were dashing down npon her unprotected bulwarks. 
The inky sky was one vast thunder-clap, out of wMoh the steely 
shaft of an electric flash pierced its dazzling path into the heart of 
the raving deep. The scud ^ 

“I know that scud,” said a hateful voice. But, betoe I could 
anuiMlate its owner, the pale face of Mr. SpnpEGS, yuth his dead- 
eyes turned in, dashed hreatMessly into the saloon. By all tot s 
holy,” he shouted, “the Captain’s gone mad, and the crew have 
thrown off all’Msgmse. We are manned by ourang-outangs I 

Chapter IY. 

Never Bb »n I forget the horrors of the scene that ensued. We 
clewed up the mizzen royal, we lashed the foretop to make it spm 
upon its keels. The second dog watoh barked his shms to me bone, 
and a tail of men hauled upon me halliards to ma^head the yard. 
Nothing availed. We had to be wrecked and wrecked we wexe^ and 
as I clasped Araminta’s trustful head to my breast, the pale iTunmary 
paiiiTig through the augry wrack glittered m phantasmal splendour 

on to send *^011 

[Here to MS. ends tmaccomitably.— Ed. Bmch.1 
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CANINE CONEIDENCES. 

Clever Dog^ to the Minister of Agriculture^ loquitur:-- 

PoTTTini-RB, put the muzzle on I Potterer, takeitofE again I 
That is not the way, my friend, cruel raUes to restrain. 
Talie my tip I 

As to self-styled/* friends of dogs,” too preposterous by 
half. 

Who object to all restraint, they deserve on seat or calf 
One sharp nip. 

It is doggish interest hydrophobia to stamp out ; 

’Tis a curse to us canines ; that no person well can doubt 
Who has sense. 

Xhey who tl^inlr we doggies share old maid’s sentimental 
fad, 

Just as though it really were a dog’s privilege to go mad. 
Must be dense. 

Muzzles are a bore, of course, rather troublesome at times, 
But I ’d rather have my nose made incapable of crimes. 
Than go free. 

With the chance of “going ofi,” giving friend or foe a 
bite. [sight, 

And be clubbed to death or shot, murdered in my mask’s 
Don’t suit me ! 

ITever mind the fussy frumps, the old women of each sex ; 
Better raise their rea dyw rath than the prudent public vex 
With crass rules. 

Muzzles now and collars then, partial orders soon relaxed ; 
Men rebel when with caprice they are tied, or teased, or 
taxed, lElse they ’re fools. 

Keep the muzzles on a year, regularly, and all rounds 
Every doggy of high breed, mongrel puppy,, whelp or 
hound. Will give thanks 

To the Minister who tries hydrophobia to stamp out 
Once for all o’er all the land, with consistency, and without 
Pottering pranks 1 

Mr. CmAPinr, take my tip ! Science speaks in the same 
sense, 

So does true’’philanthropy. Ought to have eJfect immense. 
What they say. [ing pet ; 

Heed not that old woman there, with her spoUt and yelp- 
I for every dog of nous in the country spei, you bet. 
Try! (?oo<f-dayl 

\_Trots out, comfortably muzzled. 

Most Appeoputatv..— We see, from some recently- 
xL^er the Infant j5fe Protectmn Act S^Mr. BiMT.” 



THE SECRETS OF LITERARY COMPOSITION. 

The Fair Authoress of “ Passionate Pauline,*^ gazing fondly at her ovm reflection, 
writes as follows : — 

“ I look into the glass, Header. What do I see ? 

** I see a pair of laughing, espiegle, forget-me-not blue eyes, saucy and defiant ; 
a Twutine little rose-bud of a mouth, with its ever-mocking Tnoue ; a tiny shell-like 
ear, trying to play hide-and-seek in a tangled maze of rebellious russet gold ; 
while, foom underneath the satin folds of a rose-M dressing-gown, a dainty foot 
peeps coyly forth in its exquisitely-pointed gold morocco slipper,” &c., &o. 

( Vide * ‘ PassioTuxte Pauline,^" by Parbleu , ) 


A COMING MEETING. 

{Reported from the Pailway Intelligence of 1892.) 

The Chairman, who on opening the prooeediugs was received with 
a feeble chorus of melancholy groans, said that he feared he had no 
better Report to make to the shareholders. Oh! oh ! ”) It is true 


could not say anything about the pace at which tbe train would 
travel, but that, with time, it would do the diatauce he h^ little^ if 
any doubt. It is true that iu a riinil »r experiment on a neighbouring 
line the train came to a dead halt in the first tuimel, and the pas- 
sengers had to descend in lie dark and g^pe their way out to the 
nearest station as well as they could, but tma unsatisfactory expexienoe 


that he had one fact to mention, which was a matter of simreme 
congratulation, and he needn’t say , that that was that they hadn’t 
yielded a single inch to the men. (“ Oh! oh!^^ and a Voice, 


yielded a smgle men to me men. Vhl o/i:" ana a yoxce, 
** Oh! we ’t?e had enough of ‘ that ’ / ”) It is also true that this firm 
and TiTifiiTiching front had necessitated some sacrifice, and had 
involved the Company in no little difficulty. {Prolonged groans.) 
He was sorry to note these manifestations, for he had not only to 
announce to that meeting the non-payment of any dividend, even 
to the holders of the Company’s Debenture Stock, but be had further 
to inform them, that, owing to some difficuliy in settling the account 
of their coal contractors, mese last had taken proceedings against 


them, and had seized not only all the contents of their refreshment- 
rooms, but also the whole of meir rolling-stock. {Prolonged wailing.) 
He grieved to say that the last two engmes that the Company 
possessed, and which the^ had np to now mdden in ike cloak-room 
at the Edinburgh terminus, were unfortunately discovered and 
seized last night. {Groans!) StiU, the Company did not fiospm of 
being able to carry on, at least, a portion of the Passenger Traffic. 
{Feeble laughter.) They might meet the statement with a mani- 
f eslaiion of ridicule— but suoli was the case. It was with a sense of 
pride in tiieir method of triumphing over difficulties, that he 
announced to the meeting, that a tram of cattle-trucks would be 
started for the North daily at twdve o’clock, the motive power of 
which would be the Directors ^emsdves. (“ Oh! ohP*) They 


pany, which, a twelvemonth since, had touched 1281,— oomd not now 
find purchasers in Ike Market at TJ. ( Chroans.) But he hoped for better 
times. (“ Oh ! oh ! ”) But, come what would, he would hold fast 
by his principles, which were, “ No Compromise, No Meeting Madf- 
way, iVo Atiitratim, No Concession ! ” Meu might sturve. Trade 
collapse, the Country come to ruin, the Company disappear in 
Bankruptcy, but he cared not. The Directors had put meir foot 
down, and, whether right or wrong, whatever happened, tt^e th^ 
meant, with a good down-right national and pig-headed obstinacy, 
to keep it. 

The Chairman was continuing in this strain, but, being inteiTupt^ 


The “ Strait Tip. 

Oh, Mister Blaihb, we don’t comply 
That for your country’s weal you ’re ^nng ; 
But, clever Yankee, Punch wotud thank ’ee 
Not to be quite so overSehring ! 

New Veksioh. — E very dog nmst have Ms — year (of 
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THE GAME OE PEACE. 

informal meeting of the Crowned Heads of Europe 
(with the CzAK in the chair) to discuss a scheme of general disaxM- 
ment, at wMch the Emperor of creates a profound sedation 

hy the announeement toat, as a hint to his brother Mon^cbs, has 
oy ™ ^ letaed list, burnt 

E his cock^-hat, disbanded the Pomer^an 
Grenadiers, and confined Herr Kbupp 
for ten years in a second-class fortress. 

May ^ — ^By arrangement, all the great 
powers call in the nnifoms^o^f ^ Jbheir 

on the undOTstandmg flat, 
as the Emperor of the Congo, he shall 
forthwith transport them to Airica, and 
instantly commence the clothing of seven 
millions of the naked native population. 

June, — One hundred and eighty thou- 
sand horses, with military training, 
coming suddenly on to the market, four- 
in-hand Hansoms at a penny an hour, 
become common in all the great Enropean 
capitals, and the Derby, for which mere 
are 1371 entries, is won by a Cossack 
pony, trained in Siberia. 

The barrels of all the magazine 
rifles melted down, and recast, utilised 
for the production of type-writers, which, 
being produced in large quantities, are 
Bup]^^ with instruction gratis to all 
the children attending the establish- 
ments of the London School Board, the 
stocks of the rifles being utilised for the 
manufacture of hilliard-cues, walking- 
sticks, and umbrella-handles. 

Augmt, — ^It being resolved to nse np all the gunpowder without 
delay, a perpetual display of fireworks is inaugurated at Vienna, 
St. Petersburg,^ Berlin, Paris, and London, tbe show in the last- 
named capital including a gig^tie set-piece of the Eifteen Decisive 
Battles of the World, which is given five times snoeessiyely every 
evening at the Crystal Palace for three months, Piccadilly being 
illuminated from 6 p.m. to 3 A.it. by the continuous discharge of 
coloured rockets. _ . . 


OfiSoers who are obliged to sweep crossings and drive four-wheeled 
cahsfora livelihood,— and who do not like it,— begins to Tnanifest 
itself, and diplomacy intervening: irritably only to make matters 
worse, several ultimatums are dispatched from some of the Great 
Powers to others, but owing to the want of soldiers, the matter is put 
into the hands of International Solicitors, who, arranging a| 
stand-up fight for the President of the Erench Bepuhlic and the j 
CzAB against the Emperors of Gt’^umant and Axtsteia, and the King | 
of Itaut, the matter somehow falls through for the moment, and the I 
public excitement subsides. I 

General note jErom all tbe Great Powers to each other 
announcing their secession from the League of Peace,” and declar- 
ing their intention of resorting again to Protective Armament ” as 
soon as possible. War declared all round before the end of the month. 

VOCES POPULI. 

AT THE GUELPH EXHIBITION. 

In the Central Hatx, 

A Thrifty Vieitor (on entering). Catalogue? No. What’s the use 
of a Catalogue? Miserable thmg, the size of a tract, that tells you 
nothing you don’t know I | 


ine xnr, k, ' inoser Wny, tney're big enough tor the iowaon 
Directory ! Think I ’m going to drag a thing like that about the 
place ? You don’t redly want a Catalogue — ^it ’s aU your fancy I 
I Mr, Prattler (to Miss Ajocbrson). Oh, do stop and look at these 
sweet goldfish I Pets ! Don’t you love them ? ArenH they tome ? 

Miss Ammerson, Wouldn’t do to have them might jump 
out and Ute people, yon know I 

Mr, P, It’s too horrid of you to make fun of my poor little 
^ enthusiasms ! But really,— couldn’t we get something and feed 
them ?— Do let ’a I 

Miss A, I daresay you could get ham-sandwiches in'the Restau- 
rant— or chocolates. 

jTiMnd you are to me I But I don’t care. 
(Wvfully,) I shall come here all by myself, and bring biscuits, i 


Great big ones I Are yon determined to take me into that hig room 
with all the Portraits? Well, you must tell me who they all are, 
then, and which are the Gtoelphiest ones. ! 

In the Royal Room:. 

Considerate Niece (to Uncle). They seem mo^y Port^to here. 
You’re sure you don’t mind looking at them, Uncle? I know so 
many people do object to Portraits. 

Uncle (with the air of a Christian Martyr), No, my dear, no: 
I don’t mind ’em. Stay here as long as you like. I ’H sit down and 
look at the people, riR you’ve done. ^ 

First Crmeal Visitor (examining a View of St, Jam^ s Park), 

I wonder where that was taken. In Scotland, I expect — ^there s two 
Highlanders there, yon see. , . ^ 

Second C, V, Shouldn’t wondel^— lot o’ work m that, all those 
difierent colours, and so many dresses. [Admires, thougMfuUy, 
A Well-read Woman, That’s aneen Charlotte, that is. 
George tub Third’s wife, you know— her that was so domestic. 

Her Companion, Wasn’t that the one that was shut up in the 
Tower, or something ? , -r » ^ 

j The W, W, In me Tower ? Lor, my dear, no, I never eard of 
it. You ’re thinking of the Tudors, or some o’ that lot, I expect I 
Her Comp, Am I ? I daresay. I never could remember ’Isjry* 
Why, if yon ’ll believe me, I always have to stop and thin k which 
of the Georges came :^st ! • , . 

More Critical Visitors {before Portraits), He’s rather pleasant- 
looking, don’t yon think ? I dorCt like her face at all. So peculiar. 
And what a mdeons dress— like a tea-gown without any upper 
part— frightful I , • i- - xi. 

A Sceptical V, They all seem to have had such tmn lips m those 
days. Somehow, I canH bring myself to believe in such very thin 
Bps- can you, dear ? 

Her Friend, I always think it ’s a sign of meanness', mywlf. 

The S, V, 'Ho; but I meaiir-I can’t believe everyone had them 
in the eighteenth century. 

Her Friend, Oh, I don’t know* If it was the fashion I 
About the Cases. 

Visitor (admiring an embroidered waistcoat of the time of George 
THE 8 E 00 ^-~a highly popular exhibit). What lovely work I Why, 
it looks as if it was done yesterday I ^ .... 

Her Companion (who is not in the habit of allowing hts enthusiasm 
to run away with him), Um — yes, it’s not had. But, of course, 
they wouldn’t send a thing like that here without having it washed 
and done np first I „ „ 

An Old Lady, “Tea-pot used by the Duke of Wellington 
during his campaigns.” So he drank tea, did he ? Dear me I Do 
yon know, my dear, I think I must have my old tea-pot engraved. 
It will make it so much more interesting some day ! 

In the South Gatxt?;rt. 

Mr, Prattler {jbefore a Portrait o/Lady Hamilton, by Rom:net). 
There ! Isn’t she too charming ? I do call her a perfect auch ! 

Miss Ammerson, Yes, you mustn’t forget her when you bring 
those biscuits. 

An Amurrcan Girl, Father, see np there; there’s Biron. Did 
you erver see such a purrfectly beautiful face ? . i -n 

Her Father (solemnly). He was a beautiful Man — aheautif ol Poet. 
The A, G, I know — but the expression, it’s real saiut-like 
Father (slowly), 'WeU, I guess if he’d had any different kind o£ 
expression, he wouldn’t have written the things he did write, and 
that’s a fact! 

A Moralising Old Lady (at Case 0), No.l260. “ Ball of Worsted 
wound by Wttxiatw Cowtbr, the poet, for Mrs. Unwin.” No. 1261. 
“ Netting done by William Cowpbr, the poet.” How very nic^ and 
what a difference in the habit of literary persons nowadays, my dear I 

In the Central Hall. — ^Mr. Whiterosb, a Jacobite fin de si^cle, 
is seated on a Bench beside a Seedy Stranger. 

The S, S, (half to himself), Har, well, there’s one comfort, these 
’ere Guelphs ’ll get notice to quit afore we ’re much older I 
Mr, ’Whiterose (surprised). You say so? Then — you too are of 
the Young England Party I I am rejoiced to hear it. You cheer 
me ; it is a sign that the good Cause is advancing. 

The S, S, Advancin’ ? I believe yer. Why, I know a dozen and 
more as are workin’ ’art and soul for it I 
Mr, W, You do ? We are making strides, indeed ! Our England 
has suffered these usurpers too long. 

The S, S, Yer right. But we ’R chuck ’em out afore long, and 
it’ll be “ Over goes the Show” with the lot, eh ? 

Mr, W. I had no idea that the— er— intelligent artisan classes 
were so heartily with ns. W e must talk more of this. Come and see 
me. Bring vour friends— all yon can depend upon. Here is my card. 


Mr, W, We are united by a common bond. We both detest— do 
we not?— the Hanoverian interlopers. We are both pledged never 
to rest until we have brought back to the throne of our beloved 
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England, her lawful sovereign lady— our gracious 
Mart of Anstria-Este, the legitimate descendant of Cka-rt.ts? the 
Blessed Martyr! 

The S, ^Old on, CluVnor I Me and my friends are with yer so 
fur as doing away with these ^ere Mdle Stjelphs ; but blow yer 
Mary of Orstria, yer know. Blow ’er I 

Mr, W, {horri^d). Hush— this is rank treason! Eemember— 
she is the lineal descendant of the House of Stuart I 

The S, S, What of it? There won^t be no Imeal descendants 
when we git hour way, ’cause there won’t be nothing to descend to 
nobody. The honly suVrin toe mean to ’ave is the People— tiie 
Democrisy. But there, you’re yoizng, me and my friends ’ll soon 
tork you over to hour way o’ tHiTikiTtg. I dessay we ain’t fur aj^rt, 
as it is. I got yer address, and we ’ll drop in on yer some night 
—never fear. Ho hevenin’ dress, o’ course? 

Mr, W, Of course. I— I ’ll look out for you. But I ’m seldom in 
— hardly ever, in fact. 

The jS, S, Don’t you fret about tJutt, Me and my Mends ain’t 
nothing particMer to do just now. We’ll wait for jer, I should 
like yer to know ole Biel Oabb. You should ’ear that feller goin’ 
on agin the Gueerhs when he ’s ’ad a little booz^it ’ud do your ’art 
good I Well, I on’y come in ’^ere as a deligate like, to report, and I 
seen enough. So ’ere’ s good-day to yer. 

Mr, Jr. (alone), I shall have to change my rooms— and I woe so 
comfortable I W^ well,— another sacrmce to the Cause ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Tkt«r-r was a bronze group by Poelbt among the specimens of 
sculpture in the Erench JSaton, some twenty years ago, — It may 
be more or less an hour or so,” as the poet sings, — ^representing a 
female form being carried upwards in the embrace of a rather evil- 

« looking Angel. It illustrated a 

poem by the Yicomte Aepred be 
VIGNY, which I remember read- 
ing, in con^uence of this very 
statue having eome into my pos- 
session (it was afterwards sold at 
Messrs. Chbistie, Makbon & 
Woons, under the style and title 
of “Lot 121, Eka^^)^ and it 
oconrs to me ^that it was on pre- 
cisely the same theme as the 
other Alfred’s— not the Vicomte 
but Jlftsicr .Alfred Austin’s— 
“ The Tower of Eahel,^^ which 
I have just read with much plea- 
sure, and, with some profit ; the 
mord, as 1 lake it, being favour- 
able to the Temperance canse, as a 
warning against all spirits, good, 
bad, or indifierent. Afrael, the inhabitant of a distant star, falls 
in love with Eoema, the wSe of the atheistical Babelite Aran, to 
whom she has borne a son, aged in tiie poem, as far as I can make 
out, abont eight years, and a fine boy for that. ^ Anyhow, it makes 
Noema at least twenty-five, snpposing she married at sweet seven- 
teen, and, indeed; she alludes to hersdf in the poem as no longer in 
her first youth. , . , i . 

Well, Aran, who is veiy far from being a domestic character, is 
struck down by avenging lightning at the destruction of the Tower 
of Babel, and Noema is left a widow, with her child, who has heen 
protected in the melSe by the Spirit AfraeVe taking him out of i^ and 
restoring Iiitw to his mother’s arms. When, after thi^ the infatu- 
ated spirit-lover Afrael requests No&ma to say the word which i^all 
make a man of him, and a husband of him too at the same time, 
she modestly refuses, until she has had a decent time to order her 
widow’s weeds at her milliTier’s and wear them for about a mon^ or 
so, at the expiration of which interval Afrael may, if he he still of 
the same mind, call in again, and pop the question. 


Perhaps Mx. Alfred Austen (whose works are being printed by 
Mackttxan- in a collected form, and among them The AcUire now 
I historic) will give us an entbete new volume on the same subject^ 
telling an expectant public all about Mr, and Mrs, Afrael chez 


Afrael bids good-bye to the tipper House, and, Ms heart hemg ever 
true to PoU — ^meaning Wocma— he returns, makes an evening call 
upon her, and asks her, in effect, “Is it to he ‘Ycs-ema,’ or 
‘ Wo-cma ’ f ” The bashful widow chooses the former, and the S^int- 
lover Afrael, renounciag his immorality, i,e,, giviDg up spirits, 
becomes plain Mr, Afrael, and an or<^ary, as far as anybody can 
judge, a very ordinary mortal, showing what U change a drop of 
spirits can effect in a constitution. How I should like the poem “con- 
tinued in OUT neit.” I shoxild like to hear how they gotun t(^e^er j 
and, as longevity was considerable in those patriarchal days, I should 
like to knotv how they got on together when Affael Etquire, was 195, 

: and his wife, Noema, was 200. Did Afrael never again t^e to to 

spirits? Or, did hehecomendserahle and nipped having enfcely lost his 
spirits? Did his wife never make sari^shcreMence to tee stos 

with whom he had formerly been acquainted ? And how about her boy, 
to step-son ? Did they have any family ? Whence came tee money ? 


with truth, teat had he originally “ written with the grave decorum 
of a secluded moralist, he would” by this time **have gone down 
into tee limbo of forgotten bores.” 

Into that limbo A. A. will never descend. It is delightful to find 
him dedicating his book to Lord Lytton, to wh<Hn— when L. L. 
was Gwen MEHEuiTja:, Alfredo mio had pointed out teat^ “ in one 
serious particular, he had overlooked parental admonition,” and 
observing on that occasion that, *‘had Owen Meredith even a 
glimpse of tee truth, we” (A. A, himself, in 1861, much “we”-er 
teen than now — “ et alors, tl grandira, U ^andira “ should have 
heen spared the final tableau of repentance and forgiveness wMch 
concludes ZueileP But, tea-Tilc g(K>dneira, we (tee Baron, and to 
literary friends) have not heen lEpared tee touching j>iotare of 
repentance and fornven^ in Alfred Aurun’s dedicating to 
latest poem to Lord Lyttot. Sic transit ira poetarumi 

In The Season Alfredo sang — 

I claim the precious privilege of youth, 

Herer to speak except to speak the truth.’* 

But those lines were not written tee day before y«srf»rday, and as 
he can no longer olmm” tee aforesaid “precious privilege,” he can 
in his more mature years “ go as he pleases.” And there is so much 
“ go” in Mm that he always pleases ; so tee Baron aaiticipates the 
sequel to The Tower of Eabel on the^ lines already suggested, pre- 
sumptuous as it may seem to suggest lines to a poet. ^ ^ 

Phra the Phoenician, a veiy clever id^ with wMidi BuLvm 
would have performed mysterionsly thrjllmg wonders, hut which 
Mr. Arnold has written at once too heavily and treated too Hghtiy, 
in too much of a “ so-called nineteenth century style ; ” wMte is a 
pity, as it is full of dramatic incident, and tee mterest well fc^t up 
through some two thousand years or so, more or less. He^ is a 
wonder is Mister Phra, and might well be called Phra JDia^lo 
instead of Phra the Phoenician, Sir Edwin A^old has written a 
preface to tee volume, and seems to 6xprefi» a wish that tee wonders 
here recorded could he possibilities of everyday life. But, if so, as 
Mr, 'Weller, Senior, observed, d propos of “ there being a Providence 
in it,” “ O’ conrae there is, Satoty ; or what ’nd become o’ tee under- 
takers ? ” And as to cremation— well, imch an utter cor^real extino;* 
tion would he tee only way of putting an end to me teirestrial 
existence of Phra the Phoenician, who, however, “ might rise,” as 
Mrs, Mcdaprop would say, “ like a Pbceniqian from tee ashes.” 

The appearance of A Ivew Lady Audky is rather late in tee half- 
century as a “ skit ” on Miss Bib^don’s celebrated novel. How and 
teen 1 found an amusing bit in it, but, on tee whole, poor stuff, 
says The Baron db Boor- Worms. 

My faithful “Co.” has been reading poetry and prose, and tens com- 
municates the result of Ms studies : — There is genuine but nnassim- 
ing poe^, wMch is, after all, only another way of saying fine 
feeling finely expressed, in Corn and Poppies, by Cosmo Monehodse 
(Elkin Mathews). Much of tee verse is musical, and there is 
throughout a vein of thoughtfulness wMch never degenerates into a 
morbid brooding. I commend partionlariy * ‘ Any Soul to any BodjL” 
“A Dead March,” and “Mysteries,” as good examples of Mr. 
Monkhottse’s style. So much for verse'. Let me now to prose. 
Like my baronial CMef, I say, “Bring me my boots I ” and let th«n | 
be teick, so that I may trudge safely through Mr. Rtoya]^ ; 
Elphng’s latest, ** The Light that Failed^^ (Lippincotts Monmly 
Magazine, January). This is described as Mr. Hilling’s first 
long story. His publishers, moreover, are good enough to take all 
the trouble of criticism upon their own shoulders. They dedpe 
teat “there is more stem strength in this novel than in anyteing 
wMch Mr. Kipiing has written ; ” hut teat is, after all, only a com- 
parative statement, wMch profits me little, as I never yet estimated 
tee amount of “ stem strength ” in Mr. Kipung’s previous wntinjgs. 

T 1 {a mnnri'nc^ 


will not be sni^rising if it should prove to be tee literary seima^on 
of tee year.” To such an expression of opinion by oom^tent judges 
it would be futile to attempt to add very mute. I ,oMy say, 
therefore, teat the “ sensation ” produced in this novel is one 
of tee most disagreeable I ever experienced. The characters are, 
for tee most part, inordinately dull, preposterous conceited, and 
insufferably bmtal. As for JDich JS^^xr^ tee hero, no more dis- 
agreeable and hateful huUy-pnppy ever thougM and tal^d m discon- 
nected gasps through ninety-seven pa^s. The eatasl^p^ 
no pity. Mr. Kipling semns to de^se tee nuhlic, who th^ 

•with tiidr boots, and lead Tri&«i!OTelboTO;”feut so6lew«,ffl«a 

might suiely show Hs pcmtempt Im ^dy. KiPiraa, I 
hut never more write sheh another tale ! ; . 




INFELICITOUS QUOTATIONS. 

Mostess, "Won’t you tey some of that Jelly, Here SiLBSEMuisn) 

JECerr Silbemund (w7uf 7 ms just lem Julped to Fudding), "Ach, zank YOU, NO. I VOOT e^zee pbae viz ze ills ve zan 
TLYLTO OZZEES ZAT VE KNOW NOT OF,"* {Eerr S. is particularly proud o/Tbts knowledge of Shafcspeare, 


"WOESE THAN EYEE!^^ 

rA-RTVTEE Smith loquitur 
" To market, to market, to buy a fat pig ! ” 

Tes, so runs the old-fashioned nursery rhyme, 

And a porker that ’s plnmp, and ronnd-barrerd and big, 

Is good business,— or used to be once on a time. 

But now, they ’re the horriblest nnisance on earth 

Are Pigs, and a great deal more plagne than they’re worth. 

If^igs, like the Dodo, extinct conll become. 

They involve one in nothing but jangle and jar, 

And as to large profits, why that ’s all a hnm. 

" Please the Pigs ? ” That’s absurd, a mere obsolete wheeze, 

For Pigs are precisely the beasts yon canH please ! 

G-ee up, Dobbin, old lad I Home ’s in sight ; yon have borne 
My burden, and that of my basket, right well, 

Tonr carrying power some neighbonrs wonld scorn, 

Bnt yon ’re sound and good grit, thongh yon mayn’t look a sweD. 
We’re starting, lad, after onr short half-way halt,J 
If we don’t make good time it will not be onr f anlt. 

We did the first stretch nnexpectedly slick, 

My basket weU loaded a feather-weight seemed, 

The road was so smooth, and yonr canter so quick, 

’Twas better, old lad, than we ei^er had dreamed. 

A great disappointment to some folk, I tbinlr. 

Then we halted half-way for a rest and a drink. 

That big Irish Pig, which had plagned ns so oft. 

Was away,— mnning after its head or its tail I 
Oh joy, Dobbin, dear, to jog on, and go soft. 

No row, no obstmction by hedge-gap or rail. 

Ah, then they discovered the pace and the pith 
Of Dobbin the dull, and his monnt. Farmer Smith. 

Now all seems smooth sailing ! Hillo I What was that ? 

A sqneak ? Nay, it sounds like a chorus of squeaks ! 


Don’t shy, my dear Dobbin — ^you’ll shake off my hat. 

The lane here grows narrow. Who ’s there ? No one speaks. 

Bnt that raucous " hmmph ! hmmph I ’’ that cacophonous yell ! 

’Tis Pig-noise, and Irish— I know it so weU. 

It is right in the road, it is plump in the gap. 

Steady, Dobbin ! Don’t halt for this hullaballoo— 

Gee up f and go steady, now there ’s a good chap. 

Whsit, the same plaguy Pig I Nay, by Jove, there are two ! 

And they’re fighting each other, these porkers perverse, 

In the gap we must pass I Oh I this grows worse and worse I 

[ Whips up Dobbin, 

KOCH STJEEI 

Scene— Tlace of Meeting* Enter Beown and Jones. They 
salute one another* 

Brown [excitedly)* Have you heard the good news P 

Jones [stolidly)* What good news P 

Brown, *That Dr. Koch has at length revealed his secret P 

Jones [startled). No, has he t Dear me I And that I should have 
missed so pleasant a piece of intelligence I And so he has told w 
anxiously-expectant world the cause of his success I Can you explain 
the matter to me ? 

Brown [cheerfully)* With the assistance of the Public Press, to be 
sure I can. See here, I will give you the solution to the problem, as 
told by the Journals, without puzzling technicalities.” 

Jones* I hang upon your words with au impatience that politeness 
—the outcome of civilisation— alone renders endurable. 

Brown* Then you must know that Dr. Koch has discovered that 
the remedy for tuberculosis consists of a glycerine extract of a pure 
cultivation of tubercle bacilli, the local effect of which, when 
injected into a healthy gpinea-pig, produces a nodule found at the 
point of inoculation, which, when a second puncture is perpetrated, 
causes what may be called the bacillaiy’ fiuid to be brought into the 
current of its circulation, so that the infected tissue may react upon 
the agent which it had previously been able to resist. I am not 
quite sure that I have got the exact words, but that’s the idea. 
Simple, isn’t it ? Jones* Very I \_Exeunt severally* 
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DOMESTIC MELODIES. 

{By SamTio Preston FanzaJ) 
WINTER BATH-SONG. 

Foe weeks the snn eaek mom arose 
As 'tis iiis nature to, 

But little difference he made 
Sopp’d by the fog’s asthmatic shade ; 
From day’s beginning till its close 
The day no brighter grew. 

Above the sheets, the sleeper’s nose 
Peep’d shyly, as afraid, 

While ’neam the dark and draughty ffue 
The burnt-out cinders meanly strew 
The hearth, where now no firelight glows, 
Ho waiting warmth is laid. 

Full many a mom I sprang from bed. 

As o’er the deadly brink 
The wretch, with courage of despair, 
Leaps from the slimy river-stair. 

By hopeless hope untbinking sped. 

Ere he can pause to think. 

Cold as the efforts of the dead, 

The needle-atom’ d air, 

Impinged upon the limbs that shrink. 

On shivering shanks, and eyelids pink. 
And bound its bands about the head. 
And chill’d the underwear. 

The frost that held us in its grip. 

Would raise the prisoning paw, 

And Nature, like a mouse set free, 
Enjoyed delusive liberty, 

While every water-pipe must drip 
To greet the passing thaw. 

Then rudely dashed mom eager lip 
The cup of joy would be, 


And fingers numbed, and chattering jaw, 
Owned unexpefied the winter’s fiaw. 

And on the steps the goodmen dip. 

And shout the major D. 

Long like a fossil tipsy-cake 
The swnge each morn appeared ; 

The bath, 2 plerdshed over-night. 

Was frozen ere the morning light. 

And more that frigid water-ache 
Than unwashed days I feared. 

Now while the milder zephyrs shake 
Once more the winter’s might. 

My sponge, my bath, by loss endeared, 
Shall dree no more a lonely weird ; 

And as young ducks to water take. 

Shall be my bathward flight. | 


Q-ood Devon I 

Mr. W. H. Smith will return to Grosrenor Place 
from Torquay on Monday, for the opening of Par- 
liament. 

’Tis pity of you, Olt> Moealitt, 

Back from your rest to loud banality. 
After St. Stephen’s shindy, Devon 
No doubt appeared a very heaven: 

But cream ’s as much like water cnalky 
As Torquay Torrs to Talky-Tcdky I 


CHANGE OP INITIALS. 

“ Opien as I may have been invited,” 
Mr. T. M. Healt is reported to have said, in 
the course of a recent speech, “ I never yet 
put a toe inside Ms house.” Memorable 
words. Henceforth, name changed to Toe- 
and-Keat.t, M.P. 


A WORD TO MOTHERS. 

[A well-known Dramatic Critic has recently 
spoken of a play as “just the play in which grow- 
ing girls will delight.^’] 

0 ANXIOUS Mothers, come and listen 
To what just now I ’ve got to say. 

If I ’m not wrong, yonr eyes will glisten 
Before the end of tMs my lay. 

With strong affection overflowing — 

Yonr children are indeed your pearls — 

You cau’t help feeling pleased at knowing 
The play’s the thing— for growing girls I 

The pages of a lady’s journal 
I ’ve very often read with care, 

The news, the gossiping eternal, 

Yon ’re always sure of getting there. 

Of how you ought to bind your tresses, 

The latest styles, the tint in hair. 

And there I ’ve seen the kind of dresses 
It ’s right for growing girls to wear. 

But never once the slightest mention 
Of what they ’d better go and see, 

And yet it’s clear that some attention 
To such a thing there ought to be. 

For sentiment and love they ’re frantio, 
They ’re fond of knights and belted earls, 

A play that ’s jnst the least romantic — 

X es, that ’s the play for growing girls. 

A crowing child, who loves to prattle. 

Can easily he kept at rest. 

Yon ’ve only got to get a rattle, 

Or p’raps a dolly would be best. 

A bouncing boy will blow a bubble. 

And want no more the livelong day ; 

But if a growing girl gives trouble, 

You ’ve got to take ber to the play ! 




A PIONEER IN PETTICOATS. 

[An American Lady is about to explore AMca, on humane principles J 
Arrive in j^rica . — Convinced that real way of tamiTig the savage 
heart is by JFeminim TacU No need of brutal habits of mMe 
adventurers. Two negresses, from “ Ole Yir^rmy,” with me, who 
said they would like to “see Africa 
w again ” ; a few Arabs, to carry our bag- 

gage. Intend to study home- life of African 
W tribes, and to get them to talk with my 
phonograph. 

A Have had to exMbit more 

. 1 FeminiTie Tact than I expected. Got en- 
^ tangled in swampy forest on Zambesi (I 
tbfuk), and Arabs declined to extricate ns 

ff ^3 unless their pa^ was doubled 1 Also one of 

Jl MW — horrid woman! — has deserted 

, rue — oome to place that she pretended to 

^ recognise as her native village, and said she 
meant to stay I Tact useless with females I 
On Lalce Tanganyika — or if it isn’t Lake Tanganyika, it’s an 
entirely new lake^ — wMch I have been the first to discover I Suffer a 
good deal from fever and queer diet. Am studying native home-life. 

Later ^ — Have left two Arabs and my remaining negress on Lake, 
and gone myself to look for Stanley’s dwarfs. Told that Teppoo 
Tlb is somewhere about. Also advised to be very careful not to fall 
in with the “man-eating Manynema.” 

Still Did fall in with them I Also fell out with them. 

They made all preparations for using me as a side-dish at a cannibal 
banquet, when Tippoo Tib arrived and released me. 

Tanganyika Back here safe and sound! Teppoo Tib 

turned out most unsatisfactory. Wanted to marry me ! — with a 
hundred other wives already I Not prepared for this sort of home- 
life. Managed to |ret away by describing to him a Remington type- 
writer, and promising if he let me go, to bring one back at once. 

Find that my “ rear-^[nard the negress and Arabs— have been 
up to fearful pranks durmg my absence. Negress killed and ate one 
ox Arabs, and then other Arab killed and ate negress I Tell remaining 
Arab I shall have Mm punished when I get to Coast. Arab says 
he ’U. get there first, and jpublish a book showing me up I 
LatesU — Left alone in middle of Africa, with a phonomph, 
several bales of baggage, and a diary. Question now is— will Femi- 
nine Tact show me road to Zanzibar ? 

TlNivviRSiTr Honoxjes.— “ Smith’s Prizeman”— A ethue Balpope. 
The “ Senior Wrangler ” (for several years past)— Mr. Gpapsione. 


THE AMUSING RATTLE’S TOPICAL NOTE-BOOK. 

(For the Use of Professional JDirwrs^out and other AmaUwr Entertainers,) 

The Meeting of Parliament, — ^TMs is not a very promising 
subject, but mild mirth may be produced in outlying districts (say 
Southend or'Houiton, Devon) by observing, that flie rock uinm 
wMch the Irish Party went to pieces was a happy one— in fact, a 
Glad-stone. TMs, strictly speaking, is not a new jest, and there- 
fore must be helped out by a burst of self-supplied laughter. You 
might add, that as Members of Parliament are obliged, by the rules 
of the House, to address their colleagues standing^ there would he 
little chanoe of a seated discussiou. But you must, however, take 
care to cough when you say seated^ so that those on the look-out for 
a briUiaut oon^mot may know that you mean heated,^ 

The Revolt in Chili, — The name of the place in wMeh the disturb- 
ances have occurred will help you effectively to remark that the 
outbreak is seasonable during the present inclement weather. As 
the Army sympathises with the Government, and the sister service 
with the rioters, you can suggest “ that knaves would, of course, be 
supported by the Navy / ” TMs may lead up to a really magnificent 
burst of waggery in the assertion that the dissentients must of 
necessity he “ all at sea.” 

The New Archbishop of York, — ^Insist that Ms Grace is a Scotch- 
man, and not an Irishman, and prove yonr proposition by declaring 
that the road to succes8]was “Macgeb’s (pronounced Maggie’s) secret!” 
TMs really splendid fiash of humour will bear polishing — as written 
it seems a little in the rough. You may refer to flie Primate’s 
universally acknowledged partiality for quiet sarcasm, by saying 
that “ ever since be joined the ecclesiastical Bench he has been known 
as an arch Bishop I ” These entertaiTiing quibbles, delicately handled, 
should be received with enthusiasm at a five o’clock tea in a Deaneiw* 
The New Play at the ffaymarket, — ^As the plot turns upon 
doings of the Society of Friends, you may extract a jest by saying 
“ that many of the characters trembled with anxiety before its pro- 
duction— in fact, were quakers ! ” The name of the Manager of the 
Haymarket has frequently been the subject of a quip, if not a crank ; 
still it may yet serve as a peg for slyly observing timt, “ At the fall 
of the Curtain, Tbee, naturally enough, appeared wi& a lough J ” 
The Weather,— Oi course you must introduce tMs subject, and 
as everything that can be said has been said about it, you may 


—the slipper ! ” If the point of this “ good thing ” is not immediately i 
obvious, the fault will be with Sydney Shith^ and not with yon. | 
And thm quaint <^Mty shoi^ satiate your audience with mirth and 
merriment until next weak— and even longer I j 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


STILL ANOTHER CHAPTER OF MY MEMOIR. 

(iH SuppUmeTit of Harper”) 

By MoNSiEra YiJsr be Blowitzown Teomp, 








became a Frenob oitizeii, and received a letter from M* 
Aboipk then WiT^ieterof Jujstioe, and never 

snspected of beingr a wag. He wrote : Your applica- 
tion for Hatoralmtion in the midst of onr great dirastera, 
is for me the signal of a new life for ns, A country 
which in the midst of such catastrophes recmits citizens 
like yon, is not to be despaired of.” 

Years after, Thttjrs, then President of the Republic, 
^d, “ I never will forget that yon became a Frenchman ] 
in the time of onr misfortunes.” EniniNn About nio- 


POEOET ^ this^ moment where I 

I^fra^l^ answer, J[ camiot teR. 

of them as ^Hhe Bourbons,” just 
® as yon talkof Groceries,” 
and no one asks yon Leguelf 
As for my own ancestry, I do not speak of it. I have never been in the habit 
of thrusting myself on the attention of the public. It is sufficient for me that 
my wif e^s maternal uncle’s ancestors were Bourbons. 

I first began to take charge of public i^airs in connection with an election 
that took place in the city where I found myself. M. be Lessees opposed 
T h ier s and Gambetta. He presented himself as an independent caudate. 
Was he? I suspected. Already I had my secret aronts in every centre of 
population. One, whose letter bore the post-mark tiie Pyramids, placed in 
piy hand proof that De Lessees was an official candidate of the Fmpire. I 
secretly conveyed this information to a local newspaper. The news burst like 
a tempest on the public of Marseilles, and swept away in its irreisdstible whirl 
the candidature of M, be Lessees. 

This was pretty well for a first newspaper paragraph, worth at the time, as I 
remember tbinking, more than the pall^ three sous a line that became my due. 
But I had made more ihan a few sous— I had made an enemy I Years after, 
Bismaeck told me how, chatting with Hapoeboh the Thieb at Donchery, 
that fallen monarch had recalled this incident, in which his prophetic eye 
justly disceined the be^nTiing of tiie end. He admitted that he had said to 
^e Empeess, “France is too small for me and Yah be Blowixzown Teomp. 
One of us must cross la ManoheP 

Sublime! One of us did. 

But my time was not yet. My friends advised, nay, besought me to leave 
Marseilles. Towards the end of this year (1869) I took their advice, and retir^ 
to a small property I chanced to have in the centre of the Landes. TMs 
place being dry, and somewhat remote, was peculiarly suitoble for watching 


at Yersailles, in the firot flush of tiiumph at touch on 
his brow of the Imperial diadem, hearing of the event 
through the capturiug of a balloon despatched with the 
news to dolorous Paris, passed a sleepless night. 

“ I fear me,” he saiL ** all will now be lost.” 

“Hot at all, your M-ajesty,” said Bismarck, afEecting 
an indifierence he assures me he did net feel. “There 
is not even a Frenchman the more. They have lost an 
Emperor and gained Yah be Blowttzowh Teomp. Ce 
met igaU^ 

“Hot ^uite,” said the Emperor, with subtle flattery. 
The Emperor 'W’ttt-tam, thou^i he had his failings, was 
a keen judge of the comparative value of men. 

The limits of this article compel me to glance hastily 
over succeeding epochs in a career with the main drift 
of which the^ civilised world is already f ami liar. After 
saving Marseilles to the Republic, by a series of actions 
altematingbetween desperate valour and brilHant strategy, 
I went to Paris to report on the great event. Calling 
on the official entrust^ with the duty of considering 
claims to decorations, I began at once by saying that 
my own name must not he taken into consideration. 

“Let my name,” I said, gently hut firmly, “ he scored 
out in the propose list of decorations.” 

“ AfonMfiMr,” he said, “ there is no such list.” 

I, however, was not to be put off with excuse of that 
kind- I insisted, both to the Secretary of the Minister 
of War, to M. Tthers, that I should not be decorated, I 
was only too sucoessfuL When the list came out, all my 
associates at Marsefll^ were decorated. I was not in- 
cluded. This was aU right. It was what I had r eq,uested . 
I could say nothing.^ All the same, I could not help 
tbiuTri-ng that my aavice had heeu too literally accepted. 

Every morning, for a week after, I called on M. Thtkrs, 
At the end of the sixth day he said, “ You must go to 
Riga. I do not quite know where it is, hut it sounds 
remote. You shall he Consul at Riga.” I was delighted. 
Like the President, I was not sure where Riga was ; hut 
the salary was certain, and there was fine old Roman 
flavour about the title ConsuL 

But it was not to he. I was predestined to he a great 
newspaper Correspondent. How that came about cannot 
he told m this chapter. I will only say that early in my 
new career I secured the approbation of Mr. Delahb, 
who, I need scarcely say, was the most competent judge 
the world ever saw of the merite of a joumallst. 

At the risk of being dry and bald, I have confined 
myself to telling accurately what has happened, my 
greatest ambition being to leave no one the chance of 


n^epresenting, as his whim, fancy, or passion may I 
dictate, facts in which I am so deeply interested. Let 
those note them who, after my time, have to defend my 
memory should it ever be attacked. 



end. I wrote to TTmsug, and told him all about it. When the war broke out 
I mounted my stilts, and cautiously made my way across tiie unlxodden track, 
following my Destiny. I had predicted the doinifall of the Empire, and, in 
its last gasp, the Empire strove to wither me. Proceedings haa been com- 
menced, when Sedan put an end to them. 

At this epoch France was on her knees, beaten' down by the German hand, 
her eyes blind with blood and tears. One thing alone could cheer her. I could 
do it, and I did. I applied for Letters of Haturalisation. Some weeks later I 


“ The Shinner Quartette ; ” or. Musical Football. 

“Mose Hohotjeeb vs tee Beeach than the 
Obseevahcb.”— Breach of Promise cases— as a rule. 
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A GENERAL ViEW OF PRIVATE INQUIRY. 

I AX sufficiently old-fasMoned, ’when I go to the plav, to wish to be am’osed. 
Ifranidy admit I do not care to betaup-ht a lesson, or to nave my mind harrowed 
by the presentation of some psychological study. I can remember Wbioht, and 
even and the days when a 

good piece of fun was the last item of 
the prc^ramme at the Adelphi and the 
Olympic— the chief attraction of the 
Pittites, who patronised “half-price,” 

This being so, I am glad to ffiid at the 
Strand— a theatre recalling memories 
of JiMXY Rooers and J ohnnt CnAnKw, 

Patty Oxxtar and Cbta-rtotte Sa’ctn- 
DEES, “ta say nothing of a lady who was 
not only Oueen of Oomedy but Empress 
of Burlesaue — Private Inquiry a thoroughly 
well acted and rattling farce in three Acts. It 
is from the French, but as the task of adaptation 
has ^been entrusted to the Author who turned 
3ehe the Frisky into JBefsy the Wholesome, any 
scruples of conscience that the Lord Cn-ATVTmirRj.ArNr 

TnUTT -nnaS'llvlTr flOTr£k A-n A-mmTinl 




sequently, is not only highly entertaining, but abso- 
luMy free from offence, I did not see it until it 
had reached its eighth night, and I do not re- 
member a piece, taken as a whole, so excellently 
acted. Although he does not appear un^ the Second 
Act, Mr. Wtt.t.tr EnoxOT, as ^Arry ^Ooker, the 
Private Inqu^ Agent, is the feature of the per- 
formance. ffis politeness to ladies, his assumption 
of business-like habits, suggested by his reading and 
spiking of bogus telegrams brought to him when he 

ie, 2. I- i 'X. - • I I I • 1 . • 



'Arry 'Ooker & Co. 


vx UV/5U0 uc:jlc;5JL«ullo ulTUU^JLlb W WHeU Ue 

is engaged with a client, his urbanity under difficulties, and his^'cheerful aceept- 
an^ of the me-vitable in whatever shape presented, are all admirable points,, 
and points that are fully appreciated by the audience. Roars of laughter follow 
the one after the other when *Arry ’ Ooker is on the stage. Rothing can be 
more abs^d than his_ make-up, his bows, his grimaceSj^ and yet under the 

Jg of genuine 
, __ — cannot secure 

p — -.0 a tenner,” is marched off to 

^nal servitude M the Curtam falls. The clerk of this entertaining individual, 
Tooy^ia played by a boy like a boy, by Master Buss. Further, Mr. A T.vRv.-n 
M^tbx could not be better as the suspicious and bamboozled husband, JRdchard 
Wrackham. Again, even the small part of Alexander, a Waiter, is weE played. 
Once more— the ladies, mthout exception, are capital ; and as a result of this all- 
round exceUence, the piece “goes,” from a quarter to nine tiH just eleven, with 
a i;crrc that must he most satisfactory to all concerned. So I can congratulate 
the Aiifflior npon a piece full of lines that teU, and the Manager npon a play that 
^ T ^ ^phl^ty its predecessor, the phenomenally-snocessfiil 

yur Jflat. And I can offer these congratulations with a clear conscience, heoause 
lam neither Author of the piece nor Manager of the theatre, but as Mr. Etotabd 
K ipmra might observe, QoHji Anothbe Fbelovt. 

LAEK8I 

am surprised that my of your Correspondents should doubt that birds 
“ a bull-finoh lu my a-nary, and I tried him. He ate it 
^ M* is?? ’ittered a sound since ! My wife says, 
a Sood joke. I tkink you ougS ^ 

^ours, Lotjeb OF 

i?2 have the following story in support of the idea that 
^ ® *ozen water. It was related to me by a rather 

has lived of his life in South America, ^d whore 
word be steictly relied on. jBTe relates that once, when he was travellinfi* 
^^e^er^tlr an elevation of some twenty thousand feet, his mules 
50 ..'’'^^^’^ ■'^as obtainable. Each animal seized a 
catoSasA Witt its teett, filled it with snow, and trotted off to the crater of an 

UP *°Md the lava melted the snow, which it drank 

nephew says he should not have 
believed a mule coul(^e so clever, if he had not seen it. 

Tours obediently, Sahotl Sobeesedes, 

SiE,— Since writing you that letter about our bull-finoh. I have disoovwpd 
Sf f faok ^hich I am sure no Hat3t hre yet Smed 

A tom tit ttey arejyery fond of iced leverages. 

rill Ji j often dnnks water from a saucer which we put on our window- 
^ one day found the wate frozen. What did the inteineeXorreW SnP 
Why, it rapped on tte window-Tiano wifB i*. «Ti 


A PINT OP HALP-AND-HALP. 

“ * Qui va la says he.” 

* le,^ replies I, knowing the language.” 

Jeames ” and another Old Story, 

The international suseeptibilitiep of Sheriff Dritbio- 
HAims — henceforth to hear the Anglo-French title 
Monsieur le SMrif ^ Arris de Paris, or ^Arry de Parry 
—appear to have been considerably hurt by a statement 
in the Pebats to the effect that the appearance in the 
London streets of men dressed as Gendarmes — gen^ 
darmes frangats,^^ writes Mossoo Drubiolane— intended 
as perambnlating advertisements for the Waterloo Pano- 
rama, was due to a supreme effort of his managerial 
genius. So Sharif Bruriolane wrote at once to the 
London Correspondent of the Figaro, who hears the sin- 
gularly French name of Johnson, denying, in his very 
best French, that he, M. le Sh§rif, had had anything to 
do with these walking advertisements, or, indeed, with 
the Panorama Company at all, from which he had retired 
a year ago. Then he adds, like the preux chevalier he is 
known to he, that had he still been on the direction of 
the aforesaid Compagnie, he, at aH events, would never, 

TIATTAT ftOVA AnmYnif-f A/1 - - J.! * 



. , T , tf.’ BW vrMa.v.uxa.u.PVI. UV JJ-CCUlCODly in qMiT r 

susceptibimh frangaisesP {^^Hear! Acar'”and 
“ from the left.) ThenM.le Sh4rif Dbtoio- 

EAiTB, rising to the occasion, finishes witt this magnificent 

ffo’urish on the French horn — “ le suis ne en France ” 

(Isn^t it very much “ to his credit,” we ask -with W. S. G. 
that, “In spite of all temptations, To belong to other 
nations, He remains an Englishman ? ” Why, certainly) 
— jaiyecuparmilesFrangais, etje suis d moiiii enfant 
de Parts/* 

Beautiful ! Magnifique ! Our BRirJEa:oi.ANT 7 S is sur- 
passing even the G. 0. M. , who has been horn, more or 
less, everywhere, except in Paris. Should the Republic 
he in danger, or should Monarchists or Imperialists get a 
chance and want a man for the place, let .them wire to 
enfant de Paris,** and the 
Fnfant**^^^ Fnfant Arris,” not Enfant Gatti” 
—will be ready, aye ready, to assnme the purple, and to 
brmg dl his properties with him. ‘ ‘ 1 moitii ”— and the 
other half? That will evel* remain British. So d la 
sante de Monsieur le BMrif-enfanUde^-Londres^-eUParis 
in a pmt of Half-and-half, and let it, like Le Sherif 
himself, have a good head on I 

THE ROLLIRG OF THE R’S. 

“We are told that the omission to roll it (the letter r) is 
w flagrant a misdemeanor as the dropping of the hP-^Imnes 
Payn %n the Illustrated News, 

Air — "The Wearing of the Green,'* 
Soft-spoken Person sings 

It ’ s yewy wong, widionlons, and howwid, I ’ye no doubt, 
T» 1®®*^® that little letter r unnttahed or ’unwoUed : 

Bnt if you haven* t any r*H you Ve got to do without. 

And I can no maw well my r*a than dwink my clawet 
cold. 

A Dowio wuggedness of speech I weaUy can’t attain, 

And though gwammawians may wave in leadewetts 
T • pars, Tjg vain 

I quite agwee with good James Payn that all their wow 
The angwy wout must do without “ the welling of 
the r*B ! ” 

HAGttOLOaiCAL AND HiSTORICAI. ROTB. — Dr. HaROLP 
Browne, the retiring Bishop ” of Winchester, as he is 
caUed, on ^count of his innate modesty, wrote to the 
people of Farnham to say that, “never was there a 
^isnop smee the time of his earliest predecessor in the 
See, St. S within, more literally ‘at home’ at Farnham 
Castle than himself.” ^ To this fact Dr. H. B, is, perhaps, 
unaware that the Saint in question owed his name, as 
when any visiter called to ask if he were at home, the 
Hdl-porter of the period invariably answered, “Yes, 

® ^thin. Dr. Har olp Browne is welcome to 
tms formation, which ought to have been in Motes 
and Quertes^ . ‘ 

It is said that the invi’fcations for the Brury Lane cele- 
wation of Twelfth Right ■will not he sent out "with so' 

fTAO o ^.^4. AL 

laved. 

ROTIOE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions whether ms iutoaaa-m -n • - 

m no case he returned, not even when aocomnaiiied bv f Pictures of any description, wxU 

there wiU be no exception. accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 


-- . .... TXV.V<X1.U1.J uuc UXAU was a 

Yours, in convulsions, Lover op Ratubb (as before). 
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Jimmy^s J^her, If yoxi can mdoooe that lady in front to take off j 
her ^at, I will— but not oefore. Stay where yon are, Jiaoktr, my boy* i 
I The FiitUe behind. Well, I must stand myself then, that’s ^ i 


VOCES POPULI. her’at,IwiU-butnotWore. 8ta 

A KOW IN THE PIT ; OE. THE OBSTEUCTIYE HAT. PittOe behind. Well, 1 dhu 

.... 

An Over-heated Matrm {to her mtshandj. Well, they don’t give Jimmy, Father, the gentleman U 
you much room in ’ere, I mast say. Stall, we done better tlian I Jimmy* s Father, Wfll yon stop 
expected, after all that crnshing, I thonght my ribs was gone once He ain’t doing yon no ’arm— is he ? 

■HIM ^ - — "hntif. 'CD’fl.R nfn’wf.hft TiTnTirfilln’fi t-ai.: ij. 


— bnt it was on’y the umbrella’s. 
Ton pretty comfortable where 
you are, eh. Father ? 


I mean to see, zomekow / [He rieez. 

People behind him {zternly). Set down there, will yer ? 

[5e resumes his seat exposttdating, 
Jtnimy, Father, the gentleman behind is a pinching of my legs ! 
Jimmy^s Father, Will yon stop pinching my little boy’s iegsl 
He ain’t doing yon no ’arm— is he r 
The Pinching Pittite, Let him sit down, then ! 

Jimmy^s Father, Let the lady take her ’at off I 

Murmurs behind. Order, there ! Set down I Put that boy down I 


^ ^ ’mrightenotigh, Take orf that ’at I Silence in front, ttiere ! Tnm ’em out I Shame I 

Jimmt,{their8pn;ap^U!f, ’'hiemMhandofthe0.ofiheIt.{inavjhitpertohitWife).’Jlfik& 
If ottheblessed’at.andhaTedoneTrithit,doI 

^ ^ ^ O' -S'- What-now ? I ’d sooner die in the ’at I 

1 V ca^.seeJtfother,Ican’tI , [An Attendant « coifed. 

<f\ TAeAftfendonl, Order, there, Gentlemen, please-nnless yon want 

J > there amt nothen to see to get tnmedont! No standing allowed on the seats — ^you’re dis- 

/ / \ \ s«® enough turbing the performance ’ere, yon know I 

/ J when the Cnrtanggoesnp. (Cttr- [JnDkrr is made to zit doum^ and toeepz silently; the hubbub 

^ r%ses on op^tng scene), gradually subndes-^and Tho Owner of the Hat triumphs— 

, . , emit that ni^, for the moment, 

now ? All them himps dicin’ round, and Teal ^ comm’ ont of the Jimmy^s Mother, Hever mind, my boy, yon shall have Mothers 
pot— which I ’one it ’s quite safe— and there ’s a beautiful fairy just seat in a minnte. I dessay, if all was known, the lady ’as reasons 
come on, dressed so grand, too ! for keeping her ’at on, pore thing I 

Jimmy. I can’t see no fairy— nor yet no himps— no nothen ! The Father. Ah, I never thonght o’ that. So she may. Teiy 

, TV , iHewTtimpers, likely her ’at won’t come off— not without her ’a»V.^ 

ms Mother {annoyed). Was there ever such a aggrevatog boy to The Mother, Ab, weU, we mnsn’t be ’ard on her, if that ’s so. 
takeanywheres! Set quiet, do, and don’t fidget, and look at the hactin’ I The O, of the H. {removing the obstruction). I ’ope you’re satisfied 

Jimmy, I tell yer I can’t see no hactin’, Mother. It am’t my note, I’m sure? 

\ T? ix, 4 .x, The Father {handsomely). Better late nor never. Mum, and we 


It, that's aU I ,, ,x . , y. . , The 0. of the M, {moUifiec 

Mother, Ho— bnt I thonght, if yon wouldn’t mind changing plae^ boy would like a ginger-nut. 
with him— you’re taller than him, and it wouldn’t be in your way {This olive-branch is acc 


witn Jnm— you're taller than Jtum, and it wouldn't be in your way 
’arf so much. 

Father. It ’s always the way with you— never saMsfied, you ain’t I 
Well, pass the hoy across— I’m for a quiet life, lam. {Changing 


{This olive-branch is accepted ; compliments pass ; cordiality is 
restored^ and the Pant^ime proceeds without further 
disturbance. 


wen, pass tne boy across— 1 'm lor a quiet me, lam. {Uhangtng 
seats,) Will this do for you ? 

[He settles down immeddaidy behind a very large^ and furry, and 
feathery hat, which he dodges for some time, with the result 
of obtaining an occasional glimpse of a pair of legs on the stage. 
Father {suddenly). D the ’at! 

Mother. You can’t wonder at the boy not seeing ! P’raps the 
lady wouldn’t might taking it off, if yon asked her ? 


furry, and SOMETHITO LIKE A SUBSCRIPTION! 

^ the Booh of Philanthropy,) 

^ * The Committee waited impatiently the arrival of the Great and 
P’raps the ^ obtain a donation— an ample one — 

from the Millionnaire whose charity was renowned far and wide. 


Father. Ah'! {He touches The Owner of the Hat on the shoulder,) world to the other. 

Excuse me, Mum, but might I take the liberty of asking you to appeared before theim 

kindly remove your ’at ? [The Owner of the Hat deigns no reply, -.y ^ asked, 

Father {more insistently). Would you ’ave any objection to olmge a smile that absolutely shone with 
me by taking off your ’at. Mum ? {Same result.) I dou’t know if benevolei^. . 

you ^eard me. Mum, but I ’ve asked you twice, civil enough, to take x ^ claims of 

that ’at of yours off. I ’m a playin’ ’Ide and Seek be’iud it ’ere ! ^ numerous, 


fi^c answer. 

The Mother, People didn’t ought to he allowed in the Pit with sech 
’ats I Gallin’ ’erself a lady — and settin’ there in a great ’at and 
feathers like a ’Ighlander’s, aud never answering no more nor a 
stuffed himage! 

Father {to the Husband of The Owner of the Hat). Will yon tell 
your good lady to take her ’at off, Sir, please? 

The Owner of the Hat {to her Husband), Don’t you do nothing 
of the sort, Sam, or yon ’ll ’car of it I 

The Mother, Some people are perlite, I must say. Parties might 
bey ave as ladies wheu they come in the Pit I It ’s a pity her ’ushand 
can’t teach her better manners I 


“ You know, Shj that the claims of 
the poor in the Winter are numerous, 
and difficult to meet ? ” 

“ Certainly I do,” returned the Man 
of Wealth, “and hope that you are 
about to ask me for a subscription.” 

“ Indeed we were,” cried the spokes- 


. Will yon tell of the Committee. eyes filling 
with grateful tears. “May I put you 

roudoaothiup 


“ Five pounds ! ” echoed the Million- 
ire, impatiently, “What is five 
unds?— :/?cc thousand is much more 
re the fignre ! How, I will give yon 



Tbg Ibtber. ’ImteMhherl ’E knows bette. ’E ’s got a Tartar 
there ’c ’as ^ Hame it I ” cried the Deputation in a breath. 

Tb'e Owt^ of the Sai. Saic, are yon going to set by and hear me simplert tbmg intbeworld ’’ oontoned^e Millionnaire. “ I 

insulted like tms ? j j » a thousand pounds on the condition that you get 

mr Susband {turning round tremulously). I— I ’U trouble yon to nmety-Me oth« fellows to do t^ s^e. Nay, yonshall thank me 
drop making these personal allusions to my wife’s ’at, Sir. It’s when all is collected. I can wait till then, 
pu&okly impossible to listen to what ’s going on on the stage, with ^ 

all these remarks be’ind! The above words were spoken more than thirty years ago. Since 


The Father, Hot more 


nor it is to see what’s going on on the then the Deputation have been waiting for the other fellows — and 
j ! I paid ’arf-a-crown to see the Panter- so has the MiUiounaire 1 


mime, I did ; not to ’ave a view of yonr wife’s ’at! . . . ’Ere, Ma-rta, 

blowed if I can stand this ’ere game any longer, Jimmy mnst rr 

change places again, and if he can’t see, he must stand np on the ^ ^ irroiessor v. irroiesaor. ^ ^ 

seat, that’s all! Proyessoji Yihchow seems by no means Koch-sure about the 

[JiMMT is transferred to his original place, and mounts upon the seat. <«Jerc«fow remedy.. Indeed Prefer :^s there is not 
A Pittite bmind Jimmy {touching up Jimmy’s Father with an 9^?“ if,”’ but much if inaTlECnowI He 

umbrella). Will you tell your little boy to set down, please, and not inclined to sipfiT with owir^urne: 
block the view lite this P ** Come down, and redeem 


u Come down, and redeem us from Yirchow.” 


TOL. a 




Wordy Kmfe Grinder, “Stoet! God 
Friend of Ireland:-^ 

WoBDT Enife-Gf^rinder I Whither are you going ? 
Dark is your way— your wheel looks out of order— 
Mitohelstown palls, and there seems no more spell in 
O’JBniBir’s breeches I 

“Wordy Enife- Grinder, little think the proud ones, 
Who m their speeches prate about their TJnion- 
Ism, what hard work His to keep a Party 
Tightly together I 


BLESS YOU 1 I HAVE NONE TO TELL, SiE 1 ’ 

“ Tell me, Knife-Grinder, what your little game is. 
Do you mean playing straight with me and 
others ? ^ 

Or would you jooky Erin like a confounded 
Saxon attorney? 

** Give ns a glimpse of that same Memorandum I 
Pledge yourself clear to what needs no explaining I 
Prove that your plan is not ^uite a sham, sly- whittled 
Down into nuUity ! 
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“ Ere I depart (if ^ I must, Tot Healy) 

Give me a pledge fiiat I 'm uot sold for nothing. 

Tell ns in plain ronnd words, without evasion, the 
True Hawarden story.” 

Knife- Grinder* 

Story I Gh)d hless yer ! I have none to tell, Sir ! 

Never tell stories, I ; ’tis my sole business 

This Wheel to turn with treadle and ay, ‘ Knives and 
Scissors to grind 0 ! ’ 

“ Constabulary ? Question of Land Purchase ? 

Number of Irish Members due in justice ? 

Never said aught about ’em ; don’t intend to— 

Not for the present. 

“ I shall be glad to do what honour urgeth ; 

Grind on alone, if you wiE give me carte-hlanehe^ 

Make room for JusTur, and forbear to meddle 
With politics. Sir 1 ” 

Friend of Ireland* 

‘ ‘ I give thee carte-Uanche f I will see thee blowed first— 

Fraud ! whom no frank appeal can move to frankness— 

Sophist, eYasive, garrulous, word- web-spinning 
Subtle Old Spiderl I!” 

{Kicks the Knife-Grinder^ overturns his Wheels and exit in a 
fury of patriotic enthusiasm and forcible language* 

CAPITAL AM) LABOUfl POBPlGASTj 

or, Bvx of One and Hdlf-a^Dozen of the Other* 

Thouoh in some quarters a better feeling was reported to have 
prevailed, still, according to latest accounts, the outlook can scarcely 
be [regaled as satisfactory. A meeting of the Amalgamated En- 
gineering Tram-Drivers’ Mutual Stand-Shoulder-to-Shoulder Stran- 
gulation Society was held on Glasgow Green yesterday afternoon, at 
which, amid a good deal of boisterous interruption, several delegates 
addresi^ the assembled au^ence and recounted their recent ex- 
periences un to date. There were still 1700 of the Cmnpany’s old 
hands out oi work, and though, tbauks to the profound enthT»sb>8w, 
** their just cause ” had excited amidst tiie Trade Someti^ in toe 
Souto, by which, owing to subscriptions from no less important bodiot 
than the Bootmakers’ Benevolent Grandmothers’ Association, and 
Superannuated IJndertaken^ Orphan Society, they had been able to 
stay out and defy the Company, receiving all the while, every man 
of them, a stipend of Zs* a-week, still they had almost come to 
toe end of toeir resources, and all that they had in hand towards 
next week’s fund for distribution, was £1 13s. 7id,j received in 
coppers from toe Deputy-Chairman of the Mefropolitan Boys’ Boot- 
blacking Brigade, accompanied with an intimation that that Help must 
be regarded as toe last that can be counted on from that quarter. 
Under these circumstances it became a question whether it was not 
almost time to consider some terms of compromise* 

In the above sense one of toe speakers addressed toe meeting, 
but he was speedily followed by another, who insisted tlmt, ^*eome 
what might,” they would stick to their latest terms, which were, a 
three-hours’ day— (Loud cAeers)— and^ tune-and-three-quarters for 
any work expected after three o’clock in the afternoon. (Prolonged 

A Defegate here rose, and said it was all very well toeir cheering, 
but could they get it? (A Voices “ WeHl try For his psfft, the 
speaker con&ued, he had had enough of frying. With wife and 
cnildren starving at home, he had only one course open to him, and 
that was, to knock under to the (k)mpany and toeir ten-hours’ day, 
if they would have him. (GVaaTW, amid lohich the Speaker had his 
hat knocked over his eyes^ and was kicked out of the assenibly*) 

The discussion was then continued, muto in the s^e vein, and 
eventually cnlminated in a free fight, in which toe^ Chairman got his 
head broken, on declaring that a Motion further limiting toe work- 
ing_day to two hours and a half, was lost by a usmtow majority. 

Yesterday afternoon toe Directors’ Mutual Anti-Labour Protection 
Company met at toeir Central OfB.ces for the despatch of their usual 
business. The ordinary Beport was read, which announced that 
though toe affairs of three great Railway Companies had “ gone” 
Htenuly “ to toe dogs,” still, toe Dfrectors of each had to bejoon- 
gratulated on showing a firm frontjh refusing to acknowledge even 
toe existence of their employes* The usual congratulatory Motions 
were put, pro forma, and passed, and, amid a general maTiifestation 
of gloomy satisfaction, the meeting was further adjourned. 

Salvage ICan.” 

Rudyabd Bjfiino has hit on a picturesque plan ; 

He describes in strong langu^ "‘toe savage in Man.” 

Whilst amongst toe conventions he raids and he ravages* 

We’d l&e just a leetie more “ Man” in his savages* 



IN SELF-DEFENCE. 

Jones (who has just told his best Story, and been rewarded with a gentle 
smile). “Upon my word. Women haven't oot the rbaii sense of 
Humour I Why, when I heard that Story for the first time, 

ONLY LAST WebK, I SIMPLY ROARED !’* 

Miss Smith. “So did I— only it was Last Year I” 


FROM OUR MUSICAL BOX, 

We sent our Musical Box (Cox being unable to accompany him on 
toe piano or any other insfrnment, by reason of toe severe weather) 
to hear Statenhagen at St. James’s Hall, Thursday last, the 22nd. 
Our Musical B. was nearly turned out of toe hall, he was in such 
ecstasies of delight over a Beetoovenly concerto, which “bangs 
Banagher,” he said, subsequently frAusIating the expression by 
explaining, “ toat is, beats Beethoven.” Out M. B. wept over a 
cadenza composed by toe performer* and was only restored by toe 
appearance~5ier first— of Madame IStavenkagen, who gave some- 
body’s grand seena far better, probably, than toat somAody could 
have given it himself, set as it was to fine descriptive mnsio by toe 
clever Stavenhagen, which delighted all hearers* esj^cially those 
who were liiszT-eners. “ Altogetoer,” writes our Musical Box, “ a 
very big success. Music is thirsty work. I am now about to do a 
symphony in B. and S.” 

VICB VERSA, 

A Poet in the Forum asks toe question, 

“ Is Yerse in Danger ? ” ’Tis a wild suggestion I 
Is Yerse in Danger ? Nay, that ’s not toe curse ; 

Danger (of utter boredom) is in Yerse! 

Odd Man Out.” — On Saturday last, toe last among the theatri- 
cal advertisements in the Daily Telegraph was toe mysteriotw one, 
“Mb. Chahles Sugden at Libbbty, ’ and then followed his 
address. “At liberty!” What does it mean? Has he been— it w a 
little difficult to choose toe right word, hut let us say immured— has 
he been immured in some cell r — for it does sound like a ‘ seu w 
another sort — and has he at last effected a sensational escape P No 
doubt Cttardes, our iiend, will be able to offer the puhne a sms- 
factory AT plfl.Tift.tinTi when he re-appears on tiie Stage which sufferw 
from his absence.' 
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PLATING OLD GOOSEBEEEY AT THE HATMASKET; 

Or, Tht Bqo\ ihc JDaricing GirZ^ and the Little Lame DxlcIc, 

What is to be in Enery Hauthor Jones is not so mncb 

bis work but bis pluck, —for has he not, in the first place, overcome 
the prudery of the Lord Chamberlain^s Licensing Department, and, 
in the second place, has he not introduced on the boards of the Hay- 
market a ^ood old-fashioned Melodrama, brought “ up to date,” and 
disguised in a Comedy wrapper ? Walk in, Ladies and Gentlemen, 
and see The Dancing Girl^ a Comedy-Drama shall we call it, or, 
genericalljr, a play? wherein the prominent figures are a wicked 
Duke , — vice the “wicked Baronet,” now shelved, as nothing under the 
ducal rank will suit us nowadays, bless you !— a Provincial Puritan 
family, an honest bumpkin lover, a devil of a dancing woman who 
lives a double-shuMing sort of life, an angel of a lame girl,— who, of 
course, ean^t cut capers but goes in for coronets,— a sly, unprin- 
cipled, and calculating kind of angel she is too, but an audience 
that loves Melodrama is above indulging in uncharitable analysis of 
motive, — a town swell in the country, a more or less unscrupulous 
land-agent, and a genuine, honest “heavy father,” of the ancient 
type, with a good old-fasMoned melodramatic father’s curse ready 
at the right moment, the last relic of a bygone period of the trans- 
pontine Melodrama, which will bring tears to the eyes of man^ an 
elderly^laygoer on hearingthe old familiarformula, in the old fanmiar 
situation, reproduced on the stage of the modem Haymarket as 
through the medium of a phonophone. 

At all events, Dmsilla alias “the Dancing Girl”— thongh as to 


yer at it I ” ^ Dismay of Dook and Dancer ! ! then Curtain on a 
most emphatically effective situation. 

The Second Act is far away the best of the lot, damaged, however, 
by vain repetitions of words and actions. To the house where Miss 



Pinal Tableau, Act L 

“ 0 does not a Meeting (House) like this make amends ? ” 

Sam Ohristison ** Ullo ! Oh my I I ’m a looking at yer ! ” 

where she djmces, how she dances, and when she dances, we are left 
pret^ well m the dark, as she only gives so slight a taste of her 
^ality that it seemed like a very amateurish imitation of Miss yATTi 
Vaughan in her heat day , — DrusiUa Ives is the mistress, neither pure 
nor simple, of the Duke of Guisehurg^ — s. title which is evidently 
artfully intended by ftbe, at present, “ Only Jones” to be a com- 
pound of the Prenoh “ Guise ” and the English “ Bury,”— who from 
his way of going on and playing old gooseberry with his property, 
might hs.Ye been thus styled with advantage : and so henceforth 
let us think and speak of him as His Grace or His Disgrace the Duke 
of Gooseberry, 

This Duke of Gooseberry visits, “quite unbeknown,”— being, for 
mis occasion only, the Duke of Disguisebury,— his own property, 
the Island of St. EndelHon, just to see, we suppose, what sort of 
people the Q^uaker family may be from wMon his mistress, the 
Dicing duakeress (and how, funny she [used to be at the Music 
Halls^ and at the Gaiety !), has sprang. Por some reason or other, the 
Dancing dnakeress has gone to stay a few weeks with her family in 
the oo^try, and while this hypocritical Daughter of Hbrodias is 
with her duaker belongings at prayers in tiie Meeting House, the 
spint moyeth her to come out, and to come out uncommonly strong, 
as, within a yard or so of the building, she laughs and talks 
loudly with Gooseberry, and then in a light-hearted way she 
meats^ the Doqk to some amateur imitations Jof Et.t.tbn Terry, 
fiTitsnTTig up with aremiuisoenoe of KatbYaugban; all of which 
al fr^eo entertainment is given for the benefit of the Tafore- 
said Gooseberry within sound of the sermon and within sight of 
the Meetog House windows. Suddenly her mstic duaker lover, 
a kind of Mam DeggoUy^ lounges out of the Conventicle, which, 
as these persons seem to leave and enter mst when it suits 
them, ought rather to be called a Chapel-of-Ease,— and, like the 
clown that he is, says in effect, “I’m a-looking at yer I I ’ve caught j 



Two “ Regular Bawgs ” having a tHe-d-tUe, 

Dancing Girl is openly liting under the protection of Gooseberry, the 
Duke’s worthy Steward actually brings bis virtuous and ingenuous 
young daughter I If ever there were a pair of artful, contriving, 
scheming humbugs, it is this worthy couple. Because the Duke 
saved her from being run over by his own horses, therefore she con- 
siders herself at liberly to limp after him, and round him, and about 
Mm, on every possible occasion, to say sharp, priggish things to 
Mm, to make love to him, and in the Third Act so craftily to manage 
as to spot him just as he is about to drink off a pbial of poison, wMch 
operation, being preceded by a soliloquy of strong theatrical flavour 
and considerable length, gives the lame girl a fair chance of hobbling 
down the stairs and arresting the thus “spotted Nobleman’s” arm 
at the critical moment. Curtain, and a really fine dramatic situation. 
“ WMcb nobody can deny,” 

It is in tMs same Third Act that the fine old crusted melodramatic 
curse is uncorked, 
and a good impe- 
rial quart of wrath 
is poured out on 
Ms dancing daugh- 
ter’s head by the 
heavy father, who, in Ms 
country suit, forces Ms way 
into the gilded halls of the 
Duke’s mansion, past the 
flunkeys, the head hutler, 
and all the rest of the usual 
ampered menials. An au- 
ience that can accept this 
old-fasMoned cheap-novel 
kind of clap-trap, and wit- 
ness, without surprise, the 
marvellous departure of all 
the guests, supperless, for 
no assigned cause, or expli- 
cable reason, not even an 
alarm of fire having been 
given, will swallow a con- 
siderable amonnt. 

The Fourth Act is an 
anticlimax, and shows up 

the faulty construction of ^ , 

the drama. Of course the ^^^.ntaloon David Peggotty Gladstone Ives. 

news comes that the Dancing Girl is dead, and tMs information 
is brought by a Sainte Nitouche of a “Sister” of some Theatrical 
Order^ yiot admitted after half -past seven), whose very appear- 
ance is a snggestio falsi* Equally, of course, a letter is found, 
which, as exculpating Gooseberry, induces the old cuss of a Puritan 
father to shake bands with the converted Spotted Nobleman ” ; 
but, be it remembered, the Dook is still Ms landlord, and the 
value of the property is going up considerably. Then it appears 
that the old humbug of an agent has sagaciously speculated in 
the improvement of the island, and poor Gooseberry feels under 
such an obligation to that sly puss of an agent’s daughter, that, 
in a melancholy sort of way, he offers her Ms hand, which she, 
the artful little hussy of a BecTcy Sharp^ with considerable affec- 
tation of coyness, accepts, and down goes the Curtain upon as unsatis- 
factory and commonplace a termination to a good Melodrama as any 



Act III. 
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Pidlistine of the Philistanes could possibly wish. It would have 
been a human tragedy indeed had poor Goo^berry poisoned himself, 
and the girl whose life he had saved had arrived just too late, only 
to die of a broken heart. But that is quite another story.’^ 

The piece is well played all round, especially by the men. 
Mr. Tree is excellent, except in the ultra-melodramatic parts, 
where he is too noisy. The very best thing he does is the i^rfect 
finish of the Second Act, when, without a word, he sits in the 
chair before the fire lost in dismal thought. This is admirable: 



PiNAi. Tableau. 

Triumph of the Artful Agent and his lame Duck of a Daughter, Sybil Slyboots, 
alias Becky Sharp, afterwards the Merry Duchess of Gooseberry. 

as perfect in its dramatic force as it is true to nature. It is 
without exception the best thing in the whole piece. Mr. F. Ftsu-r 
as JR^ginald Slingshy, achieves a success unequalled smoe Mr. Baj?- 
CROPr played the parvenu swell Mawtree. It should be borne in 
mind that Mr. TTpur oi^ recently played admirably the poor stutter- 
ing shabby lover in I%e Struggle for Life* II Imn^ ce hon 
M. Kerr. Miss Julia ^eiisor looks the part ^ the life : when 
she has ceased to give occasional imitations' of Miss Eller Terrt, 
and can really play the part as well as she looks it, then nothing 
more could he possibly aesired. All the others as good as need he, 
or can be. 


THE BOGEY, MLW 

{Retort of a Lady-Rlaycr who plays **for love.*') 

[“ game was ever vet invented which held the female mind in thr^i 
gave by indirect means. "Where would croquet have been, so far as the Ladies 
were concerned, without its Curates, or lawn-tennis without its ‘Greek gods’ . . . 
If men played for nothing, they would find it dull enough.” — ^J ames Payn ] 

Tis mighty well for Menfolk at Womankind to gibe. 

And swear* they do not care for games without some lure or bribe, 

But e'en in James Patr’s armour there seems some weakisb joints ; 
He does not care for “glorious Whist ” unless for “ sixpenny points ! ” 
Whist I Whist ! Whist ! It charms the Bogey, Man : 

Whist I Whist! Whist! He ’ll play it when he can. 

But “ pointless Whist,” as Patr admits, is not at all his plan ; 
You must have “ money on” to please the Bogey, Man! 

How, Ladies like to play “ for love,” a fault male hucksters blame, 
But only sordid souls deny that is the true “ grand game.” 

Man’s vulgarer ambition ’s not just to play well and wm ; 

His eye is ever on the shakes, his interest on the “ tin.” 

Whist ! Whist I Whist ! That blatant Bogey, Man I 
Whist ! Whist ! Whist ! He ’ll fiout us when he can. 

“ Indirect means ” though, after all, are portions of his plan ; 
For all his brag he loves the “ swag,” the Bogey, Man I 

Mum’s the Word! 

[Mr. Chambbblair presided lately at a Deaf-and-Dumh Meeting.] | 
Joseph rejtecteth : — I 

Deap-muies make the best audience, I see ; | 

They me no rude fiood of gibes to stem. 

True, they were deaf, and so could not hear me, 

But they were dumb, so I could not hear them I 

Madame Bolard Be-Ediieb [from a sham^ Japanese point of 
meto).— 0 LtrerttI what strange (decsorative) things axe done in 
thy heme I 


JACK^S APPEAL. 

[« It is impossible for warrant-ofacers in the Navy not to see that they are 
placed at a disadvautage as compared with non-cominiseioned officers in tke 
ijmy, and it must be very difficult to persuade them that the two cai^ are so 
essentially different as to afford no real ground for griev-ance.” — The " Times^* 
on “ An JBarnest Appeal on Behalf of the Emh and File of the 

Jouik Tar to Tommy Atkins, loquitur : — 

Tommt Atkirs, Tommx Ateirs, i>enmen write pertiHer fine 
Of the Wooden Walls of England, and likeways the Thin Bed Line ; 
But for those as form that Line, mate, or for those as man them Walls, 
Scribes don’t seem so precions anxious to kick up their lyric squalls. 
Not a bit of it, my hearty ; for one reason— it don’t pay ; 

There is amall demand, my Toiotr, for a Dirdir in onr day. 

Oh, I knew that arter dinner yonr M.P.’s can up and quote 
Tasty tit-hits from old CHAitT.TCY^ which they all reel o® by rote ; 

But if there is a cherub up aloft to watch poor Jack, 

That there cherub ain’t a poet,— bards are on another tack. 

Tommt Atkirs, Tomiot Atkirs, Bull is sweet on “loyal toasts,” • 
And he spends his millions freely on his sqnadrons and ms hosts, 

But there isn’t much on ’t, messmate, not so fur as I can see, 
Whether ’tis rant or rhino, that gets spent on you and me. 

Still tiie Times has took our case up, — werry handsome o’ the Times ! — 
I have heard it charged with prejudice, class-hate, and similar 
crimes,^ 

But it shows it ’s got fair sperret and a buzzum as can feel 
When it backs us with a “ Leader ” arter printing our “ Appeal.” 
You are better off, my Tomiky, than the Navy Bank and File, 

You may chance to get promotion, — arter waiting a good while— 

But the tip-top of Tar luck ’s to be a Warrant Officer ; 

We ain’t Eke to get no furtiier, if we even get as fur. 

’Tain’t encouraging, my hearty. As for me, I ’m old and grey, 

’Tis too late now for promotion if it chanced to come my way ; 

And my knowledge, and my patter, and my manners— well I guess 
They mayn’t be percisely fitim for a dandy ward-room mess. 

But the Navy of the Future, Tommy Atkirs, is our care, 

We havd gone through many changes, and for others must prepare. 
It will make the Navy popular, more prospect of advance ; 

And what I say is. Tommy, — let the young uns have a chance ! 

Some I know will cry Impossible,” and slate the scheme like fan. 
Most good things are “ impossible,” my Tommy, — till they^re done ! 
Quarter-decks won’t fill from fokesels, not to any great extent ; 

But, give good men a better chance! I guess that’s all that’s 
meant. 

As the Times says, werry sensible and kind-like, prejudice. 

Though strong at firet, dies quickly, melts away like thaw- 
struck ice ; 

If every brave French soldier, with a knapsack on his hack, 

May find a Marshal’s baton at the bottom of that pack, 

Why should not a true British Tar, with pluck, and luck, and wit. 
Find at last a “ Luff’s ” cowimission hidden somewheres in his kit ? 

WAKING TKEll UP. 

Fly-leaf from cm Briergetie Kaiser's Diary^ 

10 P.M.— Slip out of 0|^ra and take somebody else’s overcoat from 
cloak-room when nobody is looking, jump into a four-wheeler, and 
drive to station. Am recognised, and a special train is called out. 
Give them the slip, and get into a horse-box of third-class omnibus- 
train just about to start. 

10 15 p.M. to 2'30 A,M.— Still in horse-hox. 

2*45 A. M.— Stop at a big town. Hurry out. Stopped for ticket. 
Throw off disguise of somebody else’s overcoat, and declare myself. 
Guard called out to escort me. When they are looking the other 
way, hide under refreshment-counter, and get out of station unob- 
served on all-fours. Am collared by a policeman. Again have to 
declare myself. Give policeman twenty marks, hind him to silence, 
and borrow bis officm cloak. Find out Burgomaster’s address. 
Hammer at bis front door till I bave stirred up the whole household. 

4 A.M. to 5 A.M.— Find out the Archbishop. Bang at his front 
door till he puts his head out of window, and wants to know “ What 
ou earth’s the matter?” Hide round the comer. Bepeat same 
business, with more or less success, at the residence of the Chief 
Justice, then at that of the Clerk of the Peace, and at those of any 
other officials I can call to mind, winding up by a regular good row 
at that of the General in Command. Trumpeter comes out. Take 
bugle from him, and give the call. General in ContTnand rubs his 
eyes sleepily, and says he’ll be down pr^entiy. 

5 A.M.— Hui^ back to station. (Jatch early cattle-train going 
back to Berlin.^ Jump on engine, and declare myself. Wire 
aTOToacb down linoj and tear away with the cattle, at seventy 
imies an hour, getting back to Berlin just in time for breakfast. 
Fancy I woke them up ! Altogether, a very enjoyable outing.^ i 






GENUINE ENTHUSIASM. 

[A Thaw Picture,) 

Whit metier ah Inch or Two or Surface-Water, if the Ice be still souitd ukderneath I 


«EOUGE ET NOIEr^ 

Or, Jokathah’s Perplexistg Problem, 

{Some Way after Eosea Biglow's ^^JonoUhan to 
Johnf) 

Jonathan {who has been reading the Articles 
on “ The Negro Qutestion in the United 
States,^* in the English Times^^) log ,: — 

It may be ez you’re right, John, 

And both my hands are full ; 

You know ez I can fight, Johh, 

(I ’ye wiped out “ Sitting BuU ”). 

Ole Uncle S. sez he, “ I guess 
We see our fix,” sez he,- 
♦‘The‘Thunderer’8’ paw lays down the law, 
Accordin’ to 1. B. 

To square it’s left to me ! ” 

Blood ain’t so cool as ink, Jomsr ; 

Big words are easy wrote ; 

The coons weU, you don’t think, John, 

I ’ll let ’em cut my throat. 

Ole Uncle S. sez he, “I guess 
Ghost-dance must stop,” sez he. 

“ Suppose the ‘ brayes ’ and black ex-slayes 
Hed b’longed to ole J. B, 
lasted of untome?” 

Ten art’cles in your Times^ Johjt, 

Hey giy me good adyice, 

I mind th’ old Slavery crimes, Johh. 

I don’t need tellin’ twice. 

Ole Uncle S. sez he, “ I guess, 

I only guess,” sez he, 

** Seven million blacks on his folks’ backs 
Would kind o’ rile J. B, 

Ez much ez it riles me 1 ” 


The Red Man,— weU, I s’pose, Johh, 

We ’ll hey to wipe him aout. 

Sech pizonous trash ez those, Johh, 

The world kin do without. 

Ole Uncle S. sez he, “ I guess 
Injuns must go,” sez he, 

“ Cooper’s Red Man won’t fit our plan, 
Though he once witched J, B, 

As once he fetched e’en me ! ” 

The Black Man I Ah, that ’s wuss, J ohh. 
The chaps wuz nght, e^yfoost^ 

Who said the Slavery cuss, Johh, 

Wud yet come home to roost. 

Ole Uncle S. sez he, “ I guess 
The problem set,” sez he, 

“ By that domed Mg. is black and big, 
And fairly puzzles me, 

Ez it wud do J. B.” 

Tour Times would right our wrongs, JoHH. 

— ^Always wuz sweet on us ! — " 

But on dilemma’s prongs, Johh, 

To fix me don’t you fuss. 

Ole Uncle S. sez he, “ I guess, 

Though physio ’s good,” sez he, 

“ It doesn’t f oiler that he can swaller 
Prescriptions signed J. B. 

Put up by you for me I ” 

Thet swaggerin’ black buck Mg., Johh, 

Is jest a grown-up kid ; 

Ez happy as a— pig, Johh, 

When doin’ wut he’s bid. 

Ole Uncle S. sez he, “I guess 
He ’s hateful when he ’s free. 

Equal with him^ that dark-skinn’d limb ? 
No; that will not suit me, 

More than it wud J, B. ! ” 


Emigrate the whole lot, John ? 

Well, that ’s a tallish task I 
In Afric’s centre hot, Johh, 

Send ’em to breed and bask ? 

Ole Uncle S. sez he, “I guess 
J’d be right glad,” sez he, 

‘‘But — will they gof ’Tain’t done, you 
As easy as J. B. [know, 

Wud settle it— for me I ” 

iBowyc— there I see my way, Johh. 

But iVbir— thet ’s hard to front ! 

It wun’t be no child’s play, Johh, 

Seven million Mgs to shunt. 

Ole Uncle S. sez he, “ I guess 
We ’ve a hard row,” sez he, 

“ To hoe just now, but thet, somehow, 

I fancy, friend J. B,, 

Your Times may leave to me ! ” 

\^Left consider%ng it. 


WELCOME BACK I 

[Mr. SANTLEy, who has been long absent in 
Australia, reappeared at St. James’s Hall on Jan. 
19, and was received with great enthusiasm.] 

Back from your Australian trip ! 

Punchy my Cfarles, your fist must grip. 
You have lighted on a time 
When we ’re all chill, choke, and grime. 
’Twere no marvel, 0 great baritone. 

Did you find your voice had nary toue. 

But there ’s none like you can sing 
“ To Anthea,^^ “ The ErUKingP 
Schubert, Gouhod, English Hattoh, 
Equally your Fine Art’s pat on. 

Punch can never praise you scantly. 

A votre santi^ good Cwarltbs Sahilbt I 
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OUR SPORT AND ART EXHIBITION. 



•'OSr THE SCENT.” 


FOR WORSE. 

[At the Anti-Gamhling Demonstratioix recently held in Exeter Hall, Sir 
Richard Webster, the Attorney-General, said that^ it was supposed by 
many that it was impossible to enjoy athletic pursuits without becoming- 
interested in a pecuniary sense. He should therefore like to add, not for the 
purpose of holding himself up as an example, that, during his entire interest 
m sports of aU kinds, he had never made a bet.] 

Ah 1 these axe days when Recklessness, bereft of ready cash, 

Will strive to remedy the void hy speexxlative splash ; 

It is a salutary sight for Bankruptcy and Debt— 

Our good Attorney-General who never made a bet. 

His interest in manly sports, an interest immense, 

Was ne’er degraded to a mere “ peenniary sense; ” 

His boyhood’s love of marbles leaves him nothing to regret — 

Our good Attorney-General who never made a bet. 


Next, when a youth,, the orioket-bat he first beam to wield, 

And “Heads or Tails?” re-echoed for the Tuni-ngs through the 
field. 

He sternly scorned to toss the coin, howe’er his friends might fret- 
Our good Attorney-General who never made a bet. 

Amd when, an Undergraduate, he swiftly skimmed his mile. 

And comrades staked with confidence on him their little pile, 

He ’d beg them not on his account in gambling ways to get-- 
This good Attorney-General who never made a bet. 

To play for money ruins whist : and seldom can his Club 
Persuade him to put counters (coins for Eulus !) on the rub ; 

He Aas been known for lozenges to dabble with piquet ; 

He wasn’t Chief Attorney then, nor was it qmte a bet. 


His wise profession’s ornament, he looks on all such games 

Far otherwise than Russell does, than ILocewood, Hatx, or James ; 

For pure platonic love of play he stands unequalled yet— 

Our good Attorney-General who never made a bet. 

St. Stephen’s, too, tbinks much of him ; hut ah I his soul it pains 
To know that Speculation o’er the lobby sometimes reigns ; 

He ’s chided Old Morauty and EAioyoiPH and the seti 
Beseeching them on bended knees to never make a bet. 


We all are fond of him, in short, the Boxes with the Gods ; 

That he ’s a first-rate fellow we would gladly lay the odds. 

But no I— himself would veto that. We must not wound our pet 
Precise Attorney-General who never made a bet. 


THE ARISTOTELIAN TREASURE-TROYE. 

Axl have heard of “ a Manuscript found In a Bottle,” 

But here is a waif with romance yet more fraught : 

A newly-found treatise by old Aristotle 
Is flotsam indeed from the Ocean of Thought. 

Oh, hapgy discoverer, lucky Museum ! 

Not this time the formgner scores off John Bull, 

Teuton pundits would lift, for such luck, their Te Dmm / 

No Shapiba, JPunch ho^s, such a triumph to dull I 
May it all turn out right I Further details won’t tire us. 

We may get some straight-tips from that Coptic papyrus ! 

ROBERT ON SKATIN\ 

Well, I begins to agree with them as says, and says it too as if 
they ment it, that noboddy can reelly tell what is reel grand injiy- 
ment till they trys it, and trys it farely, and gives it a good chance. 
I remembers how I used to try and like Crikkit, when I was much 
yunger than I am now, and stuck to it in spite of several black eyes 
when I stood pint, and shouts of, “Now then, Butter-Fingers! ” 
when I stood leg, till a serten werry fast Bowler sent me away from 
the wicket with two black and blew legs, and then I guv it up. I 
guv up Foot Ball for simler reeauns, and have never attemted not 
notbizik in the Hathlettick line ewer since, my sumwat rapid increase 
in size and wait a hading me in that wise resolooshun. 

But sumhow it appeued, dooring the hawful whether we has all 
bin a shivering threw for this long time, that I found my atenshun 
direckted to the strange f ack that, whilst amost ewerybody was busily 
engaged in a cnssin and swarin at the bitter cold and the dirty 
slippery sno, ewerybody else seemed to be injying of theirselves 
like wun-a-clock. Now it so appened that when waiting one day 
upon the yonng swell I have before spoken of, at the “ Grand ’Otel,” 
he was jined by another swell, who told him what a glorius day’s 
skating he had been avin in Hide Park! and how he ment to go 
agen to-morrer, “ if the luvly frost wood but continue I ” 

So my oureosety was naterally egsited, and nex day off I gos to 
Hide Park, and there I seed the xplanation of what had serprised 
me so much. For there was hunderds and hxmderds of not only 
spectahly drest Gents, hut also of reel-looking Ladys, a skatin 
away like fun, and a larfing away and injying theirselves jest as if 
it had bin a nice Summer’s day. Presently I a:^pend to find myself 
a standing jest by a nice respectabel looMng man, with a 
nice, eumferd-looking chair, and seweral pares of Skates; and 
presently he says to me, quite permiscus - Hke, “They all 
seems to be a injying theirselves, don’t they, Sir?” which 
they most suttenly did; and then he says to me, says he, “Do 
you skate. Sir?” to which my natral pride made me reply, 
“Not much! ” “ Will you have a pair on. Sir,” s^s he, “jest for 
a trial ? ” *‘Is there any fear of a axident ? ” says 1. “ Oh no. Sir,” 
says he, “ not if you f oilers my hinstrucshuns.” So I aeshally sets 
myself down in his chair, and lets him put me on a pair of Skates I 
The first differculiy was, how to get up, which I found as I eoudn’t 
man^e at all without hisiasistance ; for, strange to say, both of my 
feet insisted on going quite contrary ways. Howewer, by grarsping 
on him quite tite round his waste, I at last manidgea to go along 
three or four slides, and then I returned to the chair, and sat down 
again ; and he was kind ennff to compliment me, and to say that he 
thort I was a gitting on fust-rate, and, if I woud only cum ewexy 
day for about a week or so, he had no dowt hut he shood see me a 
skating a figger of hate like the best on ’em I 
Hencouraged by his truthfool remarks, I at larst weutured to let 
go of him and try a few slides hy my^lf , and shood no dowt have 
suokseeded hadmerably, but my bootiful stick to which I was] a 
trustiu to elp me from falling, slided rite away from me iu a most 
unnatral manner, and down I came on my onerahel seat, with such 
a smasher as seemed to shake all my foreteen stun into a cooked-hat, 
to speak, l^egorically, and there I lay, elpless and opeless, and 
wnndrimg how on airth I shood ever get up again. But my trusty 
frend and guide was soon at my side, as the Poet says, hut all his 
united force, with that of too hoys who came to his assistance, and 
larfcri all the wile, as rude boys will, coud not get me m my feet 
agen ’till my too skates was taken off, and I agen found myself on 
terror former on my friend’s chair. It took me lonM to recover 
myself than I shood have thort posserbel, but at larst I was enabled 
to crawl away, but not ’till my frend had supplied me with jest a 
nice nijp of brandy, which he said he kept andy in case of any such 
surprisin axidents as had appened to me. 

^ what with paying for tiie use of the skates, and the use of the 
Brandy, and the use ox the too boys, and the use of a handsnm Cab to 
take me to ^e “Grand,” that was raytber a deer ten minutes 
skating, and as it was reelly and trewly my fust attemt at that 
poplar and xoiting passtime. I tbink I may safely afhrm — as I have 
alreddy done to my better barf —whose l^gwidge, when I r^ated 
my hadwentur, is scaroiy worth repeating, as it was most certenly 
not oomidemeiuniy that it riiall be my larst. Bohert. 
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A FREEZING POINT. 

(By a Froz&fyout Loner,) 

They tell me thou art cold, my 
sweet— 

A fact that scarcely odd is. 
Gales half so emel neyer heat 
A^inst poor human bodies. 
Cupid’s attire is far too light 
To weather Thirty Fahrenheit. 

How can a glow the soul entrance. 
When frostbite nips the finger. 
And blushes quit the countenance 
To nigh the nostril linger ! 
Warmth were a miracle, in sight 
And grip of Thirty Fahrenheit. 

Chill ! chill to me^ my Paradise 1 1 
I ’ll not complain or curse on. 
One cannot well be otherwise 
To any mortal person. 

Mere icebergs ambulant, we fight 
Ferocious Thirty Fahrenheit. 

Cold art thou ? Hot so cold as I— 
Nought living could be colder. 

I ’m far too cold to sob or sigh. 
Still less in passion smoulder. 
I’m turning fast to something 
quite 

As numb as Thirty Fahrenheit. 


Inyobmation EEauiBEn.— “ Sir, I 
see a Yolume advertised entitled, 
Uhfpoken Sermons, I should be 
gladl to know where these are 
preached, as that’s the place for 
yours truly, One who Snores.” 
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THE DELIGHTS OF TRIAL BY JURY. 




Hew Book op Irish Lim— TSe These Gektmmbn abb expected to be in a Judicial Frame op Mind apteb hangtno about 
Beda^s Sons, By the Author of the the pbegincts op the Ooubt pob sevebal Days, undeb penalty op a Heavy Fine, while their 
tale of Indian Life, The BegunCs Pbivate Business in the City and elsewhere is going to the Dogs. (Why should not Hale- pay 
Daughters, Oppicbis do the Wobk, and believe Busy Men ? ) 


ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

extracted from the diary of toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Thursday, January 22, — Both Houses met 
to-day after Christmas Kecess. Ho Queen’s Speech ; no moving and 

seconding of Address; no 
Eoyal Commission and pro- 
cession of SPEAinni to Lords. 
AH seems strange, and 
^ spirits generally a little 

depressed. Only Eobebt 
Fowiek rises superior to 
oircumstauces of hour. 
Blustering about the Lobby 
^^like Boreas,” says Oaus- 

** Only not so rude,” says 
Habby Lawson, jealous for 
the reputation of Metropo- 
litan Members, even though 
some sit on the Benches 
ViBi opposite. With folded hands 
thrust behind coat - tails, 
rollicking stride, thunderous 
voice, and blooming coun- 
tenance, Sir Eobbet posi- 
tively pervades the Lobby, 
y Personally receives Pope 
Hennbssy; shakes hands 

j^Sr for a moment .under 
^ electric - lit archway 

leading into House, presents 
interesting and attractive 
V , , picture of the Glorified Al- 

Kmg Tab! Yah! dennan. 

Sootcli Members t^e posi^sion of Commons to-night. Lobd 
Advocate brings in Bill, providing new machinery for private legis- 
lation ; the Scotch Members with one accord fall upon proposal, and 


tear it to ribbons. Meanwhile other Members troop oS to Lords, 
where spectacle is provided which beats the pantomimes into fits. 
Two new Peers to take their seats ; procession formed in back room 
outside; enters from below Bar. Firat comes Black Bud, with 
nothing black about him ; then Garter Eing-at-Arms, a herculean 
personage, fully five feet high, with a dangerous gleam in his eye, and 
the Eoyal Arms of England quartered in scarlet and blue and gold on 
his manly back. Behind, in red cloaks slashed with ermine, ike new 
Baron and his escort of two brother Peers. There being no room for 
them to advance in due procession, they fall into sin^e file, m^e 
their way to the Woolsack, where sits that pink of chivalry, that 
mould of fashion, that perfection of form, the Lord Hegh 
Chancellor. 

Hew Peer drops on one knee, presents bundle of paper to Lord 
Chancellor, L. C., coyly turning bis head on one side, gingerly 
takes roH, hands it to Attendant.. Hew Peer gets np ; procession 
bundles back to table ; here Gentleman in wig and gown gabbles 
something from long document. Hew Peer writes his name in a 
hook (probably promising subtoription towards expenses of perform- 
ance.) Garter Eing-at-Arms getting to the front trots ofE with 
comically short strides for so great a dignity ; Hew Peer and escort 
follow, Black Eod solemnly bringing np rear. Garter Eing makes 
for Cross Benches by the door ; passes «dong one, the rest fdlowing, 
as if playing game of Follow-my-leader. Garter King suddenly 


making on to the right, walks np Gangway to row of empty Benches. 
Stops at the topmost row but one, and passes along. Hew Peer 
wants to follow him. Garter King prods him in chest with am all 
stick, and tells him to go on to the Bench above. This he does, with 
escort. Meanwhile, Black Eod left out in tiie cold. Garter King 
motions to three Peers to be seated; teUs them to put on tihieir 
cocked-hats ; counts ten ; nods to them ; they rise to feet, uplift 
cocked-hats in direction of Lord Chancellor on Woolsack. He 
raises his in return of salute. Three Peers sit down again. Gkurter 
King counts ten ; nods ; to they get again, salute Lord Chancellor ; 
sit down once more. “ One— two— three— four— ten,” Garter King 
mumbles to himself. Once more they rise ; salute Lord Chan- 
cellor ; then Garter King leading the way, they march back to 
Woolsack. 

Garter King now introduces new Member to Lord Chancello:]^ i 
L. C. starts as if he had never seen him before ; then extends 


60 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Jaotaet 31, 1891, 



Dr. ChaimiDg in the Pulpit. 


hand ; New Peer shakes it, procession refomed, walks ont behind Bar. A few 
minntes later, another comes in, all the bnsiness done over again. Impressiye, 
hut a little monotonons, and as soon as possible after its conclusion Noble 
Lords go home. 

Bimness done , — In Commons, Private Bill Legislation Bill read a Second Time. 
jFVfcdhy.— Wji. O’Brien, standing with tear-stained face on pier at Boulogne 
waving wet handkerchief across the main, has drawn away Justin McCarthy, 
who can’t be back till Monday. Parnell was to have come down to-day. and. 

making believe to be stiU Leader of United 
Irishmen, asked Old Morality to set aside 
day for discussion of his Motion on operation 
of Crimes Act. Brer Fox aceordingljr looked 
in shortly after Speaker took the Chair. 

“Seen Brer Rabbit anywhere about, 
Toby ?” he asked. 

So ICnp and told him about McCarthy’s 
new journey to Boulogne. 

“ Oh, indeed,” said Beer Fox ; “ if that’s 
the case, I tbmlr I won’t trouble House to- 
night. Hot an engagement elsewhere ; think 
I’ll go and keep it. Not used to hanging 
about here, as yon know ; awful bore to me ; 
but as long as Brer Rabbit comes here, I 
must be on spot to vindicate my position. 
So I’U sayta-ta. No—never mind ringing 
for fire-escape ; can walk down the steps to- 
day.” 

Thus there heiug no Irish Leader on the 
premises, and hardly any Irish Members, 
had a rare chance for attending to Britisa 
business. Channinc brought on question of 
working Overtime on the Railways ; moved 
. , Resolution invoking interference of Board of 

Trade. Question a little awkward for Government. Couldn’t afiord to ofEend 
R^way Directors, yet wouldn’t do to fiont numerous body of working-men, 
chiefijr voters. Proposed to shelve business by appointment of Select Committee, 
Opposition not going to let them ofi so easily. Debate kept up aR night, wind- 
ing up with critical Division Government majority only 17. 

“Aad this,” said Old Morality, with iujured look, “after Plunket’s 
brilliant oration on the time-tables of the London and North-Western Railway 
Company ! If he’d only illustrated it with magic-lantern, things would have 
gone dinerently. But he was obstinate; said there would be difficulty in 
arrangmg the slides, and so rejected proposal. 

Business done, — Channing’s ^solution about Overtime on Railways negatived 
by 141 Votes against 124. 

HOMAGE TO SIR JAMES HANNENT. 

Sm — ^As the recognised organ of the legal profession, will you permit me 
to address you? It is common knowledge that within the last few days the 
Right Honourable Sir James Hannen has been raised to a dignity greater than 
that he has been able to claim for the last eighteen years, when he has sat as 
President of the Probate, Divorce, and Admiralty Division of the High Court 
of Justice. On leaving the Court in which so many of us were known to him, 
he was kind enough to say, Those eighteen years had been eighteen years of 
happiness to him, chiefiy arising from the advantage he had had in having 
before him habitually practising in that Court Barristers who had felt that 
their part was just as important as his in the administration of Justice, and 
who had assisted him enormously. Without their assistance, his task would 
have been an arduous one, whereas it had been, as he^ had said, an agreeable 
one.” As I personally have had the honour of appearing before Ms Lordship 
for many years, I thmk that it is only right thatlshould make some acknow- 
— lent of tMs kind recognition of my services. 

is qmte true that I have felt, as Sir James Hannen suggests, that my 
pMt^ (humble as it may have been) has been just as important as his in the 
administration of Justice. But it is gratifying tome beyond measure to learn 
that my invariable custom of bowing to Ms LordsMp on the commencement 
and conclnsion of each day’s forensic duties— wMch has been the limit of my 
“habitual practice” in the Probate Division-should “have assisted him enor- 
mously;.” 1 can only say that, thanks to Ms unvarying kindness and courtesy, 
my daily recognition of Ms greetings from the Bench, instead of being an 
arduous task, has ever been an agreeable one. I have the honour to remain, Sir, 
yoT^yery^edimt servant, ^gigmd) A. Bbtomss, Jtoiob. 

Pwnp-Mandle Court, January 24, 1891. 

“Pbo-bichotoI”— In last Sunday’s Obtwver yro read that at St. Peters- 
hurg Madame Melba, as Juliette^ ^^toas Tecdlled thiTti/-one times hefove the 
pro6cenium,^\ The italics are ours, rather I If tMs sort of thing is to he 
repeated during the Opera season here, and each gifted singer is recalled in 
proportion to his or her merits, the audience will not get away ^ the following 
mornmg. Juliette must have said, on the above-mennoned occasion, “Parting 
IS such sweet sorrow, That I could say ‘ good-night ’ until to-morrow.” - And 
^e usual chorus of operatic hahituSs will be, “ We won’t go home till morning, 
daylight doth appear!” with refrain, “For — she (or he) a jolly good 
singer,” &o., ad inflmtum, ox ** ad inft^next-nightumj^ i 


THE FRIEZE OF THE PARTHENON. 

England to Athens:— 

0 Quren of Cities, with a crown of woe, 

Scarred by the ruin of two thousand years, 

By fraud and by barbarian force laid low, 

Buried in dust,, and watered with the tears 
Of unregarded bondmen, toiling on, 

Crushed in the shadow of their Parthenon ; 



Mother of heroes, Athens, nought availed 
The Macedonian’s triumph, or the chain 
Of Rome ; the conquering Osmanli failed, 

His myriad hosts have trampled thee in vain. 
They for thy deathless body raised the pyre, 

And held the torch, but Heaven forbade the fire. 

Then didst thou rise, and, shattering thy bands, 
Burst in war’s thunder on the Muslim horde, 

Who shrank appalled before thee, while thy hands 
Wielded again the imperishable sword. 

The sword that smote the Persian when he came, 
Countless as sand, thy virgin might to tame. 

Mother of freemen, Athens, thou art free, 

Free as the spirits of thy mighty dead ; 

And Freedom’s northern daughter calls to thee, 

“ How shall I help thee, sister ? Raise thy head, 

0 Athens, say what can I give thee now, 

1 who am free, to deck thy marble brow ? ” 

* * « 

Athens replies 

Sbot-dinted, but defiant of decay, 

Stand my gaunt columns in a tragic line, 

The shattered relics of a glorious day, 

Mute guardians of the lost Athena’s shrine. 

The fiame of hope, that faded to despair 
Ere Hellas burst her chains, is imaged there. 

Yet one there was who came to her for gain, 

Ere yet the years of her despair were run ; 

And with harsh zeal defaced the ruined fane 
Full in the blazing light of Hellas’ sun. 

Spoiling my home with sacrilegious hand, 

He bore Ms captives to a foreign land. 

Ilissus mourns Ms tutelary god, 

Theseus in some far city doth recline : 

Lost is the Horse of Night that erstwMle trod 
My hall ; the god-like shapes that once were mine 
Call to me, “ Mother save us ere we die, 

Far from thy arms beneath a sunless sky.” 

How shall I answer ? for my arms are fain 
To clasp them fast upon the rook-hound steep, 
Their ancient home. Siall Athens yearn in vain, 
And aU in vain must woful Hellas weep P 
Must the indignant shade of Phidias mourn 
For Ms dear city, free but how forlorn ? 

How shall I answer ? Nay, I turn to thee, 

England, and pray thee, from thy northern throne 
Step down and hearken, give them back to me, 

0 generous sister, give me hack mine own. 

Thy jewelled forehead needs no alien gem 
Torn from a hapless sister’s diadem. 


NOTICE. Rejected Conuuumcatlons or Contributions, whether MS,, Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Coyer, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. ' ’ - 
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THE * MODEL HUSBAND"^ CONTEST. 

SooE THTg First — At the G-axauab-Greens’. 

Mrs, (?.-<?. Gaxahat>! 

Mr, G,^G, [meekly). My love? 

Mrs, G,- G, I see that the proprietors of All Sorts are going to 
follow the American example, and offer a prize of £20 to the wife 

who makes out the best case for her 
husband as a ModeL It’s just as 
well, perhaps, that you should know 
that I’ve inaae up my mind to enter 
you f 

Mr, G,-G, [gratified). My dear 
CobrbliaI really, I’d no idea you 
had such a 

Mrs, G,~G. ISfonsense! The draw- 
ing-room carpet is a perfect disgrace, 
and, as you can’t, or won’t, provide 

the money in any other way, why 

Would you like to hear what I’ve 
said about you ? 

Mr, G,^G, Well, if you’re sure it wouldn’t be troubling you too 
much, I should^y dear. 

Mrs, G.- G, Then sit where I can see you, and listen. [She reads,) 
** Irreproachable in all that pertains to morality ” — (and it would be 
a bad day indeed for you, Galabab, if I ever had cause to think 
otherwise!) — ‘^morality; scrupulously dainty and neat in his 
person”— (ah, you may well blush, Galahab, but, fortunately, they 
won’t want me to promee you !)— “ he imports into our happy home 
the delicate refinement of a preux chevalier of the olden time.’’ (Will 
you kindly take your toty boots off the steel fender I ) “We role 
our little kingdom with a joint and equal sway, to which jealousy and 
friction are alike unknown ; he, considerate and indulgent to my 
womanly weakness,” — (You need not stare at me in that perfectly 
idiotic fashion ! ) — ** I, looking to hinn for the wise and tender support 
which has never yet been denied. The close and daily scrutiny of 
many years has discovered ” — (What are you shaking fike that for ? ) 
— “ discovered no single weakness ; no taint or flaw of character ; no 
irritating taiek of speech or habit.” (How often have T told you 
that I wdl not have the handle of that papm-knife sucked Put it 
down; do!) “His conversation— sparkding but ever spiritual — 
renders our modest meals veritable feasts of fancy and flows of soul 
. . • WeU^ Gabattau? 

Mr, Hotbing, my’dear ; nothing.’^ It struck me as well, — a 

trifle that last passage, that ’s all ! 

Mrs, G,^G, [severely). If I cannot expect to win the prize without 
descending to floweriness, whose fault is that, I should like to know ? 
If you can’t make sensible observations, you had better not speak 
at all. [Continuing.) “ Over and over a^in, gathering me in his 
strong loving arms , and pressing fervent kisses upon my forehead, 
he has cried, ‘ Why am I not a Monarch that so I could place a 
diadem xmou that mow? With such a Consort, am I not doubly 
crowned r ’ ” Have you anything to say to that, Gauawau ? 

Mr, G,~G, Only, my love, that I— I don’t seem to remember 
having made that particular remark. 

Mrs, G,^ G, Then make it now, I ’m sore I wish to be as accurate 
as I can, [Mr. G.-G. makes the remark — hjd wUhout fervour. 

Scene twp. Seconb— the Monarch-Jones’. 

Mr, M,-J, Twenty quid would come in precious handy just now, 
after aU I’ve dropped lately, and I mean to pouch that prize i£ I 
can — so just you sit down. Grizzle, and write out what I tell you; 
do you hear ? 

Mrs, M,^J, [timidly). But, Monarch, dear, would that be quite 
fair f Ho, don’t be angry, I didn’t mean that— I’ll write whatover 
you please ! 

Mr, M.^^J, You’d letter, that’s all! Aio you ready?®! must 
screw myself up another peg before I begin. (Se screws,) How, 
then. [Stands over her and dictates,) “To the polished urbanity 
of a perfect gentleman, he unites the kindly charity of a true 
Christian.” (Why the devil don’t you learn to write deoently, eh ?) 
“Liberal, and even lavish, in all his dealings, he is yet a stem foe 
to every kind of excess ” — (Hold on a bit, I must have another nip 
after that)— “eveiy kind of excess. Our married life is one 
long dream of blissful couteutmeut, in which each contends with the 
otherin loving self-saoriflce.” (Haven’t yoncorked all that down yet!) 
^*Sueh cares and anxieties -as he has, he conceals from me with 
sorupulons consideration as long as possible”— (Gad, I should he a 
fool if I didnH “ while I am ever sure of flhdiug in him a patient 
and sympathetic listener to all my trifling worries and difldonlties.” 
— [Two rs in difficulties, you httle fool— can’t you even spell f) 

Many a time, falling on Ms knees at my feet, he has rapturously 
exclaimed. Ms accents broken by manly emotion. ‘ Oh, that I were 
more worthy of such a pearl among women ! With such a helpmate, 
I am indeed to be envied I ’ ” That ought to do the trick. If I 



don’t romp in after that ! [Ols&rving that Mrs. M.-J.’s shoulders 

are convulsed,) What the dooce are you giggling at now t 

Mrs, M,^J, I— I wasn’t giggling, Monarch dear, only 

Mr, M,-J, Only what f Mrs, M,^J, Only crying I 

The Sequel. 

“ The Judges appointed by the spirited proprietors of All Sorts to 
decide the * Model Husband Contest’— which was established on lines 
similar to one recently inaumrated by one of our Hew York contem- 
poraries— have now issued their award. Two competitors have sent 
in certificates wMch have been found equally deserving of the prize ; 
viz., Mrs. Cornelia Galahab-Green, Graemair Villa, Peckham, 
and Mrs. Griselba Monarch- Jones, Aspen Lodge, LordsMp Lane. 
The sum of Twenty Pounds will consequently be divided between 
these two ladies, to whom, with their respective spouses, we beg to 
tender our cordial felicitations,”— (jG'r^rac^/roTn haily Paper, some 
six months hence,) 

CRUMMLES EEDIVIYUS ! 

For some months Society has been on the tip-toe of expectation 
with regard to the new fiage^J ky Mr. Sha-kspearb Swtthson, 
wMch is to inaugurate the magnificent Theatre, teilt a t a sumptuous 
and total disregard of expense by Mr. Dilet Puep, a lineal des- 
cendant of the great Piipp family, by 
intermarriage with the more recent 
Cbusemles’s, expressly for the perform- 
ance of the genuine English Drama. A 
veil of secrecy has, however, been drawn 
over all the arrangements connected with 
the new production. One after another 
the Author, the Manager, and the leading 
Actors were appealed to in vain. Finally, 
one of Our Representatives taking his 
courage in both hands, brought it and 
hims^ safely to the stage-door of the 
new theatre, and knocked. After soine 
hesitation he was admitted by an intelli- 
gent boy, who, however, at first seemed 
indispos^ to be drawn into conversation, 
though he admitted he had been engaged 
for the req^onsible post of caH-boy at an 
inadequate salary. Our Representative managed to interest the lad in 
the inspection of a numismatic representation of^ Her Most Gracious 
Majesty, which he happened to have brought with him on the back 
of half-a-orown, and with which Our Representative toyed, holdiag 
it between the thumb and dexter finger of the right hand. We give 
the result in Our Representative’s own words : — 

“ (Dome this way,” said the boy, on whom the sight of the com 
seemed to operate like some weird talisman, leading me to a remote 
part of the stage, the floor of wMch had been tastefully littered with 
orange-peel in a variety of patterns ; “ we shall he coinfortabler.” 

“ How tell me,” I said, “ about tMs new piece.” 

“ It ’s what they call a Ti^edy,” said the hoy. 

“ Ah I ” I replied, “ that is interesting ; but I want to know about 
the Autiior. What do you think of him ? ” 

“Thehorther? Oh my!” said the precocious lad, producing an 
apple from Ms tiousers’ pocket, but Ms right eye still fixed on the 
tSisman, “ ’e don’t count. Why we none of us pays no attention to 
’im. Crikey, yon should ’a seen ’im come a cropper on Ms nut down 
them new steps. But, look ’ere, Sir,’* he continued, more solemnly, 
“ I’m a teUiu’ yer secrets, I am ; and if Duet were to ’ear of it, I’d 
get a proper jacketin’. Swear you won’t peach.” 

I gave the requisite pledge. “And that ere arf-crowu?” he 
said. I n<^ded assent to what was evidently in his mind. Then 
he resumed. “It’s a beautiful piece. The play, I mean,” he 
explained ; being fearful lest I should consider him as over-eager 
for the coveted and covenanted reward. “I’m sure o’ that. The 
horther says so, and Dilet says so, and Miss 0’(Irabt says so ; 
she ’s got the ’eroine to play, — and oh, don’t she die in the lawst Act 
just proper, with pink light and a couple o’ angels to carry ’er up 1 
Then there ’s Mr. Keane ’Arbis, ’e touches ’em all up with ’is 
sword, ‘places his back to the wall, and defies the mob,’ is what the 
book says. So you may take it from me, it ’s fust-rate.’J 
I thanked my intelligent little friend fox his information, and was 
proceeding to put a further question about the music for this new 
Drama, wMoh, as everyone wfil soon know, is to be a real chef 
d’ceuvre of Sir Hauthor SujnjnI v un, when a step was heard approach- 
ing across the stage — ^the deepest, by the way, in London — to where 
we were talking. 

“That’s ’im,” said the boy, trembling. “’E’s a nqble-’earted 
master, so kind and generous, but ’ates deception, and it would be 
more than my place is worth to let ’im catch me talking these ’ere 
dead secrets to you. Give us the coin. I’morfI” 

And, before I was able to carjy out my portion of the contract, he 
wasgone. And in another momentr— so was I. 


vox. 0 . 
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BRUIN JUNIOR. 

“M»t this ha mr poison, if my Bear erer dances but to the very gcnteelest of tnnw, ‘ Wai^-parled,' 
■ « nlninurt in Ariadne' " She Stoops to Conquer. 


\\ 
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Viceroy {to Miss India, loquitur). Don’t be ALARMED, MT DEAR 1 This Bear nevf r 
DANCES BUT TO THE VERY GBNTBELEST OF TUNES 1 V 


Lord Lansdowne, loquitur 


I But Ursa’s invited to come, and deligMed 


Be sure that the Lion mil still keep his 
eye on 

All Bears and their dens, in the Tiger’s 
behalf ; 

Meanwhile Ursa Minor eschews base design, or 

Intrigrue against yow, dear. Lift eyes, 
love, and laugh ! 

I ’ll answer for Bruin, he shall not take you 
in— 

The Bear’s Iona fides nobody impugns ; 

He asks a kind glance, and your hand iu a 
dance ; and 

He’ll dance “to the very genteelest of 
tunes” I 

THE UP-TO-DATE CONYERS ATIONIST. 

Se {at the end of a turn). I see there’s 
been a row in Chili— what do yon think 
about it ? 

She. I don’t know the place— isn’t it some- 
where in America ? 

He. I shouldn’t be surprised if it were, 
but my geography ’s shaky. I rather fancy 
it ’s somehow connected with pickles. 

She. Oh, then it’s a mistake their quar- 
relling, as I suppose it will be hard upon 
the poor, especially during the winter ? 

He. Fancy that ’s the idea. Been to the 
Q-uelph Exhibition ? 

She. Yes, and I think it’s a pity they 
took the jewels out of Ceoegb the Fourth’s 
Crown. I should like to have seen the 
Koh-i-Noor. 

He. But they wanted them for the one at 
the Tower, don’t you know, and as for the 
Koh-i-Noor, was that invented in his time 

She. Perhaps it wasn’t. Stay, wasn’t it 
discovered by Captain CooE, or Drake, or 
somebody ? 

He. I daresay. I have never looked the 
matter up. 2 vropos, One-pound Bank-notes 
are to be issued. 

She. Are they? Isupposetheywillbeuseful 
for change ? 

He. Shouldn’t be astonished, but don’t pre- 
tend to know anything about it. By the way, 
do you take muon interest in the ’subjects we 
have been discussing ? 

She. Not the faintest. 

He. No more do 1 ! [ TValtz continued. 


DEARNESS AND DEARTH. 

“Spanish onions are rising in price, though 
probably only temporarily.*’ — I)aily Hews. 

1 . 

Will it he long, then— long ? 

For the people watch and wait, 

Till the strength of the onion makes them 
strong, 

At only the normal rale. 

And their eyes are dim with tears, 

And ache with the need of sleep. 

And watch till the lapse of the lapsing years 




Or rearing, or hugging, this young Dancing 
Bear. 

"With yon (and with pleasure) he’ll tread a 
gay measure, 

A captive of courtesy, under my care ; 

His chain is all golden. Your heart ’twill 
embolden. 

And calm that dusk bosom which timidly 
shrinks. 

Sincere hospitality is, in reality, 

Safest of shackles just look at the links ! 




Atta Troil (Heine tells ns) “danced 
nobly.” Pride swells us 
To tbink out young guest is a true Atta 
Troll ; 

No Bugbear, though shaggy, a trifle breech- 
l>aggy, 

And not altogetber a dandyish doll ; 

No Afghan intrigue, dear, or shy. Native 


Ahumists saw ruin in prospects of Bruin, league, dear, ' ' ■" With a'smell that can almost speak 

The Great Northern Bear, treading India’s Has brought Bruin’s foot o’er onr frontier Creep, my love, creep into the deep, 

TT -Lv j f r. .:i XI. TT to dance; , And sing to the Ashes that onions are cheap. 

How bogies may hhnd ns I On onr side the He comes freely, boldly— don’t look on him 
Indus coldly. 

They fancy friend Ursa spies nothing but Or make Mm suspect there is fear in yonr The Proposed One-pound Notes.— “ Ne- 
spoil ; glance. Gosohenahle currency,” 


Listen I Is it a voice 
Calling— again— again, 

Or a fragrance to make my heart rejoice 
From the sunlit land of Spain ? 

Listen, my own, my bride. 

While the glad tears dew your cheek, 
They are fried, my bride, by the sad sea 
tide 

With a smell that can almost speak 
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Good patriote all of every sort, 
Give ear xuito my song, 


AN ELEGY ON A MAD DOG. 

(Afler Goldsmiiht more or less,) 

I For if in snbstanee it is short, This dog and man at first seemed The dog, to gain his private 
I In moral it is strong. friends, ^ ends, 

But, when a pique began, Went mad, and bit the man ! 



At Hawarden lived a Grand Old A wondrous lengthy race he j To see so strange and sad a sight And swore the dog was rabid 
Man, ^ ran, | Quidnuncs and gobemouches quite 

Of whom the world might say, And won it all the way. 1 ran, To bite that G^rand Old Man. 




Some swore he ’d veer to catch a But, if he never turned his The wound indeed seemed sore And while they swore the dog was 
vote; coat, and sad mad. 

Old age to flout one loathes. He often changed his clothes. To every party eye, They swore the man must die. 




Hard by an Irish dog was found, Hibernianmongrel, puppy, hound. 
As many dogs there be, And curs of low degree. 


Hemarkable Conversion. 

Canon TEraNMOimH: Shobb proposes to convert ihe two Con- 
vocations.” « • . that is startling witliout the context — into one 
national Synod.” But two into one won’t go. How will he managre 
itf Will those in the York ship join the Canterbury, or vice 
versa f Or, quitting both ships, will they land on common ground ? \ 
Who ’s for SnoBE r ” J 


But m^ds sometimes oome to The man seems berb*Tig of the 
light bite, 

Bash prophets to belie. The dog looks like to die Ij 

I Pab about PrcTUBES. — Over the Garden WalV^ seems to be the 
song that Mr. G. S. Eloood sings at the Pine Art Society’s Gallery. 
In the course of his travels he has been over a good many garden 
walls. At Wroxton^ Compton Wynyates, Penshurst, Montaoute, 
Berkeley, and HelmiTigham, he has pursued his studies to some 
pu^se ; the result is an ^oyable oolleetion of pictures, which he 
entitles, ** A Summ^ among the Floveis.” 
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BRUSTLES’ BISHOP. 

a Muddled MoraMst,) 
Chapter L 


Chapter II. 

‘ * Ever as a Curate, a certaiii harmless vanity was ever my besetting 
weakness, I might, indeed, have hoped that, after my accident— 
bnt see, my good lad, how pride may lurk, even in our very infirmi- 
ties I These artificm limbs have become a yet subtler snare to me 


V CU.IUJLLVXCU. JOUXUS JJ.aYC UOVUJLUV CL VCU DULrULCX BJ4.CLXC ilU XUT? 

Best Beusilm wax oiay apwr shoebkck-^y whodeaiiedboots- than eTenthose they replaced. Iliadthemoonstraoted,asyousee, of 
ay, a^ even shoes, for his daily bread. Such time as he the best mahogany— to match the furniture in my dining-room, 
apare from hu avocataon he devoted to dihg^t study of tte doetae ever-increasing pleasure, my eyes have gloried in them grain 

of ch^ce, BA exemphfied in the practice of pitoh-and-toss. Often gloss, in the symmetry of their curves, in the more thaTi Chinese 
and often, after pitching and toss- deiicacy of tiieir extremities, until gradually they have trampled 


ing m the cold wet streets for long 
weary hours, he would return 
home without a halfpenny. Think 
of this, ye more fortunate youths, 
who sit at home at ease, and play 
Lpto for nuts I But through all 
his vicissitudes, Ben kept a stout 
hearty never losing his convic- 
tion that something—he knew not 
what— would eventually turn up. 
Sometimes it was heads, at others 
tails : and in either case the poor 
hoy lost money by it — hut he 




Brustles BlacHog. 


upon my better self, they have run away with all ny possibilities of 
moral usefulness ! Yes, bnt this very moment, as I stood admiring 
their contour at yonder window, the pemieions thought crossed my 
mind that their appearance would be yet more enhanced if I had 
them gilded / ’’ 

“ Bnt, your reverent Lordship,^’ objected BrtjstleSj as the Bishop 
paused, overcome by humiliation, “ it ’s no use coming to me for 
that ^ere job ! ” For, though but a poor boy, he was too honest to 
accept any commission under false pretences. Gilding, he knew, 
might— and, in a London atmosphere, soon would— become black, 
but no hoot-polish would ever assume the appearance, even of the 
blackest gilt, and so he candidly explained to the Bishop. I 

“ I know, my hoy,” said the latter, patting Ben’s head kindly 
with the hmdle of his umbrella, “ I know. Hence my application 
to your skill. That presumptuous idea revealed as in a lightning 
fiash the abyss on the brink of which I stood. This demon of 
perverse pride must he laid ; humbled for ever, So ply your brushes, 
and see yon spare not the blacking 1 ” 

Chapter III. 

Brustles obeyed— not without awe, and in a short space of time 
two pots of blacking were exhausted, and the roseate glow of the 
Bishop’s mahogany limbs was for ever hidden tinder a layer of more 
than Knhian ebony I 

’Selp me, your lordly reverence,” he cried, dazzled by the 
hr^ancy of the result; “bnt you might he took, below, for a 
Lif egnardsman I ” 

“ Hush,” said the Bishop, though with a gratification he could 
not restrain, “would you recall the demon I strove to exorcise! 
It IS true that the change is less of a disfigurement than I feared — 
ahem, hoped— -hut after all, may not the wish to please the eye of 
man be excusable ? Yon shall receive a rich reward. Do you 
happen to have such a thing as change for a five-pound note about 
you?” 


persevered notwithstanding, confident that Fortune would favour havo^J i JtS.ll't.v tklf ^ 

S^d “‘daunted enterprise thathas made ^ »iTo^itt«,?’ slid the^isKe^.^Sd Se a three- 

And onfday Fortane did favour him. He observed, as he knelt |f ^ a ' ”« good eoelesiastio, m 

before his box, a portly and venerable person close by, who was + 1,0 ’ umved nimbly off, though his eyes still sought 

engrossed in studying, with apparent complacency, his oto reflection Passed, with even greater complacency than 

s “• r • T?r 

unnaturally excited Benjamin’s interest, nor was this lessenea when ' he looked up, but his 

the stranger, after shaking his head reproachfully at his reflected customer was already 

image, advanced to the shoe-blaok’s box as if in oheience to a passed out 01 hearing of his 

sudden impulse. . sentiments. He sank down 

“My lad,” he said, with a certain calm dignity, “will you be so 

good as to black both my legs for me— at once ? ” /jj 

This unusual request, conceived as it was on a larger scale than 
the orders he habitually received, startled tbe youth, particularly ^ ^ 

as he noted that the symmetrical and well-turned limb which the 
Bishop extended consisted, like its fellow, of a rare and costly 

species of mahogany, and shone with the rich and glossy hue of a ^ 

newly-faUen horse-chestnut. “I see,” commented the Bishop, with ^ 

a melancholy smile, “that you have already discovered that my 
lower members are the product— not of Hature, hut of Art. It was 

not Mways thus mth me;— hut in my younger days I was an ardent [(J0^ 

cumber— indeed, I am still an Honorary Member of the Hampstead 

Heath Alpine Club, Many years since, whffst scaling Primrose Bilked by a Bishop, 

^ ^^3 ^®8.d laid amongst his pots and, brushes. “ Bilked ! ” he 

SSifidSifTm™ to w JSStoliS 

bo& my legs had beea bitten the relentless frost short off im- Chaitee IV, 

m^ately below the ^ee, and I had to continue the ascent next But mark the sequel. The good Bishop had been quite ignorant 
ftTi rtam ^ **1686 snbstitates to be ttiat the threepenny hit was a pewter one; quite sincere, for the 

^ my way to the exalted position I time, in his determination to subdue his own weakness. Still it 

anyphysioal inponv^ences from was not to be: inbred pride is not so easfly vanquished-even by 
SI pMfaou]ai:--t^t it has rendwed Bishops I The Bishop learned to glory in his blacking far more than 

of .the question ! But, he had ever done in me original mahoMuy. He had it oontinnally 
menta of ^e disguised bv your pig- renewed, and mth the most expensive compositions. He would 

I bSter’nn^«tI^d 606enteo ? TouwiH bend enraptured over the hnmished surfaces of his extended lege, 

re^M after you have heard a eo^ession gazing, like another Haroissna, at the features he saw so faithfully 
Which, though Moessary, is, believe me, pamfnl to make.” And the repeated. <«.«>« , 

* 6*‘ort internal straggle, be^ the following Meanwhile' the threepence,- base as it was, became the humble , 
narrative, which we reserve for a snooeeding chapter. instrument of brighter tortnnes toBBUSXLEs ; it-shoired amarvdlons 
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aptitude for tuminj? up tails, which Bbit no sooner perceived than he 
availed himself of a blessing that had, indeedj come to him iu disgmsel 
But the Bishop— what of him ? ITemesis overtook him at last. 
The discontent long smouldering in his diocese broke out^ iuto a 
climax. Thousands of Curate 5T»ib»Tned by professional agitators, 
went out on strike, and their first victim was the Bishop of Tik- 
BEBTOws, who was discovered prostrate one dark night by his 
horrified Ohaplam* He had been picketed as a Blackleg I 

THE END. 

{Copies of the cibove may he obtained for dietributiony at very 
reasonable t&rtm^ on application to the Author,) 

PLAYTIME FOR A DOLL^S HOUSE. 

Bea.e Me. Puhch,— A ccording to a well-known Critio, writing of a 
morning performance of The DolPe Mouse on Tuesday, the 27th ulL, 
at Terry^s Theatre, There is no need to discuss Ibseh’s piece any 
more.” I will go a little further, and say, not only should the ^lay 

^ s^m d discussion, 

ill that could be done 
for this mi^rable drama 

of dramatio interest can 
be so entitled) was 
\ effected some ^rears 

since, when Breaking a 
Butterfly^ a wrsion with 

Admirer oHhe thai^version 

Drama thoroughly enjoying Mmselt was mis- 


Horway very fine and laree,” as Ibsbjst might say. Surely Torvcdd 
would have thus described his semi-verdant Mora^ finding her ' 
distinctly to his taste. 

Beturning to what I venture to inoAgine must be newmatter not 
in the Herman-;)/t«-Jonesian version, I consider the scene in which 
Kora chaffs Dr, Bank about his illness absolutely nauseous, and 
the drink-inspired admiration of husband for wife in the concluding 
Act rejpulsive to the last degree. On Tuesday the spectators received 
the piece with patient apathy; and, this being the case, I could 
not help feeling that anyone who could single out such a play as 
suitable for pertormanoe before an English audience, could scarcely 
possess the acumen generally considered a necessary adjunct to the 
qualifications of an efficient Dramatic Critic. The hero, the heroine, 
me doctor, as prigs, could only ap^al to prigs, and thank goodness 
the average I^ndon theatre-goer is the reverse of a prig. There 










Fancy Picture of Hanwellian Admirer of the Ibsenseliss that version 
Drama thoroughly enjoying Mmselt was mis- 

leading, because it modified Ibseh, and did not reveal him in his true 
colours. This I can readily believe, as my recollection of Breaking a 
Butterfly merely snggests boredom ; whereas, when I consider The 
DoWs Mouse of Tnesday, I distinctly mingle with boredom a recol- 
lection of something that caused a feeling of absolute loathing. That 
something, I imagine, mnst he the new matter which was absent 
from the first version, and crops up in the text of the second, which, 
according to the Play-hill, appears ‘‘inVoL I, of the authorised edition 
of Ibsen’s Prose Dramas, edited by ’Wtt.ttak Akchee, and published 
by Mr. Waitee Scott.” By the way, I must confess that, although 
the name of the Editor is not faTnifiar to me as a dramatio author, 
his superintendence of the authorised text seems to have been per- 
formed sufficiently creditably to have rendered him as worthy ot an 
honourable prefix as the publisher. Why omit the “ Mr.” ? How I 
come to thii of it, there is au Englishman, not nnoonnected with 
dramatio literature, who is known nowadays as WTr-r-TA^r, without 
the prefix of Mister, but in his own time he was known as Master 
Wtotatvt Shakspeaeb, and Master he remains. But Ibis,” as Mr. 

Rubtaeb Kiplieg might observe, is quite another Wtxtjax.” 

I have not the original for reference handy, but the version played 
at Terry’s Theatre bears internal evidence of a close translation. An 
adapter, I fancy, with a free hand would scarcely have made one of the 
cha^cters use the same exit speech on two occasions. Kils Krogstad 
does this. He can thiuk of nothiug better than, “ If I am fiung into 
the gutter, you shall accompany me,” repeated twice with the slight i 
variation, “ If I am flung into the gutter for the second time, you shall j 
accompany me,” nsed for the last exit. Agai^ Tortadd Melmer has 
a long monologue in the final Act that a practised playwright would 
have broken up” with the assistance of a portrait or a letto, or 
something. From this it wonld appear that the Editor, W'ttt.tam 
Abchee (without the Mr.”) has very faithfully produced the exact 
translation of the original. To he hypercritical. I might 8ug|rest that 
perhaps occasionally the version is rather too literal. For instance, 
Torvald Melmer^ although he is cursed with one of the most offensive 
wives known to creation, wonld scarcely call her a little lark,” 
which conveys the impression that he is a ‘‘gay dog,” and one given to 
the traditional ways of that species of nltra-sooiahle animals. I have 
confessed I have not the original before me, so I cannot say whether 
the title used by Ibsen is “ SmaU% Larhsi^ hut I fancy that a 
“ caperiiig capercailzie,” if not actually his words, would he nearer 
his meaning, A capercailzie is, according tothe dictionaries, a hii^ 
of “a delidous flavour” and partbily‘‘ green;” it is also found in 


For the rest, the piece was fairly well acted. But when the Curtain 
had fallen for the last time, and the audience were depar&g more 
in sadness than in anger, I could not help asking myself the question. 
Had ibe advant^^ oDtained in witnessmg the performance balanced 
the expense incurred in securing a seat F lam forced to reply in the 
negative, as I sign myself regretfully. 

One who Paib eoe a Place in the Pit. 


OUE BOOKING-OmOE. i 

I SEE three ladies in a' drawing-room, each with a green volume. 
“What is it?” Ho, they won’t hear. Each one is intent on her 
i volume, and an irritable answer, in a don’t bother kind of wanner, 
is all that I can obtain. The novel is Miss Beabbon’s latest. One 
Zife, One Love (bnt three volumes, for all that), in which they are 
absorbed. Later op, at intervals, I get the volumes, and, raven-like, 
secrete them. I can quite understand the absorption of my young 
friends. Marvelloas,MissBEADi>ONl Yery few have approached you 
in sensation-writing, and none In keeping np sensationalism as fresh 
as ever it was when first 1 sat np at night nervously to read Aurora i 
Floyd, and ZcAy Aud^^s Secret, In this bad time of year (I am 
writing when the snow is without, and the Horth-East wind is engaged ! 
in cutting leaves), the Baxon recommends rewaining indoors with this { 
Three-volume Hovel as a between lunch and dinner comptmion, only 
don^t take it np to your bed-room, and sit over the fire with it, or — 
but there, I won’t mention the consequences. Keep it till daylight doth 
appear. The Baron being a busy man—no, Sir, not a busy-body,— is 
grateful to the authors of good short stories in Magazines. Many 
others agree with the Baron, who wishes to recommend “ Saint or 
Satan ” m The Argosy ; The story of an “Old Beau,” which might 
have been advantageously abbreviated in Scribner ; an odd tale 
entitled, “ The Phantom Portrait,” in the Cornhill, which leaves 
the reader in doubt as to whether he has been egregionsly “sold” 
or not; and, above all, the short and interesting— too short and most 
interesting— paper on Thacntcuay, in Marper^s Monthly, with 
fao-simiLes of some of the great humorist’s most eccentric and most 
spirited ifiustrationB, conceived in the broadly burlesquing spirit 
that was characteristic of (Jileat and Rowj^bson. Thacthcuay, 
philosopher and satirist, who can take us behind the scenes of every 
show in Vanity Fair, who can depict the career of the scoundrel 
Barry Lyndon, of the heathen Becky Sharp, and the death-bed of 
the Christian soldier and gentleman, dignissimus, Colonel Newcome, 
could on occasion, and when a rollicking spirit moved him, put on a 
pantomime mask (have we not his own pathetic vignette representing 
him doing this ?) to amuse the children, or give us some rare bur- | 
lesque writing and drawing to set us all on the broad grin. The 
Baron trusts that Mrs. Ritchie will give ns more of t^, and sincerely , 
hopes that there may he a “ lot more” caricatures in that portfolio 
“where these came from.” I heartily th$7ik you for so much, and 
respectfully ask for more, says yours, very gratefully, 

Tm Baeon be Book-TYobhs. 

In Memoriam. 

Steong man and strenuous fighter, stricken down 
Just when foes owned thee neither knave nor (down 1 
The fiercest of them, time-taught, need n<jt fear 
To drop a blossom now on Beablaugh’s bier. 

Aethue and Composee.— Saturday, Jannanr 31.— First night ]of 
Sullivan’s Ivanhoe in D’Otlet Caetb’s new Theatre. Full mside, 
all right. Sir Aexjiuji’s success. Wb (^gratulate him Arthuriy. 
Caete called before hcnse, — fhould' say before Curtain, but t ot^r 
came so naturally, — Ijooked pale, — -“quite carte hhtnehe; but, like 
Sullivan’s music, composed. Cotdd get a Caete, but n<) pak 
lant gentlmuen ^md delmate^Iadias braving rain and ripsh.^ more in 
our nexL but for ^e present ... {Faroxysm ofsneesmg)* 



ANNALS OF A QUIET NEIGHBOURHOOD. AN ICE PICTURE. 

Fair Damsel, What A Lot op Holidays you sbpm to okt, Mr. Miniver 1 ” 

Pet Curate, **Well, yes. I keep a EectoRi you know.” 


WHAT DO YOU THINK? 

{A S<mg of the Session, as sung ly thai Eminent 
and Evergreen Dion Gomique, ** Jolly 
Glad ” at the SU SUjfherC small of Varieties, 
Wesinnimter,) 

Jolly Hlid, sings 
Wteh a flower in my coat, 

With a keen eye for a vote, 

And a sense the things to note, 

and Blue think, 
With fond millions to admire, 

A last triumph to desire, — 

Am I going to Eetire 

What do you think ? 

Oh, I know the Q,uidniincs vapour, 

^d that Tadpole^ yes, and Taper ^ 

Tell in many a twaddlmg paper. 

What the few thinV ; 
ajA they cater for the classes, 

Wh^t J champion of the masses, 

J? ly hefore such braying asses ? — 

What do you think ? 

Wish IS father to their thought, 

Their wild hope with fear is fraught. 
They are not au fait to aught 
, Liberals true think. 

They imagine “ Mr. !Foi ” 

^s delivered such hard knocks 
That impaste my pathway blocks I— 
What do you think ? 

Just inspect me, if you please I 
Is my pose not marked by ease ? 

Am I going at the knees, 

T> 1.. Like a ‘‘screw” Think I 


Pooh ! The part of Sisyphus 
Smts me well. Why make a fuss ? 

Jiih t Betire,~and leave things thus ? 


What do you think ? 


On the— say the Lyric Stage— 

Por some years I ’ve been the rage, 

^ And some histnos touched by age 
^ Of Adieu think. 

But I »m like that “ Awful Dad,” 
Though this makes my rivals mad, 

Don’t true Oladdyites feel glad ? 

What do you think ? 

I ’m a genuine Evergreen ; 

It is that excites their spleen 
Who my lingering on the scene 

A great “do” think. 

I regret, so much, to tease them I 
My last exit would much ease them. 

But Retire !— and just to please them I 
What do you think ? 

[ Winks and walks round, 

A DREAMY MADNESS. 

Tm other night I went to bed.— - 
It may seem strange, but still I did it,— 
And laid to rest my weary head 
- ^ ^at the bed-clothes nearly hid it ; 
Vmch was perhaps the reason why 
kiy brain throughout the night was teeming 
W^ truly won^ous sights, and I 
Was wholly given o’er to dreaming. 

’Twas on the Twenty-first of May, 

^The streets were filled to overflowing, 

The streets, that in a curious way 
_Were clean although it kept on snowing. 
The daily papers for a change 
Came out each day without a leader, J 
B^, what was surely rather s^ange, 

I They didn’t lose a single reader I 
I saw a Bishop in a tram. 

Although he knew it was a jSunday 


The lion lay down with the lamb, 
AndCT-TCTHTENT Scott with Sidney Grundy. 
Professor Huxley said, “ In truth 
I ’m really sick to death of rowi^” and 
Wrote there and then to General Booth 
To put his name down for a thousand. 

I heard that Mr. Parnell wrote 
(Much to McCarthy’s jubilation) 

A very Hnd and civil note, 

In which he sent his resignation ; 

Whilst Andrew Lano with weary air 
Professed himself completely staggered 
To think how anyone could care 
To read a line of Rider Hagoard. 

The House of Commons talked about 
The case of Mr. Bradlaugh— whether 
The Motion which has kept him out 
Should now be struck out altogether ; 

And Old Morality arose 
To say they felt no ancient animus^ 

And when they voted, why of l^'oes 
There wasn’t one — ^they were unanimous I 

* * * 4(t # 

I started up, no more to sleep, 

The dream somehow had seemed to spoil it, 
Hor did it take me long to leap 
Out of my bed and make my toilet. 

I went down-stairs, and with surprise 
I thought of those my dream had slandered, 
And there, before my ve^ eyes, 

I saw it printed in the otandard^I 
I wish I hadn’t gone to bed. 

I can’t imagine why I did it, 

Hor why I laid my weary head ' 

So that the clothes completely hid it. 
Although I think that must be why 
My brain has ever since been teeming’; 

But tell me (if you can) am I 
At present mad, or was I dreaming P 
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THE STOPPING OH HEMOVAL OP A “ GHINDEH.” 

A Sketch ih the Stkeets. 

CHARLIE AND SARAH. I 

Dear Mr. Punch,— "Why should Aristotle he the only author whose d 
works get discorered ? I found the following stoiy, written on papyrus, and 
enclosed in a copper cylinder, in my hack garden, and I am positire that it is ^ 
not Aristotle. Can it possibly naye been written by that amiable and in- 
etructiye authoress whose stories for children hare recently been reprinted } 

Tours, &c., Hbnrt St. Otle. 


OUR ADVERTISERS. 

J^ITHONODETORIKON, the new indestnicfible eloth* 

T ITHONODEFDillKON is a stubbom and inflexible 
JLJ materiaL 

L ITHONODEKDRIKON is made, by a new proisess, from 
bloekwood and i>aving-stones. 

L lTHOIfODE10)RIK01T, used for gentlemen’s coats, will 
not only keep out rain and wind, bntthnnder and lightning. ^ 

L lfHONODENDRIXOlT never breaks or bends, but only 
bnrsts. | 

L ITHOl^ODElsrERIEOK. — A “Pubcfasbr’’ writes— “I i 
sat down in a pair of your trousers, but could never get 
np again.” 

L I TfiONODENBRIROH.— Another Customer” says— 
“ The dress-coat you supplied me with fitted me well. I 
could nottake it off without having recourse to a sledge-hammer.” 

U PPER HOUSE COAL COMPANY supply the cheapest 
and worst in the market. 

TTPPER HOUSE COAL COMPANY, hand-picked by the 
kJ Luke himself, on whose property the mines are situated. 

U PPER HOUSE COAL COMPANY, carefully selected, 
screen^ and delivered (in the dark), anywhere within a 
ten-mile radius of Charing Cross at 9s. 6d. a ton, for cash on 
delivery. 

U PPER HOUSE COAL COMPANY supply a wonderful 
article at the price. Throws down a heavy brown ash. 
No fiame, no heat. Frequently explodes, scattering the contents 
of the grate over the largest room. 

U PPER HOUSE COAL COMPANY beg to refer intending 
purchasers to the accompanying testimonial ; Gentle* 
men,— Lo what I will, I cannot get your coals to ligh'L Put 
on in suMoient qnantily they will extingnish any fire. I have 
worn out three drawing-room pokers in my endeavours to stir 
them into a fiame, but aR to no pur^se. Steeped in petroleum, 
they might possibly ignite in a double-draught furnace, diougn 
I fancy they would put it out. They are as you advertise them, 
a ‘show coal for summer use.’ ’ 


Don’t send me any more.” 


Charue was a"very obedient little boy, and his sister Sar^ti: was a 
good, patient little gpl. One beautiful summer’s day they went to stay 
for a week with their Uncle Wtultax, a man of very high principles, 
who wasnot qnitensedtothe proper method with children. On the even- 
ing of their arrival, as they were seated in front of the fire, Cu:arlt ]3 
lifted np his bright, obedient, beautiful face, and said, thoughtfully : 

“Pray, Uncle Wtt.t.tak, cannot we have one of those instmotive 
and amusing conversations such as children love, about refraction, 
and relativity, and initial velocity, and Mesopotamia generally?” 

“Oh, yes, Uncle William I said Sarah, pausing to wipe her 
patient little nose ; “ Our dear Papajis always so pleasant and poly- 
syllabic on these subjects.” 

Then Uncle Wttj.ta'm' regretted that he had paid less attention in his 
youth to the fihilltog scieneeprimers, but he pulled himself togetherand 
determined to do his best. ‘ ‘ Certainly, my dear children, nothing could 
please me more. Now here I have a ju^ and a glass. You will observe 
that I pour some water from the jug into the glass. This illustrates 
one of the properties of water. Can you tell me what I mean ? ” 

“Fluidity 1 ” said both the children, with enthusiasm. 

“ Yes, quite so, and— er— er— has a brick finidity ?” 

“ Why, no. Uncle Wttttatw I ” 

“ Well— er— hasn’t it ? ” asked Uncle Wtt.tjak, with some- 
thing almost like desperation in his voice. 

“ That, Uncle,” said the obedient Cfarlte, “ is one of the things 
which we should like to leam from you to-night.” 

“ Yes, we shall come to that ; but, in order to make yon under- 
stand it better, 1 must carry my experiment a little further. In this 
decanter I have wlmt is called wMskey. I pour some of it into the 
water. Now it is more usual to put the whiskey in first, and the 
water afterwards. Canyoutellme why lhat is so? Think it out for 
yourselves.” And Uncle Wttxta-m smiled genially. 

There was silence for a few moine^nts. * Then littie Sat* att said,' 


timidly : “I think it must be because, when a man wishes to drink, 
whiskey is the first thing which naturally occurs to his mind. He 
does not think about water until afterwards.” 

Quite right. That is the explanation of the scientists. And 
why do you think I put in’the water first and the whiskey afterwards Y ” 
*‘It was,” said Charltb, brightly, “in order that we might not 
see so exactly how much whiskey you took,” 

“No, that’s quite wrong. I did it out of sheer originality. Now 
what would happen if I drank this curious mixture ? ” 

“You would be breaking the pledge. Uncle Wttltam,” said both 
children, promptly and heartily. 

“ Wrong again. I should be acting under doctor’s orders,” 

“ Why hasn’t a brick any finidity r ” asked Saratt, patiently. 
“Don’t interrupt, my dear child. We’re coming to that. Now, 
Cfarltp., when yon eat or drink anything, where does it go P ” 

“ It goes into my Kttlc oh, no. Uncle, I cannot say that woi^” 
and Cfarlth, who was of a singuiajly modest and_refined disposition, 
buried Ms face in Ms hands, and blushed deeply. 

“Admirable I” exclaimed Unde Willtax. “One cannot be too 
refined. Call it the blank. It goes into your blank. Wen,wM8key 
raises the tone of the blank. Just as, when you screw np the jpeg 
of a violin, you raise the tone of the striug. By drinking this I 
raise the tone of my blank.” He suited the action to^the word. 

“ Now you’ll be screwed,” said Cfartjr, Hke the pegs of tho ” 
•‘On one glass of weak wMskey-and-water— never ! ” 

“But why hasn’t a brick any finidity?” asked Sarart,” quite 
patiently. 

“First of all, listen to tMs. That wMskey-and-water is now 
inside me. I want you to understand what inside means. Go and 
stand in the passage, and shut the door of tMs room after you.” 

“ But, Uncle, ”saiaS*RAF, patiently, “why hasn’t a brick any ” 

“ Hush, Saratt, hush 1 ” said the obedient Cfaft.tr. “ It is our 
duty to obey Uncle William in all things.” 

So the two oMldren went out of the room, 4ind shut the door after 
them. Uncle William went to the door, and locked it. 

“Now then,” he said, cheerily, “I am inside. And where I 
are you?” I 

“Outside” 

“ Yes— and outride you’ll stop. One of the servants will put yon , 
to bed»’^ And. Unde Wtt tta-m* went back to the decanto. 
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A DEAD FEOST. 

When I saw you on a January morning, 

With a very little pair of skates indeed, 

And tke frosty glow your fairy face adorning, 

1 was suddenly from oilier pa:^o^ freed* 

And the year at its imperial Deg?T»Tiing 
Showed the woman who alone was WOTth the winning ; 
Though the growing dame awhile I tried to smother 
Like a brother ; 

And that ’s a very common phase indeed. 

As we read. 

My hat and stick I suddenly found deeting. 

And they whistled o’er the surface, smooth and black, 
And the ice, with an unwonted warmth of luting, 
Slapt me suddenly and hard upon the ba^ 

I didn’t mind your laughing, if the laughter 
Had left no stmg of, scorn to rankle after. 

Though I ’d joyously have dung myself before you 
To adore you. 

Still to sit with all one’s might upon the ice 
Isn’t nie?. 

When I met you in the lor<*ly local ball-room, 

Where you queen’d it, the suburban grid’s desire, 
Though your programme for my name had left hut small 
I somehow snatched five valsi frmn the fire. [room, 
And I did stout supper-service for your mother, 

While you wove the self-same spells o’er many another, 
And I said, no doubt, the sort of things that they did, 

In the shaded 

Little nook beneath the palms upon the stair, 

To my fair. 

But I noticed, as I learned to know you better, 

And yon ceased to wile the victim at your feet. 

There was very little silk about the fetter. 

And ’twere flattery to say your sway was sweet : 

Hay, you made the fight and airy shrine of beauty 
A centre for the most exacting duty. 

And the fealty of the family undoubting 
Met with flouting, 

As a tribute which was uothing hut your due, 

As they knew. 

Tour Papa is getting elderly and bulky, 

And he loves you as the apple of his eye. 

Yet very little things will make you sulky, 

And to meet his little ways you never try. 

And I see him look a trifle hurt and puzzled, 

And his love for you is often check’a and muzzledi; 

Yet I think, upon the whole, that I would rather 
Be your father, 

Than the lover you could torture at your ease. 

If you please. 



STBAHaE, BUT TRUE. 

Sib, — Under the heading of Ecclesiastical Intelli- 
gence” in the Timei of Saturday, I read that, “The 
LoEn Chancelloe has preferred the Rev. W. R. Welch, 
of Hnll, to the Yicarage of Withemwick, East York- 
shire.” I presume the Loed Chancelloe knows both 
the gentleman and the place thoroughly, and so wisely 
elects which he prefers ; but to one who, like myself and 
thousands of others, know neither, it strikes me that I 
wonld certainly prefer the place to the parson, however 
worthy. It is, indeed, gratifying to see ttiat the Highest 
Representative of Law and Order in the realm, after 
Hee Geacious Majesty, is so utterly uTiiTifluenced by 
any mercenary motives. I send this by Private Post, 
an old soldier, and am yours enthusiastic^y, 

Ihe Itetreat^ Sanwell-on^Sea^ Hoopie pe Hoople. 

“ Beiteb Late thaet Hevbe.”~Two Jurymen, says a 
paragraph in last Saturday’s Times^ wrote to the Solicitor 
acting for a female prisoner, one Cutleb, who had been 
convicted of peijury and sentenced at Chester, to say 
that they “ gave in to a verdict of Guilty because it was 
very late, and one gentleman had an important business 
engagement at home.” This recalls the line, “And 
wretches hang that Jurymen may dine.” The remainder 
of Elleh Oxtxlee’s sentence of five yeiurs’ penal servitude 
is remitted* It is satisfactc^ to know that these two 
had the courage of their opinions before it was too late* 


SYMPATHETIC EGOISM OF GENIUS. 

(A Study.) 

“Don’t extn away yet, Olp ManI It’s quite baely, and I want to 

HEAR ALL ABOUT TOUE AcAPEMT PzGTXJBE, WHIOBC I 'K TOLP IS STLENPID.” 

[Preceeds to descrihc his own at great length, cmd Sieu suddenly finds out how late 
it is, and hoUs ! 

ESSENCE OP PAELIAMENT, 

EXTEACTED PEOM THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

\ House of Commons^ Monday, Jan, 26 .— Piunkbt 

undoubtedly the most successful Commissioner of 
Works of recent times. A little coolness sprung up 
between him and Cayenpish Bektinck about those 
staircases in Westminster Hall. But chaeun a son 
idea of a staircase. Plpneet quite as likely to be 
light as C. B. Always doing something to improve 
arrangements of House. Does it quietly, too \ Mem- 
/ V know nothing about it till they come down and 

I f Smoking-room, fresh arrangements of lights, 

i V W rooms for Ministers, and ocoasionallv a priceless 

1 table adorning Tea-room. Yanons ac- 

/ 1 wSFTv counts of its origin. Some* say Magna Charta 

/k %Ji E signed on it. Others fixing earlier date and 

/ attracted by the initials “W. R.” clearly 

/ \ * -A carved on left leg, affirm that it is the very 

4, Im which Wiliiah Rex took hfs five 

B ’ o'clock tea after Battle of Hastings. 

IB Latest surprise prepared by First Com- 

missioner is nlumination of entrance to House 
/ Lobby, cunningly effected by dleotric 

/ tJw lights set within recesses of arch. Sohnap- 

I ’ B y ^ ^ hobst, revisiting House after long interval, 

/ JB ' astonished at tiiis* “Makmg tmngs very 

/ comfortable in anticipation of our coming 


“Dear me I” 


in,” he says, smiling sweetly. 

Later came upon Nicholas Woops; found 
him standing in. attitude of patient and in- 
telligent expectation. “ What axe you wait- 
ing there for?” I asked. “Why don’t vou ^ 
come in shd hear Bwinbuene zuake one or 
twb Q>e^hes on Tithes Bill ? ” 
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Well— er— fact is,^’ said 17icholas, steadfastly keeping Ms eyes on 
archway, “ WnFRin La^wsoit told me that if I was here about eleven 
o’clock I would see Pi.u»i:et and the Attorney-Q-enebai come out 
under the archway dancing a pas de deux. Couldn’t make out when 
I arrived what the illumination was for ; asked Lawsok. ‘ Oh,’ says 
he, ‘it’s the First Commissioner’s reminiscence of one of the alcoves 
at Tauxhall Gardens.’ Then he told me about Plunket and 
Webster. Thought I ’d like to see it. Do you think it ’s all right ? ” 
“Well,” I said, “Albert Rollit did tell me sometMng about 
Attorney-Geeeral going on the Spree. But that was in Germany, 
and he had Ms skates with him. Don’t know how it ’ll be here. 
You mustn’t forget that Whesxd ’s sometMng of a wag. Wouldn’t 
advise you to wait much after eleven o’clock.” 

House engaged all night on Tithes Bill. Not particularly lively. 
Towards midnight TAifiTER, pretematorally quiet since House met, 
suddenly woke up, and, d propos de hottes^ moved to report progress. 
CouRTiTEY down on Mm like cartload or bricks declined to put 
Motion, declaring it abuse of forms of House. TMs rather depress- 
ing. In good old times there would have been an outburst of 
indignation in Irish camp; Chairman’s ruling challenged, and 
squabble agreeably occupied rest of evening. But times changed. 
Ho Irish present to back Taioer, who, with despairing look round, 
subsided, and business went forward without further check. 

Business done* — Tithes Bill in Committee. 

Tuesday* — Mr. Dick De Lisle came down to House to-night full 
of Mgh resolve. Hadn’t yet been a Member of House when it shook 
from time to time with the roar of con- 
troversy round Bradlaugh, Ms oatl^ 
his affirmation, and his stylograpMc 
pen. At that time was in Singapore, 
helping Sir Frederick Weld to govern 
the Stmts Settlement. But had watched 
controversy closely, and had contri- 
buted to its settlement by writing a 
luminous treatise, entitled, The Par~ 
liameniary Oath, Now, by chance, 
the question cropped up again. Brad- 
laugh had secured first place on to- 
night’s order for Ms Motion rescinding 
famous Resolution of June, 1880, de- 
claring him ineligible to take his seat. 
Bradiaugh ill in bed ; sick unto death, 
as it seemed; but Httntbr had taken 
up task for him, and would move Reso- 
lution. Of course the Government 
would oppose it ; if necessary, De Lisle 
would assist them with argument. In 
any case, they (should have his vote. 
Heard Soiicitor-Gekeral with keen 
satisfaction. He showed not only the 
undesirability and impossibility of 
acceding to proposition, but denounced 
it as “absolutely childish.” Mr. G. 
followed; but Mr. G. said the same 
kind of things eleven years ago, when 
he was Leader of triumphant party, and had been deieated again and 
again. Of course same fate awaited Mm now. Government had 
spoken through mouth of Solicitor-General, and there was an 
end on’t. , 

Not quite. Stafford NorthcotEj unaccustomed participant in 
debate, presented himself. Stood immediately behind Old Mo- 
rality, by way of testifying to bis unaltered loyalty. At same 
time he suggested that, after all, would be as well to humour Brad- 
laugh and Ms friends, and strike out Resolution. Then Old 
Morality rose from side of Solicixor-Gbneral, and, unmindful of 
that eminent Lawyer’s irresistible argument and uncompromising 
declaration, said, * ‘ on the whole,” perhaps Northcote was right, 
and so mote it be. 

The elect of Mid-Leicestershire gasped for air. Did his ears 
deceive Mm, or was tMs the end of the famous Bradlaugh inci- 
dents? Old Morality, in his cheerful way, suggested that, as 
they were doing the thing, they had better -do it unanimously. 
General cheer approved. De Lisle started to Ms feet. One 
voice, at least, should be heard in protest against tMs shameful sur- 
render. Began in half-choked voice : evidently struggling against 
some strange temptation \ talked about the Parnell Commission ; 
accused House of legalising atheism, and wMtewashiag treason; 
argued at length with Mr. G, on doctrine of excess of juris- 
diction. Observed, as*^ he went on, to he waving Ms hands as if 
repelling some object; turned Ms head on one side as if hewonld 
feia escape apparition; House looked on wonderingly. At length, 
with sometMng like sndued sob, De Lisle gave way, and Members 
learned lyhat had troubled Mm. It was dear old Mr, Dick’s com- 
plaint. Standing np to present Ms Memorial against tergiversation 
of Old Moraltty; De Lisle oonld not help dragging in head of 
Charles the First, “As a Royalist,” he said, “I should main- 



tain that the House of Commons exceeded its jurisdiction when it 
ordered King Charles the First to be beheaded, but I never heard 
that it was proposed, after the Restoration, to expunge the Resolution 
from the books.” 

Irreverent House went off into roars of laughter, amid which Mr, 
Dick, more than ever bewildered, sat down, and presently went out to 
ask Miss Betsy Trotwood why they laughed. 

Business done, — ^Resolution of June, 1880, declaring Bradlaugh 
ineligible to sit, expunged from journals. 


Thursday, — ^As Old Morality finely; say s,|‘ | The worm persistently 
incommoded by inconvenient attentions will finally assume an 
aggressive attitude.” So it has proved to-night. Sidney Gedge 
long been object of contumelious attention. Members jeer at him 
when he rises ; talk whilst he orates ; laugh when he is serious, are 
serious when he is facetious. But the wounded worm has turned at 
last. Sydney has struck. Gedge has been goaded once too often. 

It was Courtney brought it about. 

Been six hours in Chair in Committee on 
Tithes Bill ; feeling faint and weary, glad 
to. refresh himself with sparkling conver- 
sation of Grand Young Gardner; Gedge 
on Ms feet at moment in favourite ora- 
torial attitude; pulverising Amend m<^nt 
moved by Gray ; thought, as he proceeded, 
he heard another voice. Could it be? 

Yes ; it was Chairman of Committees con- 
versing with frivolous elderly young man 
whilst he (S. G.) was debating the Tithes 
Bill ! Should he pass over tMs last indig - 
nity ? No ; honour of House must be yiu- i 
dicated; lofty standard of debate must be 
maintained; the higher the position of 
offender the more urgent Ms duty to strike 
a blow. Was standing at the moment 
aligned with Chair; paused in argument; 
faced about to the right and marched with 
solemn steps to the end of Gangway, the 
Bench having been desolated by his speech 
so far as it had gone. 

“ Sir,” he said, bending angry brows on 
Chairman, “ I am afraid my speech inter- 
rupted your conversation. Therefore I 
have moved further away.” 

That was all, but it was enough. Her- 
bert Gardner slunk away. Courtnry 
hastily turned over pages of the Bill; 
hung down Ms guilty head, and tried to 
look as if it were Milman* who had been engaged in conversation. 
Now Milman was asleep. 

Business done, — Level flow of Debate on Tithes Bill interrupted by 
revolt of Sydney Gedge. 



In revolt. 


Friday, — ^Rather a disappointing’evening from Opposition point of 
view. * In advance, was expected to be brilliant field-night, Irish 
Administration to be attacked all along line; necessity for new 
departure demonstrated. Shaw-Lefevre led off with Resolution 
demjtndiug establishment of Courts of Arbitration. Large muster of 
Members, Mr, G. in bis place ; expected to speak ; but presently 
went off ; others fell away, and all the running made from Ministe- 
rial Benches. Shaw-Lefeyrb roasted mercilessly. House roared 
at Saunderson’s description of Ms going^ to interview Sultan, and 
being shown into stable to make acquaintance of Sultan’s horse. 
Prince ARTjiujbt turned on unhappy man full blast of withering 
scorn. Don’t know whether Shaw-Lefbyre felt it ; some men 
rather be kicked than not noticed at all ; but Liberals felt they had 
been drawn into ridiculous position, and mumured had words. 
“What’s the use,” they ask, “of winning Hartlepool out of doors, 
if things are so managed that we are made ridiculous within ? ” 
Business done, — Shaw-Lefeyre’s Resolution on Dish Land 
Q,uestion negatived by 213 Totes against 152. 


TKermidor” up to Date. 

{Toned down for Bnglish Reception^ 

Last Act — On the road to the Guillotine — Hero, instead of Heroine^ 
about to be executed— JELeroine imploring Msro to sign paper, 
JECeroine, Attach but your signature, and you are free I 
Hero {after reading document in a tone of horror). What, a vov^ 
to marry, with the prospect of a breach of promise case to follow ! 
Never 1 Death is preferable I \Exit to be guillotined. Curtain* 

An Artist and a Whistler.— M. CoauEiiN; has summoned M,. 
Lissagaray for having thrown a whistle at Mm on the night of the 
Thermidor row. It is to be hoped that by tiiis time M, Ihssagaray 
will have been made to pay for Ms wMstle. 


NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any desoriptiozi^ will 
in no case he rbtiixhed^ not oven when accompaniod by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, er Wrapper. To this rale 
there will be no iSi^tion. 
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MODERN TYPES. 

(By ifr. PundfCs Own Tyyt Writer,) 

Ko. XXIII.— THE TOLERATED HHSBAKD. 


upon, and Ms jnotives readily inferred. It can be none other than 
the husband^s rich bachelor friend, “tiie same who accompanies the 
pair on all^ their expeditions, who is a constant guest at their 
house, and is inown to be both layish and determined in the 


-. 1 ..,^ -..xn prosecution of any object on which he has set his heart. His 

It is customary for the self-righteous moralists who puff them- heart, in this instance, is set upon his friend’s wife, and the 
selves into a state of Jingo complacency over the failings of foreign obstacles in his way do not seem to be very formidable. The ease, 
nations, to declare with considerable unction that the domestic indeed, is soon too manifest for any one but a bom idiot to feign 
h^th, wMch every Frenchman habitually tramples upon, is main- ignorance of it. The husband is not a born idiot—he either sees it 
tained in unviolated purity in every British household. The rude plainly, or (it may be, after a straggle) he looks another way, and 
shocks which Mr. Justice Butt occasionally administers to the resigns himself to the inevitable. For inevitable it is, if he is to 
national conscience are readily forgotten, and the chorus of patriotic continue in that life of indolence and extravagant comfort which 
^ulation is stimulate by the visits wMeh the British censor finds habit has made a necessity for him. So be submits to the constant 
it necessary to pay (in mufti) to the courts of wickedness in con- companionship of a tMrd party, and, in order to be truly tolerated 
tinental capitals. It may be that among our unimaginative race in his own household becomes tolerant in a manner that is almost 
the lack of virtue is not presented in the gaudy trappings that sublime. He allows his friend to help Mm with large subventions 
delight our neighbours. Our wickedness is coarser and less atfaractive. of money; he lets Mm cover his wife with costly j*ewels. He is 
I It gutters like a cheap candle when contrasted with the steady content to be snpplanted without fuss, provided the supplanter never 
briliTATicy of the Parisian article. Public opinion, too, holds amongst decreases the stream of Ms benevolence ; and the supplanter, having 
us a more formidable lash, and wields it with a sterner and more more wealth than he knows what to do with, is quite content to 
frequent severity. But it is impossible to deny that our society, secure Ms object on such extremely eaisy terms. And thus the 
however strict its professed code may be, can and does_ produce Tolerated Husband is created. 

examples of those lapses from propriety which the superffcial public It is curious to notice how cheerfully, to all outward appearance, 
deems to be typically and exclusively contiaent^ Hot only are they he accepts what other men would consider a disaster. Before the 
produ(^, but their production and their <K)ntinxian(^ are tolerated world he carries his head high witib an assumption of genisd frank- 


of toleration, the Tolerated Husband holds a 
foremost place. Certain conditions are necessary 
for Ms proper production. He must he not only 
easy-going, but unprincipled, — unprincipled, 
that is, raOier in tbe sense of having no particular 
principles of any kind than in that of possessing 
and practising notoriously bad ones. He must 
have a fine contempt for steady respectability, 
and an irresistible inclination to that glittering 
style of untrammelled life which is believed by 
those who live it to be the true Bohemiatiism. 
He should be w^h in character, he may he 
pleasant in manner and appearance, and he 
must he both poor and extravagant. If to these 
qualities be added, first a wife, young, good- 
looking, and in most respects^ similar to her 
husband, though of a stronger will, and secondly 
a friend, rich, determined, strictly nnprincipled, 
and thoroughly unscrupulous, the conditions 
which produce the Tolerated Husband may„be 
said to be complete. 









L temper. " tiome ana oine witn us to-morrow, 
my boy,” he will say to an old acquaintance, 
“there’ll only be yourself and a couple of 
others besides ourselves. We ’ll go to the play 
afterwards.” And the acquaintance will most 
certainly discover, if he accepts the invitation, 
that the “ ourselves ” included not only husband 
and wife, bnt friend as well. He will also 
notice that the last is even more at home in 
the honse, and speaks in a tone of greater 
authority than the apparent host* Everything 
is referred to him for decision, and the master 
of the house treats him with a deferential hu- 
mility wMch goes far to contradict the cynical 
observation that there is no gratitude on earth. 
The Tolerated Husband, indeed, never tires of 
dispensing hospitality at the cost of Ms friend, 
and though the whole world knows the case, 
there will never be a lack of guests to accept 
what is offered. 

At last, however, in spite of Ms toleration, he 
becomes an encumbrance in Ms own house, 
and, like most encumbrances, he has to be 


The Tolerated Husband may have been at one time an officer in a paid off, the friend providing the requisite annim income. One 
good regiment. Having married, he finds that Ms pay, combined after another he puts off the last remaining rags of Ms pretended 
with a moderate private income, and a generous allowance of in- self-respect. He haunts Ms Clubs less and less frequentiy, and 
debtedness, due tn the gratification of expensive tastes, is insufficient seems wither under the open diriike of those who are repeUed by 
to maintain him in that position of conriort to wMcn he conceives the mean and sordid details of his despicable story. And thus he 
himself to be entitled. He therefore abandons the career of arms, and drags on Ms life, a degraded and comparatively impoverished outcast, 
becomes one of those who attempt spasmodically to redeem com- untidy, h^gard and shunned, having forfeited by the restriction of 
mercial professions from the taint of mere commercialiam by Ms spending powers even the good-natured contempt of those who 
becoming commercial themselves. It is certain that the gilded were not too proud to be at one time mistaken for his friends, 
society wMch turns up a moderately aristocratic nose at trade and 
tradesmen, looks with complete indulgence upon an ex-officer who 

^bbles in wine, or associates himseli with a new schemejfor the LAJBOUES FOE LENT. 


easy manufacture of working-men’s boots. An agency to a Fire and 
Life Assurance Society is, or course, above reproach, and the Stock Emperor of Germany, — ^To conciliate the great men who have had 

Exchange, an institution wMeh, in the imagination of reckless fools, to prefix Ex ” to their official titles since he ascended the Throne, 
provides as large a cover as charity, is positively enviable— a repu- Emperor of Eueeia* — To find a resting-place safe from the 

tation which it owes to the fancied ease with wMoh half-a-erown is Hihi^ts. 

converted into one hundred thousand ponnds by the mere stroke of Etng of Italy, — To do without Ceisti, and the Triple Alliance, 

an officepen. The Emperor of Azcetria,— To master the snhject of Home Rule as 

The I^lerated Husband tries aR these methods, one after applied to Austria, Hungary, and the Bulgarian^Hationalities. 
another, with a painful monotony of failure in each. Yet, some- Einy of Portugal, — To settle the Map of Africa with Lord Salis- 
how or other, he stiU keeps up appearances, and manages to live bijet. ^ . m 

in a certain style not far removed from luxury. He entertains The President of the French Eepuhlic* — ^To adapt Thermidor for 
Ms friends at elaborate dinners, both at home and at expensive the Gterman stage. ^ -rr. ^ 

restaurants ; he is a frequent visitor at theatres, where he often The President of the American Eepuhhe,^To bless the McKinley 
pays for the stalls of many others as well as for Lis own. He Tariff. 

takes a small house in the country, and fills it with guests, to The Marquis of Salw^ry.^^o consider with Ms son and heir the 
I whom he offers admirable wines, and excellent cigars. His wire is Eoman Catholic BTOhilities Removal BiU. 


always beautifully dressed, and glitters with an array of jewels Afr. W, 1 
\ wMch make her the envy of many a [steady leader of fasMon. ^ Afr. Glad 
The world begins to ask, vaguely at first, but with a constantly ings^ contab 
iuereasiag persistence, how the tmng is done* Respectability and speech in su] 
malice combine to whisper a truthful answer. Starting from the Mr, Gosi 
axiom the precarious income wMch is produced by a want of satisfaction. 


Afr. W, JT. Smith , — To renew Ms stock of Copy-book proverbs. 
Afr. Gladstone,— To compile and annotate a new volume of GUan^ 
ingsj contnmMg the Quarterly Artiole on ** Vaticanism,” and the 
speech in support of the Ripon-plus-RusseR Belief Bill. » 

Mr, Goschen,— To divide the coming Smrplus to everyone’s 


sneoess in many branches of bnsiness cannot support lurnry or Afr. Balfour , — ^To lea 
purchase diamonds, they arrive, per soMum^ at the conclnsion that Afr. Justin McCarthi 
there must be some Ihird party to provide the wife and the hns- . Afr. 8, B, Bancroft 
band with means for their existence. His name is soon fixed €leneral Dealer Booth. 


Afr. Balfour,— To leam to love both wMgs of the Irish Party. 

Afr. Justin McC<rrthy , — ^To discover his axaet position. ’ ; 

Afr. 8, B. Bancroft,— To regard with satisfaction his gift to 


von. c. 
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JUNIUS JUDEX. 

A FMarie FrapnmU (A long way after Gray,) 



! Attase, 0 Tlieinis-t^aiigled lyre, awake, 
And ^Te to ps&ans all ^y soTmding 
strings! 

Here is a trinmpli joyfnller than Spring's, 
J j£u K jfismaoks of Snmmerrather, and mnst take 
The cake I 

As fresooed heroes elond-home progress make, 
So— happy apotheosis !— adyanoes 
Stately Sir Fniircis I 

See how late-knighted Jnstioe moves along, 
High, majestio, smooth and strong, 
Throngn Ciipid*s maae and ISfeptune^s mighty 
main 

^ Wimpole Street, uplift the strain!) 
Toward that proudly portal’d door. 

Silk gowns and snowy wigs raise the ap- 
plausive roar ! 

0 Sovereign of the Social Soul, 

Lady of bland and comfort - breathing 
airs, 

Enobantmg hostess I Business cares 
And Party passion own thy soft control. 

In thy saloons the Lord of War . 

Muffles the wheels of his wild oar, 

And drops his thirsty lance at thy command. 
Smoothed by a snowy hand, 


Aquila's self, the heroe and feathered king, 
W'ith sleek-pruned plumes, and close- 
furled wing 

Will calmly cackle, and put by 
The terrors of his beak, the lightnmgs of 
his eye,^ 

Thee the voice, the dance obey ; 

Tempered to thy pleasant sway, 

Blue and Bufi, Orange and Oreen, 

In polychromatic harmony are seen, 

As on a bright Jeune da^. 

And now Jeuite triumphs in no minor mea- 
! sure. 

Judicial Pomp and Social Pleasure 
Kow indeed make marvellous meeting. 

See with suasion firmly sweet 
That brisk trio, gailjr greeting 
To that portal guide his feet. 

Neptune 8 hoarse hails his friend’s approach 
declare, 

Probate, the winged sprite, about must pla^r ; 
With wanton wings that winnow the soft air 
In gliding state Lord Cupid leads the way 
To where grave Law must mark, assay, reprove 
Wanderings of young Desire, and lures of 
fickle Love! 


[February 14, 1891. 


TOMMY ATKINS’S HARD LOT. 

“Tommy Aizrcrs,” writing modestlv 
enough to the Daily Chronicle of the 6th 
February, complains that the coal supplied 
by the Authorities for barrack-rooms, is so 
limited in quantity that “ during the winter 
this, as a rule, only lasts about two days ” 
in the week, and Tommy and his comrades 
have to “club-up” to supply the deficiency 
out of their own microscopical pay. “In 
fact” (says T. A.) “I have been in barrack- 
rooms where the men have had no fires after 
the first two days of the week.” If this be 
BO, Mr, Punch agrees with Tommy in saying, 
“Surely this ought not to be!” Tommy 
Atjetn’s may reasonably be expected to “stand 
fire ” at any season, but not me absence of it 
in such wintry weather as we have had 
recently I 

If this is poor Tommy Atxins’s lot, 

As Tommy might say, It is all Tommy-rot! 

COLUMBIA ON HER SPARROW. 

( With Ayohgies to William Cartwright,) 

[“ The Americans have had enough of the 
Sparrow (Fasser domes fieus)j and the mildest 
epithet reserved for him seems to he that of *pest.’ ” 
—Daily Chronicle^ 

Tell me not of joy, — a hnm I 
Now the British Sparrow ’s come. 

Sent first was he 
Across the sea, 

Advisers kind did flatter me, 

When he winged way o’er Yankee soil, 
My caterpillar swarms he ’d spoil ; 

And oh, how pleasant that would be I 

He would catch a grub, and then 
It would never feed again. 

My fields he ’d skip, 

And peck, and nip, 

And on the caterpillars feed ; 

And nought should crawl, or hop, or run 
When he his hearty meal had done. 

Alas I it was a sell, indeed I 

O’er my fields he makes his flight, 

In numbers almost infinite ; 

A plague, alas ! 

That doth surpass 
The swarming caterpillar crew. 

What I did I muon regret ; 

Passer is multiplying yet ; 

Check him I can’t. What shall I do P 

The British Sparrow won’t depart, 

His feathered lemons break my heart* 
Would As away 
I would not, nay I 
About mere caterpillars fuss. 

Patience with grubs and moths were mine, 
Would he hut pass across the brine. 

I call, Passer Domestic Cuss ! 

“Here we Hare aoain ! ’’—There are 
two Johnnies on the stage. Johnny Senior 
being J. L. Toole (now on his way home 
from New Zealand) , and Johnny Junior, John 
Hare, both immensely popular as comedians, 
and both in high favour with our most illus- i 
trious and judicious Patron of the Drama, 
HR.H. the Prince of Wales. It is gratify- 
ing to learn that, after the performance of 
A Pair of Spectacles at Sandringham, the 
Prince presented the Junior of these two 
Johnnies with a silver cigar^hox. In the 
right-hand corner of the lid is engraved a 
hare looking through a pair of spectacles, and 
inside is a dedication to John Hare from 
Albert Edward, “ Pretty compliment tMs,” 
as Sir Will Somers, the Court Jester, might 
have said,— “to Johnny Hare from the Hare 
Apparent.” 
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THEIR 'MBSEN-DIXIT.^^ 

A ITEW set of Faddists lias T>eeii gradually'™ wing np, not in 
onr midst, but in the parts about Literature and the Prama, The 
object of their cult is, one Hmmn: Ibser', a Norw^ian Dramatist, 
(perhaps it would be more correct to say, the Norwegian Dramatist,) 
of whose plays a pretty sprinkling of scribes, amateur and pro- 
fessional, but all of the very highest culture, profess themselres the 
uncompromisingly enthusiastic adudrers. You may not Imow the 
Ibsenites or any of their works, but in their company at least,— 
that is, supposing yourself so highly priTileged as to be admitted 
within the innermost circle of tiie Inner Ibsen Brotherhood,— no< 
to know iBSEsr would be proof positive of your being in the outer 
darkness of ignorance, and in need, however unworthy, of the grace 
of Ibsenitish enlightenment. Becruits are wanted in the Ibsenite 
rftT^lrs, so as to strengthen numerically the one uarty against the 
other ; for the Ibsenitish sect has so far progressed as to be at lo^- 
gerhe^ amongst themselves ; not inde^ on any really essential 
question, such as would be, for example, any doubt as to the position 
of Ibsbk as a Dramatist, or as to the order of merit and presence 
to be assigned to bis works. No, on such matters they are appa- 
rently at one ; but in other matters they are at one another. Thus 
the unity appears to be only superficial, a decent plaster biding the 
rift occasioned by one of meir number haTing ‘literally tranfiTated 
into English Ibsen’s latest Norwegian drama, of whidb translation the 
verbal correctness is impugned by another learned Ibsenite. 

Not being ** a hardy Norseynan,” and having neither a reading nor 
speaking acquaintance with the Nmrse language, I am uname to 
decide abstruse points on which such learnt doctors disagree ; but 
not being altogether without some practical experience of English 
and French di^a, I venture to call in question not only the dramatic 
ability of the dramatist himself, but also, after perhaps allowing him 


some merit as a type-writer or character-aketcher, to assert that the 
style and matter of most of his work is always tiresome, frequently 
childish, and the subject often morbid and unhealthy ; and, further. 




that his method is tedious to the'last device of bottom; for, as a 
writer, if I may judge him fairly by Ms translators, he is didactic 
and pro^, and never more tedious than when his dialogue is intended 
to he at its v^ crispest. As a playwright Ms construction is faulty* 
Here and there he gives ejLpxession to pretty ideas, reminding me 
(still judging by the translation) of Toh Eobebtcsok, not when the 
letter was in Ms happiest vein, but when laborioumy striviog to 
make Ms puppets talk in a sweetl; 


ii 'll 1 ^1 
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make nis puppets talk m a sweetly ingenuous Tn^nner* 

I have never seen any pky of Loir’s on the sta^, but I have 
read several of them— indeed, as I believe, aU that have Mtherto 
been trftTiRlated and published in tMs country. I was prepared to 
be cbarm^ expecting much. I was soon disillusioned, and great 
was my disappointment. Then I re-read them, to judge of them 
not md^y as dramas for the closet, but as dramas for the stage, 
written to be acted, not to be read ; or, at all events, as far as the 
general public were concerned, to be acted first, and to be read 
afterwards. As acting dramas, it is difficult to conceive anything 
less practically dramatic. I do not know what the pecuniary result 
of his theatrical productions may be in Ms own country— where, I 
believe, he doesn^t reside— hut, out of his own country (say, here in 
London), I should say that a oue-nightis performance, with a Louse 
half fu^ would exlmust Ibsen’s English public, and quite exhaust 
the patience of those who know not Ibsen* 

Years ago we had the Chatterton - Bouoicault dictum that 
‘‘ Sttaxspeabe spelt failure.’^ Now, for Shaespeabe read “ Ibsen,” 
and insert the words swift and utter” before “failure,” and you 
have my opinion as to how the formula would stand with regard to 
Ibsen. I should he sorry to see any professional "WfiTiager Fiaking 
himself pecuniarily responsible for the success of such an under- 
taki-ng^, a word which, in its funereal sense, is of ill omen to the 
attempt. Let the Ibsenites club toother, lease a theatre, and see 
how tiie public likes their i^ow. There ’s nothing doing at the 
Royalty just now; let them pay rent in advance, and become Miss 
TTate Sanhey’s tenants ; then, if the iBSBN-worshippers, with their 
Arch-priest, or AECHEE-priest, at their head, come to a tempor^ 
understanding with the GloBse-Ibsemtes, they could crafty contrive 
to be invited as guests to a dinner at the Playwreckers’ Cfiub. The 


to be invited as guests to a dinner at the Playwreckers’ Club. The 
members of this association the TTnited Ibsenites could fiatter 
by deferring to the opinions of their hosts, while inculcating their own, 
thus securing the goodwill and patronage of the Playwreckers, a plan 
nowadays adopted with considerable success by some of our wiliest 
dramatists, eager to secure a free course and be glorified ; and so, by 
making each one of these mighty amateurs feel that the success 
of Lbsen in this coxmt^ depended on Mm personally, that is, on his 
verdict or “ Jdsan a run of, say, perhaps tiim nights might 
possibly he secured, when they could play to fairly-filled houses* One 
“ niolit wi’ Ibsen,” onenightonly, would, I venture to say, be quite 
enough for most of us. OM that mine enemy would write a book 1” 
“ OM that my enemy would bring ont an Ibs^te play,” and try to 
run itl Perhws he wilL In wMeh ease I wBl either alter my 
opinion or give him a dose of Antz-Fad. 
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MR. GLADSTONES NEW HOUSE. 

“ The home which Mr. GiAnftroira has jmt taken in Park Lane is, it is 
reported, the selection of Mrs. GIlamitonb, who recommends it with a view 
to her husband’s opportunities for exendw.”— 
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SULLIVANHOE ! 

BRAYissmo^ Sir Abthhie SuiirriJr of lyanlioe, or to compress it 
telegraphically by wire, ^^Bravissimo SuUivanhoe Loud cries of 
** Aethue ! Abthus ! ” and as AKxjiujfcc and Composer he bows a solo 
gracefoUy in front of the Curtain. Then Mr. Juliajes* Stuegis is 
handed out to him, when ‘‘SiriJtrvAN'” and _ 

“ JumN ’^—latter name phonetically suggestive 
of ancient musical associations, though who 
nowadays remembers “Mens. JuT.T.TTjnr the 
composer^ and^libr^^^ bow a duet together. 

g^e deS ^ Dicky with Ivaiihoe ; or, The Long and Short of it. 
about it until the situation where that slyboots Belecca artfully 
threatens to chuck herself off from the topmost turret rather than 
throw herself away on the bad Templar Sir Brian de Bois-Guilh&rt- 
sans^ Sullivan, The Opera might be fairly described as “Scenes from 
Ivanhoe^^^ musically illustrated. There is, however, a continuity in 
the music which is lacking in the plot. 

The scenic effects are throughout admirable, and the method, 
adopted at the end of each tableau^ of leaving the audience stUI 
more in the dark than they were before as to what is goin^ on on 
the stage, is an excellent notion, well calculated to intensify the 
mystery in which the entire plot is enveloped. 

The change of scene — of course highly recommended by the leech 
in attendance on the suffering Ivanhoe—ixom the little second-ffoor- 
back in the top storey of the castle tower, where the stout Knight 
of Ivanhoe is in durance, is managed with the least possible incon- 
venience’' to the invalid, who, whether suffering from gout or pains 
in his side,— and, judging by his action, he seemed to feel it, what- 
ever it was, all over him,— found himself and his second-hand 
lodging-house sofa (quite good enough for a prisoner) suddenly 
deposited at the comparatively safe distance of some -three hundred 
yards or so from the burning Castle of Torquilstone, in which iden- 
tical building he himself, not a minute before, had been immured. 
So marvellous a flight of fancy is only to be found in an Arabian, 
not a Christian, blight’s Entertainment. 

The Tournament Scene is a very effective “ set,” but practically 
an elaborate “sell,” as all the fighting oq horseback is done 
without.” Presently, after a fierce clashing of propeity-swords, 
sounding suspiciously like fire-irons, Ivanhoe and Sir Brian come in, 
afoot, to fight out “ round the sixth, and last.” There is refreshing 
novelty in Mr. CoPLANn’s impersonation of Isaac of Yor\ who 
might be taken for ShylocTds younger brother who has been experi- 
menting on his beard with some curious kind of hair-dye. This 
comic little Isaac will no doubt grow older during the run of the piece, 
but on the first night he neither looked nor behaved like BsbecccHs 
aged and venerable sire, nor did Miss MidNiiEB— who, by the way, is 
charming ^as Belecca, and who is so nimble in skipping about the 
stage when avoiding the melodramatic Sir Brian de Bois- Guilbert^ 
sans- Sullivan, and so generally active and artful as to he quite a 
Becky Sharp,— HOT, 1 say, did Miss MAciNmtB seem to treat her 
precocious parent (Isaac must have married very young, seeing, tlmt 
Becky is full twenty-one, and Isaac apparently very little more 


than twenty-eight, or, say, thirty) with any great tenderness and 
affection; but these, feelings no doubt will be intensified, as she 
l becomes more and more accustomed to 
i&iflllilillllllliil jewvenile father during the run of 


All Dicky with Ivaiihoe ; or. The LoDg and Short of it. 


Bottle Imp did to his ^ 

victim, “HalJ Hal _ . • v-l mi. 

ToumBstfearntolove 

I have not time to enumerate all the charming effects of the Opera, 
but I must not forget the magic property-harp, with, apparently, 
limp whip-cord strings, “the harp that once,” or several times, was 
played by those accomplished musicians, King Richard, and Kriar 
Tuck, the latter of whom has by far the most taking song in the 
Opera, and which would have received a treble [or a baritone] 
encore, had J?arA;w— meaning Sir Aethue— “ been willin’.” The 
contest between Richard and the Friar is decidedly “ Dicky.” bTor 
must I forget the magnificent property supper in the first scene, at 
so much a head, where not a ham or a chicken is touched ; nor must 
I “ the waits ” between some of the sets he forgotten,— “waits” being 
so suggestive of music at the merriest time of the year. Nor, above 
all, must I omit to mention the principal character, Ivanhoe hiniaelf, 
played by Mr, Bm Davies, who would be quite an ideal Ivanhoe if 
he were not such a very real Ivanhoe— oiAy, of course, we must not 
forget that he “ doubles ” the part. There is no thinness about * ^Ben 
Affo,” whether considered as a man, or as a good all-round tenor. 
I did not envy Ivanhoe' s marvellous power of sleep while Miss 

S her best, her sweetest, and her 

prefer to believe that the crafty 
idiu’,” and was no more asleep 
le eve of Waterloo, or the Eat 
Boy when he surprised 
Mr, Tupman and Aunt 
Rachel m the arbour, or 
when he pinched Mr, 
FickwicTds leg in order 
to attract his attention. 
Bat, after all, Ivanhoe 
and Roioena, as Thao- 
EEEAX remarked, are a 
poor namby-pamby pair, 
and the real heroine is 
Rebecca. The Opera ends 
TOth a “Eebeooa Eiot.” 
Every one Wishes success 
to the new venture. 

As to the Music .—well, 
I am not a musician, and 
ifi in any new Opera when 
\\V there is no one tuneful 
\\\\\ phrase as in Alda or 
Tannhdmer, which, at 
^ the very first hearing, 

__ ^ anyone.with half an ear 

. can straightway catch, 
and reproduce iext day 
^ ^ tiU everyone about him 

cries, “ Oh don’t ! ” and 

oompeser, Wagnerianly, will not permit ewcom— where am IP 
Howere. ' I return home in common time, but tuneless. On the other 
hamd, besides being certain that Friar TwcA’s jovial song will “ catch 
on.” I must record the complete satisfaction with which I heard the 
substantial whadk on the drum so desoriptire of Sir Brian de Bois- 
Guilbert-sans-Sullivan^s heavy fall “ at the ropes.” This last effect, 


The game of “Becky my Neighbour.” 
Stout Knight lays low. 


m 








“ A 1 ” Saxon Eriar. 
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I ^ ^f^7. f««» told me I Shotdd net lack. Poxe ' 


proved, 


SPECIMENS 

K'o. L— The i 


oifence. There not many as I wonld brincr mvs 

erkVAVAirm -TnAm Tvnd- T T 2^i.x j* ® ^• 


; a’paltry 
-I miahi 
iiosopner 
tntimcUe 


that he i» m^tdk^ here^ and take the opportunity of touching the 

hAlVi. ••run ftt'i* 'Ka 4.^ vil *Li * 5 __ _ 


™ lime man in Tjnreaaoare DiacK, 'aven't got even a trifle to spare an old UhiversitvSeholar in TedooftAd 

I whoadv^<^ withanairof mysterious importance. ‘‘IthinV’ circnim^o^the^! T.^it^s 

^ ^DiverrityyonrseH— pnai^gGtthe^^ofit!^Fa^el4^^^ 

maylyonriotinlifebe^appierthan ^Afl right, don't Aearct^vonrself. 

I 'to bin mistook in yer, that 'sail. I tho^t yon was as soft-edded 
^ ^nversation not beiM overieard.” a yonng mug as you look. Open that door, wfll yer ; I want to get 

Jieloo^ grubby for a client-;-but appearances are deceptive, and out of this I ” rfuxy^, xwauu w get 

assuring liim tlmt he may speak with perfect Here he leaves you with every indication of disgust and disap- 
ty ereupon he ^roce^s in a lowere^oii^ ppmtme^ and you will probably hear him indulging in unclasrical 

story I am about to reveal,” he says, vituperation on the landing, 
smoothing a slimy tall hat, “ is of a nature so 
revolting, so 'omble in its details, that I can 

'ardly bring myself to speak it to any 'uming OU R BOOKING«OFFiOE> 

earl” (Sere you will proldbly prepare to The Baron is dftli#*Ti+.^ -onfl, TW/x-wm 1 ATT TXTVl-r-ri vei9c« i 



'ardlv bring myself to speak it to any 'uming OU R BOOKING«OFFiOE> 

eaxi ’ {Eere yea vnU prolahlv prepare to Tjra Baron is deliflitod with Mo3m.OTr -WTr.T.TAws’s third Tolnme 

take^ Ton see before yon one who u of :Reminttcence», published by Mi.c! 1 'tt.t.ait & Go. His cheery after- 

Av. .IT conversational style of telling capital stories is eioellait. He 

this^ you give him up as a possible client^ hut is not writing a r\r\ 


more befitting a^ dook than my present con- things, and, gnoth 


have been my lot. But ^neceseitae^^ Btx^ as your cigar and sit JJBSt;,, 
y OU are aware, * neceseita^ non ahef and down in your arm- 

such I found it. "While still receiving a clas- chair before the 
sical education at Cambridge College — (praps fire, as not only do 'H B H 
you are yourself an alumbus of J2h/mailfa<er? you f not wish to 9 hS 
No ? I apologise. Sir, I 'm sure)— but while interrupt him, 
preparing to take my honorary de^ee, my even with a query, 

Father suddenly enounced the horfnl news hut you feel in- 
^ that he was a bankrup'. Strip of all we pos- olined to say, as — ' 
sessed, we were turned ont of our sumchuous the children do r\ . i 
( ^ome upon the cold world, my Facer’s grey when, seated 



Va AA-n ^ . r iTuav aw j.vaxuwaaj.k ija.i.cxj/uxaw5u eisiuc, JUUBU uuaiauberisuic mujJXAO-u 

ne c^ put by from his s^ty beamings. My dear Mother— a Wttxtaxs’s life-Hke conversational rnanner of telling a story, occurs 

where giving an account of a robbery, of which he himself 
morgiagea to tne ut, and my eldest Sister, a lovely and accomplished was the victim, and telling how a thief asked to be shown np to his, the 
gairl, was artlessly thrown over by a nobleman, to 'com she was narrator’s room, he says, “The porter, like a fool, gave his consent.” 

1 ?*^ reverses overtook us. His name The inte:^lated ^*l%ke a fool^^ carries the jury, tells the whole 

deliKit n^tinks of a gentleman wiU forbid you to inquire, as story, and wins admiration for the suEerer, who is the real hero of 
liKejnse me to m^ti<m enongh to mt that he occupies a prominent the tale. But beyond the book’s merit as an interesting and amusing 
portion amongst the huppei^Hcles of Society, and is frequently to be companion, it contains some valuable practical suggestious for 
met vjtn m tne pape^ , faithlessness preyed on my Sister’s relieving the ordinary totreas in the poorest districts which ought to 
mind to t^t degr^, that she is now m the Asylum, a nopeless receive attention in the highest quarters. 


wnat beiefl myself, {You have not^for the eimple should say lujhis last paragraph (p. 291), “ is a true tale.” It is the 
! destred infor^aUon^^ he has given you no story of a “ballet lady” who rises in “the profession” to the 

rpmttM %n a word,) ^ ^ Ah, Sir, there you ’ave ine dignity^of a speaking part, and is on the point of being raised 
•IT tetwisti, if I may venture once more higher in the social scale, and becoming the wife of a real live young 

IT illusion. ^ Bnt i ’aye resolved to conceal nothing — ndbleman, when she sensibly accepts a considerable sum of money, 
r. For a time I obtained employment as Seokertary consents to forego her action for breach of nromife. ^n/i finallv 


View was to ask yon for pecuniary assistance ? ’ {Sere you reflect by the general public as giving an unex^gerat^ pictore of a certain. 

• ^ certainly crossed your sort of stage-life, it ought to have the imprimatur or the nihtLobstat 

mtnaja ^otmng of the sort orlmd, I do assure you. A little of some g^era^ acknowledged h^ad of the profession; for, “the, 
unung sympathy, the renef of pcniring out my sorrezsnpon a feeling profession” is Hydm-like in this respect — a republican 


art, a few khid enoonraging words, is all I arsk, and that^ Sir, the | wSh many hi^ds. 


The Bahoh de BooK-lToi 
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ENCOURAGEMENT. 


Brcfessimal Qolfer {maTmoer to anxiotis qttesiion), WinsL, Sib, at toxtb Time, o* Life, tb can never hope to become a Plater; 

BUT IF YE PEACriSB TTABTV FOB ThBEE YeABS, YE MAY BE ABLE TO TELL GoOD PlAY FROM BaD WHEN YE SEE IT 1 


THE ^^PAPEE-CHASE/^ 

The Hare [mth man;/ financial friends) 
loquitur : — 

Hbee goes ! ’Tis a rather new line — 

But that is no very great matter. 

If they ’ve faith in a lead, ’tis in mine, 

So a tentative trail let me scatter. 

The old track of oonntry this time I ^11 forsake ; 
I trust they’ll not thfTik I have made a 
mistake? 

That old line of conntry they know, 

Across it for years they’ve keen rangers, 
All right, when the going is slow, 

When ’tis fast, are they fly to its dangers ? 
For Hares to raise scares ’midst the Hounds 
were improper, 

But how if the pack come a general cropper ? 

Eemarkahly near it last time, 

Though some of ’em didn’t suspect it j 
But J spy the peril I ’Twere crime 
If I did not help them to detect it. 

If they don’t like my trail they must give 
me the sack ; 

I ’d rather be bullied than break ujp the pack. 

They fancy I ’ll keep the old course. 

There or thereabout. But I ’ve a notion ! 
They’ll grumble perhaps, with some force, 
But they ’re not going to flurry G. Goschbn. 
Of this havresaok there have been some smart 
carriers— 

I’ll make ’em sit up, though, the L. S. D. 
Harriers 1 

I love ’em, each supple-shanked lad, 

’Host as much as— Statistics. To trudge it 


For them makes my bosom as glad 
As— Big Surplus, and Popular Budget ; 
And so I should like to secure them a run, 
Combining snug safety with plenty of fun. 

I don’t want to lessen their speed, 

I don’t want to' hamper their daring ; 

But rashness won’t always succeed — 

Just ask that smart runner, young 
B-r-no! [line 

And that’s why I’m trying to strike a new 
For our Paper-Chase— cutting the “ Paper ” 
upflne, 

I scatter it wide. Will it float P 
Of course for awhile there’s no knowing ; 
But I shall be able to note, 

By the sequel, which way the windh 
blowing, [notes, in full flight. 

There! Look like white-birds, or bank- 
How, lads,^ double up I There’s not one yet 
in sight! 

Of course I ’m ahead of my fleld, 

As a Hare worth his salt ever should be. 
My Hounds, though, are mostly spring-heeled. 

Eh? Funk it? Idou’ttbinktnatcouldbel 
The L. S. D. Harriers’ lick others hollow 
For pluck and for pace. There ’s the trail,— 
will they follow t 

Survival of the Fittest.”— You need 
not go to Holland to see the Hague, You may 
And it— him we mean— at Dowdeswell’s 
Gallery. Here you can revel in a good flt of 
the Hague without shivering. Indeed, Mr. 
Anderson Haoub, judging from his pictures 
of North Cambria, seems to be very fit, and 
therefore, he may be called an HAOUE-flt. 


A GAN(NES)DID CONFESSION. 

{By a Suffering Angelina,) 

You write to me, sweetest, with envy 
Of “zephyrs ” and “ summerlike stars ; ” 

You say women, horses, and men vie 
In chorus of croups and catarrhs ; 

You picture me safe from the snarling 
Of Winter’s tyrannical sway. 

This isn’t, believe me, my darling, 

The Mediterranean way. 

You rave of the “ shimmering light on 
An ocean pellucidly fair.” 

You get it, my darling, at Brighton, 

And coals that can warm you are there ; 

Of “ boughs with hot oranges breaking” — 
Cold comfort, while fortunes we pay 

For f aggots that mock us in making 
Their Mediterranean way I 

You dream of me rapt by a casement 
Mimosa caresses and rose ; 

This window was surely the place meant] 
For mistral to buffet my nose. 

Of tennis and dances and drums in ; 

“ That Eden for Eves ’’—did you say ? 

Apt phrase I Nothing masculine comes in 
Our Mediterranean way. 

And “ Esterel’s amethyst ranges 
Of gossamer shapes’’— and the rest. 

Good gracious, how scenery changes I 
They too have a cold on their chest. 

At “ delicate lnn§:s,” dear, and so on 
No more for this climate I ’ll play, 

But homeward in ecstasy go on 
My Mediterranean way. 


THE 




“ PAPER-CHASE.” 


Bighi Hok. G»). J. G-bch-h {the Sare), “ WOHHEE WHETHER THEY ’LL FOLLOW ? ” 
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THE OYSTERS AT WHITSTABLE FROZEN IN THEIR BEDS ! 

(See Daily Fapers.) 


THE OLD WOMAH AND HER WATER SUPPLY. 
(An Old Nursery Bhyme uiUh a new burden.) 

Thebe 'was an old Woman, as I’ve heard say. 

The frost froze her water-pipes fast one day ; 

The frost froze her water-pipes fast at first, 

Tin a thaw came at last, and the water-pip^ hnrst. 

By came the Company, greedy of gain, 

Aid it cut her water all ofi at the main, 

It cut her water off sharp, if yon please, 

Though it wasn’t Aar fanlt that the pipes began to freeze. 
It wasn’t her fault that the water-pipes burst. 

So she had no water for cleansing or thirst, 

She had no water, and she began to cry, 

“ Oh, what a cruel buzzum has a Water Company I ” 
But I ’R repair the pipes, since so it must be, 

And the plumber, I ’m aware, will make pickings out 
of me. 

If there’s a frost I ’ve no water for my pail, 

And if there ’s a thaw then the rate-colfeetors rail.” 

On Law the old Woman is entirely in the dark : 

There seems [no one to save her from the fresh-water 
shark ; 

The shark does what he likes, and she can only cry. 
Who’ll help a poor old Woman ’gainst the “Water 
Company?” 


MOI-MEM. 

in the course of his pleasant Worldly 
wandeiings among things in general, observes, apropos 
of the younger Coqublin’s suggestion about lectures by 
professors of the Dramatic Art to youthful studenti^ 
One can scarcely fancy a more humorous si^ht than Mr. 
Toole givinga professional lecture to dramatic aspirants, 
telling them when to wink, when to wheeze, when to 
‘ ’sense his glove,’ ” &c. How it so happens that when 
this same idea was first started— -or perhaps revived — 
some eleven years ago, Professor Toole’s Lecture to 
Students of the Dramatic Art was given in Mr. Fumlds 
pages. The lecture, one of a series supposed to be given 
by various actors, will be found in YoL T^YXYlIL, 
page It appeared en the 28fch of Eebruary, 1880. 


Note by a Nomad. 

Smith, of Coalville, imagines that Civilised Man 
Palls ibo much to the rear if he lives in a Yan; 

But Caravan- dwellers, with force and urbanity, 
Declare that Svvm’s views of Yan life are pure vanity I 


THE HIGHEST EDUCATION ; 

Or^ whai is hominy a-head, i 

A LEPITTATIOH on behalf of the Exasperated Ratepayers’ Associa- 
tion waited yesterday afternoon on the Chairman of the London 
School Board at their new and commodious palatial premises erected 
oa the vast central site recently cleared, regardless of expense, for 
that purpose in Piccadilly, and presented a farther protest against 
the ever-increasiug expenditure indulged in by that body. The 
Chairman, smiliTigly intimating that he would hear what the Depu- 
tation had to say, though he added, amidst the Hi-suppressed merri- 
ment of his confreres^ he snpposed it was the old sing-son^ protest, 
possibly on this occasion because they had recently directea that the 
boys attending the schools of the Board should come in ‘‘Eton” 
suits, the cost of which naturally fell upon the rates, or some 
captious objection of that kind, which it really was a waste of 
breath to discuss. However, whatever it was, he added, he was 
willing to hear it. 

The Spokesman of the Deputation, a Duke in reduced circumstances, 
who ascribed his ruin to the heavy rates he had been*oalled upon to 
nay throngh the extravagance of the Board, and who declined to give 
his name, said that though they had not thought the Eton suits a 
necessity, still it was not against them that they had to protest. It 
was the addition of Astronomy involving the erection (with fitting 
first-class instruments) of 341 observatories in the London district 
alone, Chinese, taught by 500 native Professors imported from Pekin 
for the purpose, horse-riding, yachting, and the onuroh organ (these 
last two^being oompnlsory), toother witii the use of the tricycle, 
type-writer,fand phouograph, aU of which instruments were provided 
for every single pupil at the expense of the ratepayers, to the curri- 
oulum of all mose pupils who were fitted for the tlmd standard. The 
i^eaker said he knew that it had long been settled that the finest and 
most comprehensive education that our advaueed civilisation could 


supply should be provided for the submerged half of the population, 
and tiiey could not grumble at these thiugs, but what they did not 
consider necessary was, that a salary should be forthcoming for 
each pupil-teacher snfELcient to enable him or her to drive down 
to the schools in their own carriage and pair. (Much laughter.) 
He did not tiiink it a laughing matter. He would strongly suggest 
a diTninutiou of at least £1000 a-year in the salaries of these over- 
paid ofSlcials, 

The Chairman here asked the speaker if he had considered that 
“ descending ” from a carriage was necessarily connected with the 
teaching of Deportment, on wMch the Board set great vcdue ? Was 
he not aware that some great man had said, wishing to give Deport- 
ment its proper weight as an educational factor, that the Battle of 
Waterloo (at least he thought he was quoting correctly) was won at 
Almacks ? (Renewed laughter.) Ajiyhow, he did not consider that 
£2,500 a-year, and a house in Mayfair, was at all an excessive remu- 
neration for a School-Board teacher, as measured by the Board’s 
standard. He thought, if that was all the Deputation had to urge, 
that they might have saved themselves the trouble tiieir protest had 
cost them. 

The Spokesman having for a few moments consulted witii his 
collearaes, hereupon turned to the Chdrman, and delivering with 
fearful emphasis the .customary curse on the School Bo^d, its 
I Chairman, and aXl its belongings, at the same time tbflTilring the 
Chairman for his courteons reception of the Deputation, sReutly 
and sulkily withdrew. 

Dbubiolaots and DANCEsre.— The Eanoy Dress BaU— not a “ Ball 
'Marsky” — at Covent Garden, last Tuesday week, was a great 
I success, on which DnimioLAirTrs EoBTUHAarus is hereby congratu- 
lated. There is to he a sintHar festivity, to celebrate Mi^Carime. 

I Qruite appropriate this date, when tiie season is half Lent, and the 
I costumes almost all borrowed. 
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TO ME. EIJBYAED KIPLIHG. 

[" Erery mirnite of my time during 1891 is already mortgaged. 
In 1892 yon may eonnt upon me.’*— Mr. Kiplin© ^o Mayasin^ 
Editor^ who wished to secure him as a ContributorJ] 

Oh, Imppy man I for whom this world of onrs 
la but a ceaseless roxmd of milk and honey, 

Who use jour wondrous word'Oompelling powers 
For us m telling tales (and making money), 

How you must laugh to rake the dollars in, 

The publishers— how badly you must bleed them ; 
Tour tales are good, but yet, ere you begin 
On more, just think of us who ’ye got to read them. 


It frightens us to hear your IJinety-One 
Is mortgaged— for the prospect *s rtot inyiting, 

To think of all that may and will be done. 

If, through the present year you ne’er cease writing ! 

With bated breatli we and humble mien— 

We realise how far we come behind you— 

That you will leaye one remnant Magazine 
In which we may be sure we shall not dnd you. 

Then will your EunTisn name witib joy be hailed, 
And yours will be a neyer-f^ding |5<ny, 

If^hen you’re asked to write a Light that Faded, 
You merely tell us, “ That ’s another story.” 


AN rPPEE ITOTE. 

Sm,— I mustn’t interfere with the diary of Toby, M.P. 
But, as he is not reported as being in the Upper House on 
this pfurtioular occasion, I cannot help drawing general 
attentiaa to the dispatch of busmess among the Lords on 
Thursday last. I quote from the Parliamentary JEleport 
in the Ihdy Telegraph, which informed us that 

The liOsn CHi.KOELX.on took hit seat on the Woolsack at a 
quarter-past four o’clock.” 

Then incame Hew Si>mtnal Peer.” Awful! It 
sounds like an apparition in a blood-curdling ghost- 
story. Where was Liya Joko with his pencil r Well, 
“the new Spiritual Peer took his oath and his seat 
why wasn’t he called upon for his toast and sentiment ?— 
and then— what happened ? Did their Lordships stay to 
haye a friendly chat with the new-comer? Ho, not a 
hit of it ; for the report says, 

« Their Lordships rose at twenty-five minutes to fiye o’clock.” 

So that, in effect, as soon as the new hoy came in, and 
seated himsdf, all the old hoys went ont. There’s 
mamiers for you ! And this in the Upper House, too 1 1 
Yours truly, The Maequiz. 



UNREGENERATE. 

“ Only think how deligiiij5-ujl, Bobbie 1 They ’ve bisootbeeb, in Mantt- 

SOEIPT, AN ENTIEKLY NEW WOEK BY ARISTOTLE, AND THEY ’EB GOING TO PUB- 
LISH ITl” 

** Really, MAKAfiB? Then all I can say is, I’m precious glab I ‘ye 
LEFT School eob good 1” 


ESSENCE OE PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

Mouse of Commons, Monday Night, Feh, 2, 

— “I do not,” said Old Morality, a cloud of 
disappointment settling on his massiye brow, 

“ know any case where, comparatiyely late in 
life, after a blameless career, deprayity has 
so suddenly broken out in a man as it has with 
Sydney Gedge. It is true, that upon occa- 
sion Gedge has not giyen entire satisfaction 
to our Mmds (^posite. They hold the opinion 
that his incursions in debate haye been inop- 
portune, and, in short, unnecessary; but that 
IS their affair. We haye had no ground for 
complaint. Gedge has always yoted straight, 
has appropriately fiUed np a dull half-hour 
when we had to keep a Debate going, and at 
all times he has inyested our side of the House 
with a certain ne sais of dignity, com- 
bined with profound wisdom. And 
now to go and break out in this un- 
expected manner I It is incomprehen- 
sible,— would be, if I had not seen him 
with my own organs of yision, incre- 
dible. We must make Gedge a Peer, 
or a County Court Judge.” 

Old MoRAT.TTT’a d&comppsure not The Eollit Albert that gathered 
unwarranted. Gedge certainly made Three Bills into the Statute 
onr^ ffesh creep in-night. Of all things Book. 



in the world, it came] about ou the Tithes BillJ In Committee all 
night; Sir John Swjunjjubne spoken seyeral times; Habcourt, 
leading Opposition, made seyeral efforts to inspire proceedings with 
a little life, but not to be done. Bill rapidly slipping through ; 
Amendments to dauses all disposed of ; a lew new ones on paper. 
Of course not slightest chance of being added to Bill. One by one 
moyed; Mijiiuter objected; Clause negatived; and there an end of 
it. Twelve o’Clook close at hand ; on stroke of Midnight, Debate 
must be adjourned ; still plenty of time to get the Bill through Com- 
mittee. Everything out of the way except new Clause in name of 
Sydney Gedge. But Gedge loyal Ministerialist; not likely he 
would interfere witii arrangements, and endanger progress of BilL 
Higks-Beaoh, in charge of measure, kept his eye ou the clock; 
three minutes to Twelve ; rn-mtiTig it pretty close, but just time to 
get Bill through. Gedge on his feet ; quite unnecessary; needn’t 
stand up to say he would not move his Clause ; if he had simply 
lifted his hat when Chairman called his name it would he under- 
stood that he had sacrificed his Clause. ; Dangerous this, dallying 
on stroke of Midnight. 

To his horror, Hicks-Beach heard Gedge begiriTiing to describe 
purport of bis new Clause. Was going to move it then? Yes. 
After moment’s horrified pause, Ministerialists broke into angry cries 
of, “ Divide 1 ” Opposition convulsed with laughter ; Hicks-Beach 
pale and stem, and stony silent ; Sydney Gedge flushed, conversa- 
tional, dogged. Even if Tithes Bill were lost he wou^ explain the 
bearing of his new Clause. Scene increasing in hilarity; lasted 
three minutes: then Midnight sounded, and Sydney sat down, 
surprised to j^d he had talked out Tithes Bill. 

“You might have knocked me down with a feather,” said Albert 
Rolltt, who, before openinj: his Hps, had ohierved the prec^uticu 
cd proi^ing hims^ up against the wall. “ Gedge, of men, to 
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spoil the Ministerial plan, and imperil their arrangements for the 
week! It^s ail CoxmTNBx’s fanlt. Since Gtedge tasted CouETinBY’s 
blood, on the night he interrupted his speech by chatting in the 
Chair with Hebbebt GriLBDNER, Gbdge has never been the same 
man. There ’s no knowing to what lengths he may not go.” 

Business Sydnet Gedgb broken out again worse than ever. 

MjlBJOBIBANES rather depressed as he rose to move his 
Eesolution for appointment of Koyal Commission on New Magazine 
Eifle. Had hoped to appear under very 
different circumstances. Meant quite to 
put in the shade Lyon Playfatr's historic 
lecture on Margarine, when he had the 
tables covered with pots of that substance, 
with penny loaves and small knives for 
Members to sample withal. For weeks 
Mab J0EIBA2ITES been preparing for occasion. 

Had possessed himsefi of quite an armoury 
of lides : intended to bring them into the 
House and illustrate his lectoe with prac- 
tical experiments. The climax was to be 
the shooting-off scene. Bobby Spebcee 
and ANSTEO'jL’±uiai on in this. Bobby stand- 
ing at the Bar with an apple held on palm 
of extended right hand; Mabjoeibai^'ES, 
using Martini-Henry Eiffe, was to clear 
the apple off, leaving^ Bobby’s hair un- 
singe^ and not a wrinkle added to his 
collar. Ansyeu^i- « k k was next to stand in 
the same place, braving the fire of the 
Magazine Eiffe. But he didn’t have an 
apple, as it was arranged that the new arm 
should jam. 

“ Suppose it doesn’t ?” AirsTEuTJbUBfi in- 
quired, when Marjoeibaeks first unfolded 
nis scheme. 

“Oh, that’E he all right,” said Mae- 
roEiBANKS, cheerily. 

Long practice on the Terrace made the 
arrangements perfect, when they were 
suddenly upset by interference from un- Standing Fire, 
expected quarter. The Speakee, wondering what all this riffe- 
popping was, came to hear of the project; At once said it wouldn’t 
do j no arms of any kind admitted in House of Commons, except the 
sword worn by SEEGEANT-AT-ABiyrs, and once a year the lethal 
weapons carried by the Naval or MiHtaiy gentlemen who move and 
second Address. Bobby Spencee rather glad, I fancy ; Aksteutbobe 
not inconsolable. But Mabjoetbanes distinctly depressed. 

“Not often I occupy time of House,” he said. “We Whips make 
Houses, and you empty them. Duff — and he ’s not a Whip now — 
made all the running with his orations on the herring brand. 
Thought I would make a hit this time.” 

“ I was a little afraid of it too,” said ANSTEoxjijfiE. 

“Oh, you were all right,” said Mae JOEiBAtTKS ; “the New 
Magazine Eiffe will not fire unless, after first shot, yon clean it out 
with an oily rag, and I was going to] take precious good care to 

forget the rag. You’ve no 
public spirit, Ansteuthbe, 
since you left us to help 
WoxMEE to whip up Dissen- 
tients.” 

No appeal from Speaker’s 
ruling. Al AEJOEiBAyjcs had to 
make the best of botched busi- 
ness. Brought to the table a 
spring snap-extractor, a bolt- 
head screw, and some, other 
odds and ends ; poor substitute 
for what he had intended. Still 
made out admirable case. Go- 
vernment mustering majority 
of only 34 against Motion. 

Just before Midnight, Tithes 
Bill reached; Gebge’s Amend- 
ment still blocked the way; 
Chairman called aloud, “Mr. 
Gedge 1 ” no answer ; place 
empty. Whilst Members whis- 
pering inquiry, Bill passed 
through Committee, and Minis- 
ters triumphed. That’s all 
very weE, but where’s Gedge ? 
Cobb, who is developing quite 
unsuspected gifts in the Ama- 
. _ , teur-detective line, intends to 

take this matter up when’ he has settled the affair'of the Coroner at 
the Bbdfoed inquest. 



Grandolph’s Latest Achievement. 


Business Tithe Bill through Committee. Mysterious dis- 

appearance of Sydney Gedge, 

Thursday^ Geandoiph hack again, bringing his sheaves 
— mean Ms beard—with Mm. Hardly knew him at first. No such 
beard been seen in House since Macfaeiane left us. Not quite the 
same colour ; but Geandolph could give a handful to Macfabuane, 
and win. 

“ Yes,” he said, when I complimented him on so magnificent a 
result acMeved in comparatively short time, “when I do a thing, I 
like to do it well. Little awkward at first, yon know, specially on 
a windy day ; tendency to get between your knees, or wrap itself 
round your neck. But we’re growing used to each other, and shall 
get on nicely hy-and-hy.” 

More of Tithes Bill. Drearier than ever, now^ Gbdge’s place is 
empty. Business done^ — ^Eeport Stage of Tithes Bill. 

Friday, — Conversation as to course of public business. Odd 
Moeality regrets Tithes Bill not through Eeporting stage yet. 
Down on the paper for to-night, but didn’t think there would he 
much chance of reaching it. So put it down for Monday. If not 
got through then, must be taken on Thursday, and John Mos- 
ley’s Eesolution on Crimes Act shunted along mdefinitely. Much 
regretted tMs ; duty to Queen and Country, &e. ; but no one had 
yet discovered the secret of inclosing a quart of fluid matter in a 
glass receptacle not exceeding the capacity of one pint. 

Members thus informed that Tithes Bill was taken off agenda 
for to-night, went off ; House emptied ; and when, at quarter-past 
Seven, CoNiBEAEErose to discuss Mining Eoyalties, was Counted Out. 

“Why, bless mel” cried Old Moeality, aghast at the news, 
“ here ’s a sitting practically wasted, and we might have used it 
for the Tithes Bill. Business done, — Motion to abolish Livery 
Franchise negatived by 148 votes'against 120. 

ST. VALENTINE^S EVE. 

Scene — The outside of a small fancy-stationer^ s in a hack-street, ^ The 
windows are plastered with highly-coloured caricatures^ designed 
to convey the anonymous amenities prescribed by poetic tradition 
atthisBeason of the Year, A. small crowd is inspecting these 
works of Art and Literature withlhearty approval. 

First Artisan, See tMs ’ere, Bill ? {JSe spells out with a slow 
relish,) “ With yer orawlin,’ lick-spittle oarneyin’ ways, 

Yo think very likely bein’ a nippercrit ’ll pay ! 

Still some day it ’s certain yon ’ll be found ont at lorst 
As a cringin’, sloimy, snoike in the grorss I ” 

Why, it might ha’ been wrote a -purpose for that there little cantin’ 
beggar up at our shop— Mowed if it mightn’t ! 

Second Artisan, Young Mealy, yer mean ? But that ’s cawmpli- 
mentry— f or him — ^that is I ^ 

First A, But yer see the ideer of it. They’ve drawed im a 
snoike, all ’cept ’is ’ed, d’ye see? That’s why they’ve wrote 
“ Snoike iu the Grorss,” underneath. Hor-hor I they must be smart 
chaps to think o’ sech things as that ’ere, eh ? \They move on, 

Mrst Servant Girl (reading ) — 

“ Two squintin’ boss-heyes, and ’air all foiry-red. 

You surely can’t ever expect to he wed ? 

Yer nose shows plain you ’ve took to gin. 

You ’re a nice party for a wedding-ring ! ” 

I ve ’arf a mind to go in and git one o’ them to send Missis. 

Second S, G, (in service elsewhere). Oh, I would! Go in, Sally, 
quick. I can lend yer a ap’ny towards it. 

Sally (meditatively), J’d do it— on’y she ’d guess ’ood sent it her I 

Second S, G, Let ’er. You can stick ’er out it wasn’t you, 

Sally, I could^ o’ course— but it wouldn’t he no use, she ’d tell the 
’andwriting on the hongvelope I (Gloomily,) 

Second S, G, Oh, if thavs all, I HI direct it for yer. Come on, 
Sally : it will be seoh a lark, and then you can tell me all about 
what she said arterwards I [ They enter the shop. 

First Young Berson in hat and feathers (reading ) — 

“ The female ’art you think you’ll mash, 

By sporting stick-up collars and a la-di-da moustache. 

But I tell you straight it’ll be a long time 
Before I take you to be my Yalentiue I ” 

I do wonder what Chobley ’Aweins wonld say if I sent Mm one of 
them. 

Second Y, P. But I thought you told me Chobley ’Awzins 
never took no notice of you ? 

First Y, P, No more he does— hut p’raps tMs ’ud make Mm ! 

A Young Woman (who has fallen out with her fianci). They ain’t 
a?/ Yalentines tMs year. I wish I could come across one with ’oms 
and a tail ! 

Elder Sister (to small Brother — in a moral ton^, Now^ Jimmy, 
you see what comes, o’ Book-leamin’. If you’adn’t gone to the 
Board.Sohool so re^’lar, you wouldn’t ha’ been able to read all the 
potry bn the Yalentines like you can now, would yer now P 


OHj*’ NOTICE. — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even whan accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To tMs role 
there will be no exception. 
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MR. PUNCH’S PRIZE NOVELS. 

No. XIIL— THEOUGH SPACE ON A FORMTTLA. 

{By Spubn, A^uGwr of Gowned and Curled in Eighty Siays^** 

“ Twenty Themsand Tweaks Sundered tM FleaJ* A Tea with Ice,” 
** A Doctor on Eocks and Peppermint,” *^A Cab-Fare from ‘ The 
Sun' ” '* The Confidence of Ae CorUinent,” Attorney to Dissenters 
up at Perth,” Lieutenant SecUtercash” <fec.) 

P* This,” writes the Author, “ is one of my best and fireahest, although on a 
i moderate computation it must be my thousand and first, or so. But I hare 
really lost count. Still it ’s grand to talk in la^e numbers of leagues, miles, 
Tastnesses, secrets, mysteries, and impossible sciences. Some pedants imagine 
that I write in French. That ’s absurd, for eyery schoolboy knows (and 1 
lots of them have told me) that I write only in English or in American. I 


He paused, and waited for Lord Jora’s reply. It came prompt, 
and in the expected words. 

*‘l8 it a plum-pudding cake?” said Lord John. The rest 
laughed heartily. They loved their jokes, small and old. 

‘^Are we i^reed ? ” 

“We are.” 

“ Have you anything to ask ?” 

“ nothing. When do we start ? ” 

“ We are on our way.” 

** Shall we not melt as we approach ? ” 

“ Certainly not.” 

“How so?” 

We shall have a constant frost.” 

** Are you sure ? ” 

Certain. I have taken in a supply of Matinees, and a stock of 


satellite to an nndiscoyered star. Brave Donkey ! I follow.”— B. S.] 
CHJlPTEE I. 

Tra iceberg was moving. There was no doubt of it. Hoving 
with a terrible sinuous motion. CoeasionaUy an incautious ironclad 


“ 6K>od. But how to raise the wind ? ” 

Scaroely had the question been asked, when a frightful expl(^ou 
shook the iceberg to its foundations. Tne Doctor rushed to the gas- 
bag. It was empty. He frowned. Lord John was smoking his 
pipe ; the Colonel was turxung over the pages of an old Algebra. He 
muttored to himself, “That ought to figure it out. If a: = the 


^preached like a foolish hen, and pecked at the moving mass, muttored to himself, “ That ought to figure it out. ft a: = the 
Then there was a slight crash, followed by a mild conviusion of amount of non-oompressible fi.uid consumed by a given labourer in 
masts, and spars, and iron-plat^ and y days, find, by substitution of 


masts, and spars, and iron-plat^ and 
100-ton guns, then two or Ihree gxu^les 
and all was still. The iceberg pas^ 
on smiling in triumpb^ and British 
Admirals wrote to ihe litnes to declare 
that they had known from the first 
that H.M.S. Thunderhomh had been 
so faultily constructed, as to make a 
contest with a hen-coop a certainty 
for the hen-coop. 

And still the iceberg was moving. 
Within its central chamber sat a 
venerable man, lightly clad in -na-nkeen 
breeches, a cap of liberty, and a 
Liber^ silk shirt He was writing 
cabalistically. He did not know why. 
nor did he know what “cabalistically ” 
m^nt. This was his punishment. 
Why was he to be pn-nished ? Those 
who read shaJI hear. walls of 
the chamber were fitted with tubes, 
and electric wires, and knobs and but- 
tons. A blight fire burned on the 
hearth. The thick Brussels carpet 
was littered with pot-boilers, all fiz- 
zing, and sputtering, and steaming, 
like BO many young Curates at a 
Penny Beading. Suddenly the Philo- 
so^er looked np. He ^ke to himself. 
“Everything is ready, he said, and. 



poached eggs for kippered hirings, 
how many tea-cups it will take to 
make a transpontine hurricane. Yes,” 
h& went on, “ that ^s it. Yes, Sirree.” 
And at these words the vast mass of 
congealed water rose majestically out 
of the ocean, and fioated oE into the 
nebular hypothesis. But the Philoso- 
pher had vanished. 

Chaptee in. 

When the explosion narrat^ in the 
last chapter took place, the Philosopher 
had been looking out of the window, i 
The shock had nurled him with the 
speed of a pirate ’bus through the 
air. Soon he became a speck. Shortly 
afterwards he reached a point in hm 
flight situated exactly 40.000 miles 
over a London publisher’s office. There 
was a short contest. Centrifugal and 
centripetal fought for the mastery, and 
the latter was victorious. The publisher | 
was at home. The novel was accepted, 
and the Philosopher started to rejoin 
his comrades lost in the boundle^ 
tracts of ^ace. 

T'XT 

“My faith,” said Lord John, “I 


pressed a button by his side. There was a sound as of a Continettt am getting tired of this. Shall we never reach the Sun ? ” 
expectorating, a distant nose seemed to twang, the door opened, and “Courage, my friend,” was the weU-knowu reply of the brave 
a tall lantern-jawed gentleman, wearing a goat-beard and an little Doctor. “ We deviated from our course one hair’s-hreadth on 
expression of dauntless ermning, stepped into the room. tlie twelfth day. This is the fortieth day, and by the formula for 

“ I guess you were waiting round for me,” said Colonel Zedetrta.h the precession of the equinoxes, squared by the parallelogram of an 
D. Gobang (for it was indeed he), and sat down in an empty arm- ellipsoidal hath-hun fresh from the glass cylinder of a refreshment 
chair, as if nothing had happened. bar, we find that we are now travelling in a perpetual oirde at a 

The Philosopher appeared not to notice. ** Hext character, Stance of one billion marine gasmeters from the Snn. I have now 
please,” he said, puUing out a long stop, and placing his square leg accounted for the milk iu the cocoa-nut.” 

ou the wicket which gave admission to his laboratory, while he “ But not,” said the Philosopher, as he popped up through a con- 
waited for the entrance of the Third Man. There came a murmur c^ed trap-door, “for the hair outside. That remains for another 
like the buzz of a ton of blasting powder, in a state of excitement, volume.” With that, he rang a gong. The iceberg splintered into 
A choir of angels seemed to whisper “Beefsteak and Pale Ale,” as Lord a thousand pieces. The voyagers were each hurled violently down 
JoHN#BraLPXip daied, without a trace of emotion, into the room, and into their respective conntries, where a savage public was waiting 
sneezed three times withont stopping to wipe his boots on the mat, to devour them, 

** One more,” said tbe Philosoj^er. He hurled himself, feet first, 
at the ceiling, knocked his head against the floor, and called down at qtiat atvt rrr \ T > a aaa 

the tnbe. “tTy suisP^ came the answer, and the typical, light- TOLSTOI OIh xOBA(/(^0. 

hear^ PrencbmaTi, M. le Doctenr Bevebsi, with Ins thousand [Coimt Tolstoi has been declaiming against Tobaeoa in 

thnnders, and Ms blue lower chest^tripped jauntily up to the other Eeview, and this in no way exaggerates his views.] 
three. “And now,” remarked the Phimsopher, “ we have got the Toistoi fuming, in a pet, Tolstoi asks us, when do hoys 

lot complete. The story can start. Hurry up I Hark forrardi Raves against the cigarette ; First essay Mcotian joys? 

Hn avani I ” rwAPTEn H time, And he answers, quite aghast. 

Leads to every kind of crime ; When their innocence is past. 

“ Lend me your ears,” said the Philosopher. They lent them, but Andthemanwhosmokes, auothhe. Gamblers smoke, and then again 


without interest. Yet they were all keen business men. “Attention, Is as wicked as can be, 
my friends I ” he continued, somewhat annoyed. “You know why 

I have snmmoned you. We have to make another jonmey together. Tolstoi knew a man who said 
The moon, the sea, the earth— we have voyaged and journeyed to He cut oS a woman’s head ; 
them, and they are exhausted. It remains te visit the Sun, and to But, when half the deed was done. 


Smoking pleases the insane. 

Tolstoi, when he writes tMs stuff, 
Swears he’s serious enough ; 
Lately Marriage earned his sneers ; 


VOL. c. 


I 


iMiili 




If If HiMfdf 







i 




^i;i 

Wi0"l 

ilp^ I 


‘./■'''/•in'z, 

(/»■ 

WM 

MM 

m 

'm 

'if!r 






11115 

ism 

i$0p' 
Jlmi 

sps 


li!0 




M manifesto ' 






Fbbepaet 21, 1891.] 


PUNCH, OR Tflji; LONDON CHARIVARI. 


And ahe pretty soon will to join me prepare, 
Over the Garden Wail I 
Ohonu {pianimmo)^ 

Over the garden wall, 

0 sweetest girl of all I 
Come along do, you’ll never regret ; 

We were made for one another, you bet ! 
’Tis time our lips in kisses met, 

Over the Garden Wall I 

Tour father will stamp and your father will 
rave. 

Over the garden wall ; 

And like an old madman no doubt will behave, 
Over the garden walL 
has riled him, he ’s lost his head. 
Mac’s Tariff is stiff, but if me you ’ll wed, 
I’ff give Eeciproeity. darling, instead. 

Over the Garden Wall I 

Chorus (piano). 

Over the garden wall ! 

MjlCDOkau) is bound to fall. 

’Tis Mac against Mac, my pet. 

And M‘Einlet is bound to win, you bet ! 
So join ?no, dear ; we ’ll be happy yet, 

; Over the Garden WaE I 

One day you ’E jump down on the other side, 
Over the garden waE ; 

There’s plenty, of room, and my 'arms are 
wide. 

Over the garden waE : 

JoHiorT may jib, and Sir Johdst may kick, 

I have an impression I ’E lick them— ^ok ; 

So come like a darling and join me ^uick, 
Over the Garden WaE I 

Chorus (/oris). 

Over the garden waE ! 

Dollars, dear, rule us alL 
Patriot sentiment ’s pretty, and yet 
Interest sways in the end, you bet I 
Mutrcier’s right ; so i)op, my pet, 

Over the Garden WaE I 

Where there ’s a wiE there ’s always a way, 
Over the garden waE I 
MacdoeaXiD ’s a Boss, hut he ’s had his day, 
Over the garden waE I 

Tariffs take money, but weddings are cheap, 
So wait tiE old is snoring asleep, 

Then give him the slip, and to Jonatkait 
creep. 

Over the Garden WaE I 
Chorus {foriissimo)^ 

Over the garden wall I 
Jbtir “ Grand Old Man” may squaE, 
And swear Miss Cakada ’s loyal yet. 

But loyalty bows to DoEars— you het I 
’Tis time our lips in union met 
Over the G^arden WaE I 

{Left twcmgling seductvoely. 


THE LIGHTS LONDON. 

The first practical constnioEre step towards lighting the City of London by means of electricity, 
was taken yesterday (Feh. 3 ), when the Lonn Matob. placed in position the first stone of the main 
juncEon-hox for the electric conductors, at the top of "Vr^brook, close under the shadow of the western 
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Yer dingy nooks and slums, 
sombre and sEmy, 

Is gifts wot Prowidence 
most kyindly sends 
To give huB chaps a 
chance of perks and 
JBUlSiJces, “ WBLL, I HuiAT SLOWED 1 If THEY ’re GOIN’ to j t V 

’ave this beastly ’Lectrio Light all over the place— Town s chock- 


,«yil 


WOT*S TO BECOME OF BXJ3?'* 

Mr^ WtUiam 8%keSj Junior^ loquitur : — 
Well, I ham blowedi I say, look 'ere, you 
HahcyI 

Old Gog and Magc^ « woke up at lasti 
Goin’ to hElummate file City. Fancy 1 1 
When this yer ’Leotric light is fairly east 
On every nook and comer, hole and en^ 

Of London, you and me is done, to-rights. 
A Slop at every street-end standin’ senfiy, 


*‘glow” 

! With you and me, Han, it wiE play the 
dickens. 

We must tum’onest, Han, and thaf^ no go I 

’Ang Science! lie lamps and old Charlies— 
bless ’em !— 

Wosgoodfor trade, oar trade. Ah! ifmydad 

Could see ’ow Lamin’, Law, and Light 
oppress ’em, [mad. 

Our good old cracksmen-gangs, he ’d go stark 


QUEER QUERIES. 

Domestic Service. — ^My General Servant 
has just left me suddenly, on the ridiculous 
excuse that she was being “ kOled by over- 
work.” She was not required to rise before 
5 A,M,, and she was generaUy in bed by 
twelve. Oar house is not large, thon^h 
rather lofty, and there are only fifteen in 
f anuly. Oi course I shaE not pay her any 
wages, and shaE retain her boxes ; hut how 
can I really punish her for her «bsTnefal 
desertion P-^nsideratv, 

TTatti Fatxtng Off. — ^My hair is coming 
off, not slowly, hut in one great circnlar 
patch at the top of the head. A malicious 
report has in consequence been spread abroad 
in the neighl)Ourho<ri that I have been scalped! 
What course ought I to adopt to (1) recover 
dai«<»gefl against my traducers, and (2) recover 
my hair ?— Little Wool, 


W our game like lota o’ ’Leotric Ab 

Ah I they ’re weE bout of it. Wot could 
The Lights o’ London? Yah! That’s bin they do 

aEhoko. With Science and her bloomin’ fireworks 

Were London lighted^ how could you plaguin’ 

and me Their hartfoEest utue games the whole 

Garotte a sweE, or give a tight ’un toko ? Town through ? 

We ain’t got arf a ehanoe where coves ^ , , xt. • • xr 

Our only ’ope, my Han, is in the Hoodies, 

’Tis darkness plays our game, and we ’ve ’ad ^ London I ’E he 

plenty bound. 

But to mkns misohief, or my name ain’t prigwipes, sneak ladies’ poo^e^ 

’ ■' Gits ’arder every day; we’re watched aE 

Wy, not one pooty Ettle plant in twenty , , round. , , i. 

CiuldwepuEorf if spEed pluck and M^y aprograi^e wotloo^ vastiyp^^ 

JT Mucked by the mugs, leads on to wus and 

wus. 

It’s beastly, Han, that’s wot it is. Wy, But if they do light up the dim, cramped, sooty, 
blimy. Gog-ruled old Town — wotU to become of 

Harrer ill-lighted streets is our best friends. hus f 

Most Approfrtatk.— T he Bishop of Dijrwak has appointed Mr. T. Dibdin ChanceEor of 
the Diocese of Durham. He already holds the GhanceEorships of Exeter and Rochester. 
Three GhanceEorahips, aE on the bigh sees too I ^*Thohas Dibpin” is the right man in the 
right place. 

Proverb **Up to Date.”— ** Onwiniing events their riiadows before.” And let’s 
hope the shadows wiE he speedEy dispelled. 


Our only ’ope, my Han, is iu the Hoodies, 
There’s still some left in London I’ll he 
bound. 
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HOW IT'S DONE. 

{A jECandbooJc to Honesty,) 

Ho. Vin.-“SOLD AGAIN!" 

ScjSJSTE^An Auctton^room^ breathing an air of solid^ if somewhat 
Hhilistinish suburban comfort and respectability. Amidst a 
labyrinthine accumulation of household furniture^ a number 
of people are dispersed^ many of them substantial-looking 
middh-class male and female buyers^'* with lists and leaa- 
pencnls^ on the look-out for bargains^^ a sprinkling of the 
undent race^ and an outer fringe of casual, kmnging^ lookers- 
on, The gentleman in the rostrum ts a voluble personage^ with a 
rapidly roving eye^ of preternatural quickness in picking up 
‘ ‘ owfe." Attendants j shaggy men^ in soiled shirt-sleeves^ with saw- 
dusty whiskers, and husky voices, A pleasant-faced Pater- 
and his “Good lady,” are discovered inspecting a 
solidly-built, well-seasoned, age-tonedchestof mahogany drawers, 

I Faterfa7nilia8 (sotto voce). Just what you waait, my dear, as far as 
I can see. What do y^ ? 

Materfamilias, I like the look of them much, John". None of 
your new, cheap, thmly-yeneered, blown-together rubbish, nTnftHiTig 



of shavings and French-polish. Solid ma’ogany, every bit: the 
drawers run as smoothly as could be wished, and — see I if there ain’t 
actoally some spngs of dry lavender still a laying in ’em I 
F^erfamilias {aeddedly). Just so, my dear. I shall certainly bid 
lortnem. ^ , t^o>rks his catalogue vigorously. 

Auctioneer [dropping hts hammer smartly). Sold! Remove the 
tot-class feather-bed, Sam, Buyer o’ that has a bargain! 
[Noting ^ blandly to^ pleased purchaser,) Really the prices at 
which things ^e going to-night are ruinous! ’Owever, there’s 
no reserve, and the lucky public gets thepuU. The next article, 
L^es and Gents, No. 471, is a very superior, well-made, 

! tuiiy-seasoned, solid Spanish , ma’ogany chest of drawers. Chest 
0 drawers. Sam ! ( To Paterfamilias.^ vyntilA Trrm tYilTKl a 


bids,) Ttoe-pounds! Three-five! [Thank you, Madam,) Three- 
ten! Going at three-ten! Last time, three-ten I [To Pater- 
familias.) Are you going to lose it, Sirf Worth double, I assure 
you I Ask y;our good lady ! 

^ Materfamilias [aside), Bid three-fifteen, John, but not a penny 
' more! 

[ Faierfamilias [weakly). Three-fifteen I 

^ Auctioneer. Three-fifteen I ^ Four ! Going at four I Last time at ! 

fonr! AH done, four! Going, going — gone! [Drops hammer,) 

^ Sold at fonr pounds, Sam ! [Looks round,) Who bid fonr ? 

[ ^ [iVb response, as the last bid was imaginary, 

’ Sam [huskily), Gen’l’man as bid four jest slipped hout, Sir. 

I Auctioneer [tartly). Tut— tut— tut ! Too bad, really. Well, Sir, 
then I must take your bid. Sold to this Gentleman, Sam, at Three- 
; fifteen! 

highly pleased, pays deposit, and arranges to 
send for his bargain in the morning. As he and his good 
lady ” leave, they notice close by, three men with barrows, 
each bearing a blazingly red and strongly-smelling chest of 
drawers, Materfamilias complacently remarks on the mani- 
fest superiority of the article they have purchased, to “that 
red rubhish,^\ Kext morning they receive, instead of their 
own F bargain, one of those identical brand-new, badly - 
made, unseasoned, thinly-veneered shop ^uns,^^ which are 
blown together by the gross for such purposes. They 
protest, but vainly, notwithstanding their true assertion that 
the drawers they received contain fresh shavings ” instead 
of the sprigs of blooming lavender’*'* they had observed in 
those they thought they had purchased. Paterfamilias, a 
week later, looking in at the Auction-room, sees what he 
could swear to be the very chest of drawers he had pur- 
chased being “ sold again ” in a similar fashion, 

“MY PBETTT JANUS, OH NEVEE lOOK SO SHY!” 

Abobstus Dsbeiolabbs is jester than erer. It is the peniten- 
tial season of Lent ; some excellent persons renonnoe all worldly 
amnsements ; others, not quite so excellent, and both lots thinking 
it may be, no smaH ’ 

beer of themselves, we 
may term the first lot 

!Rehle Excellent and vuuah'I / 

the second Double Ex- \ 'rnt \ r^^uei 

eellen't — the latter 

division think that con- \ covent \ 

certs possibljr, sacred 

concerts certainly, and 

certain other forms of ' 

mild and non-theatri- 

cal entertainments, are 

of a sufficiently severe ^ 

character to constitute^ j J \ 

discipline. Then there ml \ 


. Alia ujftuijr uiiesg oi drawers. unesT; 

0 (^'trexs, SamI _ (7b Paterfamilias.) TFowlrf you mind standintr a 
moh or so aside. Sir ? _ Thanks ! There they are, Ladies and Genfle- 
men. opm to tospeotioii, and warranted to bear it. An nnusualiy 
exo^ent lot, fit for the sleeping-apartment of a prince, at a price 
Tntito the ineans of a pork-hutoher. (laughter.) Oh, it’s 
HghteoTM, Gents. No’nmbng about tm. There's quality, if you 


0 drawers? Who bids for the ma’ogany chest ? Thirty shillings. 
Tharik yon, Sir I Any advance on thirty shillings? Thirty-five! 
w Thirty-five-and-six for ‘&is very desirable little lot! 

Worth five toes amount, Ladies, as you know! What do you 
think, Mum ? [To Materfamilias, who smiles vaguely, and looks at 
^ ^ her husband, 

Faterfamilxas, Two pounds ! \_Feels he has made an impression, 

; Auctioneer, Two popdsi {Confidentially to IP.) Tour good 

i ^ Si** J Two potos 

for the chea^ Two pounds I Any advance on a couple b’ pounds P 
AH done at two pounds ? Going at two pounds ! [Meeting silence, 
wetends ^J> hear another bid,) Two-pun-ten I Quite right, Sir I 
Very fooHsh to lose such a superior hartiole for a pound or two. 
Go^ at two-pun-ten I Larst time, two-pnn ten I Going— going— 

Fat&rfamilias (hastily). Two-fifteen! 

Auctioneer [cheerily). Two-fifteen! [Taking other imaginary 


discipline. Then there yM ffr \ \ 

are the larger proper- iffM raf u ^ JdMm 

tion of those “who,” ^ 

as Mrs, Malaprop HI //i 

would say, “ ‘ care for |W^lj 

none of these thmgs,’ I 

likeGATjT.T5o,mydear,’' fm ,f|W'L0 

and who inquire, U W^/W^ 

“What is the state of M 

the odds as long as we |\\ / 

think we ’re happy ? ” I 

and who would indulge 

in haHs and theatres, 
and in every otiier form 

of amusement, while ^ 

such pursuits afforded 
them, or seemed to 

afford them, any plea- ^ Deueiolanus. 

sure. To the first sec- »^g^st%onfor Costume at another Masked Ball, 
tion, i,e,, the “unco guid,” DRumonANirs has nothing to offer, not 
even a course of sermons by popular preachers ; but to the two others 
he has much to say. For these, last Saturday, he commenced the 
first of his series of Lenten Oratorios at Covent Garden — it was the 
14th of February, and this was his Yalentine — and on the 17th, i.e,, 
Tuesday afterwards, having m^e, so to speak, a clean sweep of 
everything serious, out he comes with his Fancy Dress Masked 
BaH. Elijah theProphet, on Saturday, in the Coyent Garden Calendar, 
must be reckoned amcmg the “ mincKr projdts,” seeing that the biggest 
IHofit would be found in the Bal MasquS on Tuesday. Over i 
me dooTS^ should be the motto, Festina Zente,** whereof the 
DrurioIaTnan translation must be, “ Keep it up in Lent.” Ave \ 
Janus Druriolanus! 


Janus Deueiolanus. 
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OLD TIMES REVIVED. 

What ! when London Assurance is going off so well erery night, 
isn^t it a pity that it should go off altc^ether ? CKABT.iKf Wiotham 

as Ikade is 
delightfnlly 
ffaahy, and 
as 

the old bean, 
StrSarcouri, 
admirable. 
Mim Moobh 
charming, 
Mrs. Bsbbx 
bright and 
sparkling; 
B OTJKCHIBB 
quite up to 
“ the Oxo- 
nian mark 
of Tom and 
J e T T y ; 
Bbakelet 
delicious, and 
GmBBHs as 
. V\ good a LcUy 
\V^\ Spanker as 
V'nO you’d wish to 
see. It’s too 
^ good to be 
:;:v taken off.” 
ISTot that the 
piece itself is 
a perfect gem, 
^ but the act- 
ing! Touii est Id^ Oddsfish, your Majesty, CTrA*ftTj5s Bex, Merry 
Monarch of the don’t remoye it altogether, but let ns haye 
it just once or twice a we^ during the seascm. ‘*our 

friend,” do! It’s wor& while, if but to see you sitting cardassly 
at the end of the piece in that chair, E.H., as if you didn’t care for 
anything or anybody. Only— cut the tag and come to the CJurtain. 



THE ETHICS OE MATCH-BOXES. 

By Count Dollstoi. 

{Intended for a ConUmporary^ hut fmnd to he too sTwrt) 

I. 

WiBCAT is the true explanation of the use which i^eople make of 
matches — of safety matches, wooden matches, wax matches, and, 
less commonly, of fusees ? Ask any Tna-tt why he uses such things, 
and he will tell you that he does it to get a Kght, or because othei^ do it. 

Is this true ? You will probably th ink so. Let us examine the 
question. ^ does a man hold his hand in front of a match when 
he lights it in the street ? To screen it from the wind, or to hide U 
from the sight of passers-by f Why do ladies leaye the dinner-table 
before the men begin to smoke ? To avoid the smell of tobacco— 
which is well known to be aromatic, healthy, and delightful— or 
because the natural modesty of toomen shrinks from witnessing the 
striking of a match f Why, in a railway-carriage, do you hold 
your fusee out of window when you light it ? Is it because you 
do not care about being hsilf-choked — a paltry plea — or is it to 
conceal from^ young persons who may he in the carriage the sparkle 
which must inevitably remind them of wicked and alluring eyes ? 

“ To get a lights or because others do itJ^ Is that tme? Do not 
trifle with the question. Bead all my works. Do not get them 
from a contemptible circulating library, but buy them. 

n. 

Some may not yet be convinced that the striking of matches is 
suggestive and immoral. To me nearly everything is suggestive, 
but there are some stupid persons in finglMid. I will be patient 
with them, and give them more evidence. 

A wax nmteh is called a vesta. 'V^o was Yesta? But tiiis is 
too horrible. I cannot pursue this point in a pericecal which is 
read in families. I can only refer you to the classical dictionary, 
and remind you that every tlmg muiSj infallibly suggest its opposite. 
Again, there are matches which strike only on the box. It distresses 
me to write these words. The idea of “ onlyness,” of restriction, 
must bring matrimony to tixe mind of everyoi^. If you do not 
know what I think about marriage, buy The Xreutzer Sonata, It 
is not customary to have more thAn one wife. Consequently, any- 
tiling which has one in it— as, for mstance, the date of WtT/Ttam the 
CoNUUEROE — ^reminds me of marriage, and is, therefore, degrading. 
Why, the very word “match” suggests marriage; and yet we 
allow young children to sdl whole boxes of them in the 


Horrible ! Do jou tbink our lower orders would become discon- 
tented, and str&e, if they had not seen matches doing it flrst? 
Still more horrible I 

Finally, you strike a match that never struck you, that never 
offended you in any way. Is that just, or even manly ? Yet, iu 
nine cases out of ten, the law takes no notice of the offence. 

“ To get a light, or because others do Are you not convinced 
now that, when you use these words, you are not speaking t^ 
truth? ^ w 

m. 

I no not thiuk I ever met anybody who was quite as moral, or 
quite as original, as I am. Yon should give a complete set of my 
works to each of your children. I might have generalised on the ill- 
effects of those vices from a special case my own case. Had I done 
so, I could have ^t it printed. I can get anything printed that I 
write. I preferred to tie a newer line, and to show you how vile 
you are when yon use matches. Everything is vile. But you axe 
wondering, perham, how a great novelist becomes a small faddist. 
Yon must wait till next month, and tiien read my article on the im- 
momlity of parting one’s hair with a comb. A common table-fork is 
the only pure thing with which one can part one’s hair. Combs 
deaden the conscience. But more of this anon. 


OUE BOOKING-OEEICE. 

What is this the Baron reads in the D, T, of Feb. 9, and in the 
Daily Gra^ic of the same date ? Here is a portion of the extract 
from the 2). T, “ The Monthly Meeting of that quaint Literary 
Society, ‘Ye Odd Yolumes,’ at Limmer’s Hotel, brought together 
not merely a goodly show of the Yolumes themselves, but an 
Tmusnally large array of visitors,” and then follows the distinguished 
list, the crowning point being reached when we come to the name 
of “ The Baron^ de Book-Wobms of Pf#«cA,” and in the DaUy 
Graphic the daring reporter goes a step farther, as, after giving the 
name of a certain honoured guest, he parenthetics^ explains that 
this academical convive is the ** Baron de B.-W. I ” JSrreur / I, the 
Baron de B.-W., being of sound mind and body, hereby declare that 
the Baron himself was not present. And wny? Well, do my 
readers remember the honest milk-maid’s retort to the coxcomb who 
said he wouldn’t marry her ? Good. Then, substituting “ me ” for 
“yon,” and “he ’’for “she,” the Baron can adopt the maiden’s 
r^ly. After this, other reasons would be superfluous. 

How came the r^rter to fall into so great an error ? Who mis- 
informed him? A worthy hencbmau, as indignant as was 
Sam WeUer when he found his beloved master’s name trifled with, 
writes to ask me, “ Ain’t nolx^y to be whopped for takin’ this here 
liberty. Sir?’’ With the immortal Mr, Bickwick, the Baron 
replies, “ Certainly not. Hot on any account.” And, whatever that 
sturdy henchtnaTi may murmur to hnnself , he at once obeys. “ Bring 
me my books ! ” cries the Baron, “ I am off to the review.” 

The Baron’s Deputy writes, that he has again been steeping bimself 
in poetry, and reports as follows : — loniea (Geobge Att.t^k) is a^little 
volume, which no admirer of true poetry should fail to possess. ‘ The 
author now calls himself W. Cobx, but he was known by a different 
name to many generations of Etonians. His Muse generally wears 
a classical robe, but her speech is always delightfully musical. 
She has beautiful cadences, that haunt the memory like some 
old Volkslied, In spite of a careless confusion between ‘‘ thon” and 
“you,” I defy anybody to read JEerewlitus,^^ to take only one 
instance, without a sense of pleasure which will compel him to learn 
the'^o varses by heart. But the Muse is pathetic, pkyful, and 
patriotic, too, when the occasion flts, and, whatever slm sings, she 
sings wim genuine taste and feeling. Would that we might hope 
for more of her pure music. So far the Deputy. 

Was that excentric character in David Copperfield nameless, 
who was represented as sitting in some sort of itiop-shop, wheezing 
out fiercely, “ 0 my lights and liver ! 0 goroo, goroo I ” I think 
Dick^s didn’t give mm a name, good or bad; but his constant 
repetition of the above outlandish exclamations has impressed 
up<m him an awful and terrific personality, which plac^ Mm 
among the more popular creations of Dickensian genius. Of what is 
this d propost you will ask the Baron. “Well,” he will make 
reply, “it is d propos of i cookery books, and bookery cooks; the 
latter being those who are not above teaching themselves from ti^e 
sacred books of Cookery, and who can put in practice the lessons they 
learn therein. How,” quoth the Baxon, “ let me recommend yon to ai 
at Chapman and TTatx/s for JECildd^s * Where Is It ^ of Bedpes, a 
work got up as simply and substantially as a good dinner should be, 
with ‘ pages in waiting,’ quite blank, all ready for your notes, — the 
book, like a dining-table, being appropriately interleaved ; and thm 
is, happy thought, a pencil in the cover-side most handy for tire 
intenmng LneuUus.” The se^n of Lent is an excellent one for 
cook^-books, because you can be studying for the dinner-^iviim 
season, and then— do not f^get the generally excellent advice (iff 
your frigid, The Baeon be Boox-Wdnais. 





THE RIVAL "JARVIES;'’ 

OE, THE IBISH JATTHTIHa CAR. 
Aie i—^^The Low-hacked Oar:^ 
Sonest John^^ sings 

first I knew Ch-bl-s St-bt, 

Twas in a happier day, 

^he J annting^ Car he droye in 
Went graily all the way. 

But now the Car seems all askew, 
Lop-whee^ and slack of sprinir ; 

Will, in fear of a 
i eel little duposed to sing, 

^ annting Car, 

The drivers at open war, 

Seem little to care 

roraCr^dOldPare, 

As they fight for the Jannting Car, 

Ch-bl-s St-bt at one rein, Sir, 

And J -ST-K at the other, 

Cxive prospect small of progress 
In pnmmelling one another. 

chance is gone 
Ti! 9u lU-nsed Pat, 

Hearts in Shindy starts, 

And^e Message of Peace faUs flat. 

Wm and I on the Jaunting Car, 
With the couple of Jarvies at war, 
A^ sad to our souls, 

^erefore win at the poUs 
li we lose on the Jaunting Car ? 

In battle’s wild commotion, 

With proud and hostile Sm-th. 

OM hearts were hUthe, 
AIU i’-EN'-LL sapped our pith. 


® % I o?’s ” lethal darts 

Make Bmon ” all my eye ; 

Our ranks they thm (whilst our enemies grin), 
As right and left they fly. 

^ough we cling to the Jannting Car, 
We were better out of it, by far • 

Hot the G, 0. M,’s art ’ 
fiTi. Jarvies part 

who flght for the Jannting Car, 

I rafter like this Car, Sir, 

With Gii-nsi-u’ii by my side : 

"^row- galore is an awful bore, 

When two would-be whips collide. 

\Vift J-sT-ir seated fominet us, 

® deuce of a 

Oar^otte are out to waste. [Car. 

Though we ’re perched on the Jaunting 
Uur ^roose these madmen mar, 

Wh^t W-EL-K and I, 

TT 1 ^ ^car and a sigh, 

Hold on to the Jannting Car, 

J- and w. 

Portijmd Street, have an in- 

English Water-colour School on 
w®'® “lAy l>e found Ttieeeb, Db 
Sxmr, Hollaitd, Copibx 
FoLMire, Si^iBLD, MnTTffiAnT, j. d. 
habtjiko^ besides many others. How eood 

TbSr ~ ^® d*y ’^®'« paiated. 

“®* faded, neither I 
w “d moreover, they are b 

-dad so say all of ns! Aid to p 
says, Tours paragonioally, Old Pas. lo 


THE HTJHDRED-AHD-TEIT-TONHERI 

What is it, that, with labour skilled, 
Though taking full three years to build, 

Ihe place of better weapons filled ? 

The Hundred-aud-Ten-Tonuer! 

What was it, though, that had to stoop, 

^ putting on a hoop, 

opite this, yet found its mnzzle “ droop ” ? 
The Hnndred-and-Ten-Tonner I 

And what, that matters made more hot, 
ouch curious ammunition got. 

It cost £400 a shot ? I 

The Hundxed-and-Ten-Tonner I 

Yet, much to the tax-payer’s bliss. 

What, firing such a sum as this , 

®^S^^^®^i“idred yards would miss ? 

The Hundred-and-Teu-Tonner I 

jWhat is it, spite the Pirst Lord’s grace, 

A Z i?' ??5® better make and case 
At halt the cost could well replace ? 

The Hundred-and-Ten-TonnerJ 

a?’ ^ deep 

Should Jora Bull floating useless keep, 

But quicklyfrom his ITavy sweep ? 

The flundred-and-Ten-Tonner I 


Pboposisd Tuotbl between Enolanb and 
IB^ANB.— An Irishman observed this would 
bridge over a lot of difficulties : he begged 
pardon, he meant it would Leth-bridge them 
over. 


THE ElVAL “JARVIES.” 

J. M-m-t. “DRIVE OIT. MCARTHri-IT*S TOITR JOB!” 
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HUNTING SKETCH. 

Tbe Lo8t Shoe, oe Late foe the 3£eat. 

KING JOHN AT OXKOKD, 

The Oxford UBivertity Oramatie Society have acted aEother 
Shakspeariaa play Edth constEcaons saeeess. To say that the 
0. U. D. S. have acted a play of Sbcakspeaeb is to say noth^, 
seeing that they are compelled, under fear of the most dreadfm 

S ' hments known to the University Calendar, to confine their 
onie efforts to the drama as Sfakspeabe wrote it, with an 
occasional excursion into the dramatic verse of Brownino. A great 
many, however, of the most influential members of the Hebdomadal 
Council are saia te view any such departure from Shaxspbjlbe with 
I alarm, as calculated to impair the discipline and sap the morality of 
the tender nurseHngs confided to their charge, and it is doubtful if 
the experiment vnll he repeated. Lcmg live Ae legitimate drama, 
say I, and so say fall of us* But, after all, it may be questioned 
whether those who can listen unharmed to the broad,^ and, if I may 
say so, “ illegitimate humour of JFaulconhrtdge in Kin^ John would 
take much damage from SrnRHTDiJsr, or Litton, or Tom TA-XIiOE, or 
even— though I make this particular suggestion with bated breath — 
from the performance of such biurlesques as the A. D. C. at Cam- 
bridge from time to time offers to its patrons, 

Afl this is, however, by the way* We must take the 0* U. D. S. 
as we find it, and I must confess I found it in a very strong and 
flourishing^ condition during the performance of King John* The 
audience is not an easy one to act to. I^ot t^t it errs on the side of 
over-criticism. Rather it is too paii&illy friendly and familiar with 
the actors* Here is a stray e^aTuple culled from the Stalls : — 

Krder Kmg Phtt.tp, the Dauphin, and attendant Knights, 
Undergraduate in the Stalls {to his Keighhour), Halloa! There ^s 
old Johnnie in chain armour and a helme£ Did you ever see such a 
rum^un? Let 's make him laugh. 

{They do, and the unfortunate Knight infects hisfeUoto Knights 
at a moment when a specially stern demeanour is required. 
Or again, as here 

The Dauphin his arm round the waist of the Lady BnANCOff, 

I and conducts her to the hack of the stage. 

Voice in the Dress Circle, Look out for the Proctor! 

{General laughter. 

But in spite of these and similar exuberances, the play went well 
from first ^ last, and the enthusiasm of the audience was unbounded. 
It was stated on the programme that Mr. Henry Ihvino had l^t 
f the chain-mail and Ihe tapestries* I have come to the conclusion 
^ that he lent himself as weR, and then wrent and pretended he vras 
; his own son. At any rate, while Mr. Henry Ieteno (stated to he 
I of Hew (k^ege) was declaiming as King John^ I could have swonx 
I that flie impersonator of Shylock and Macbeth was walking the 


GAl^DOUE IN COURT. 

pCn Saveli t. the Duke of Westminster^ Lord 
Eshbb, Master of the Rolls, said “ It was the 
demands for interrogatories and discovery of docu- 
ments and commissions in cases of tms simple 
nature which had made the practice of the Common 
Law so expensive, and caused the public to fly 
from Courts of Law as from a pestilence. This 
oppression must be put down.”] 

“ How does it hap,” quoth Esher, M.R , 

“ That Solicitors languish for lack of bread ? 
That want of cases, as felt by the Bar, 

To oases of want has recently led ? 

Oh, how does it come, and why, and whence. 
That men shun the Law as a pestilence ? 

“ It can’t he denied that the public tries 
To avoid an action by every means ; 

To a Court it vnth much reluctance hies, 

And to arbitration madly leans. 

In fact— I say it without offence— 

It shuns the Law as a pestilence. 

“ ’Tis all the fault,” said this great Law Lord, 
“Of demands for inspection, and similar 
pleas; 

Of expenses that neither side can afford, 
CoTntniflsions and interrogator-ees ; 

Till Pelion ’s piled on Ossa— and hence 
Men shun the Law as a pestilence. 

“ I call it oppression, and I ’m a Judge I 
W e must put it down, for the vsrong ’s acute ; 
And then the pnblio no fees will grudge, 

But vrill rush to get suited with a suit ; 

For Law, the perfection of common sense, 
Should never be shunned as a pestilence ! ” 

stage. Yoice, gesture, and even mannerisms were there, toned 
down, of course, to suit the academic atmosphere, hut manifest to all 
who know and love the great original. My hearty congratulations 
to the actor, whoever he was. on a most earefmly studied and 
dignified rendering of his difficult part. Mr. Alan MacxjljCmon, 
who grouped and arranged the whole of the play, was vigorous and 
spirit as Fatdconhridge, He delivered his insults with immense 
force and go. The letter “r” is not an e6wy one for him to pro- 
nounce, but he struggled manfully with this obstacle, and after a 
time I got perfectly accustomed to the hold tones in wbicb he ordered 
Austria to “hang a calf-skin chround those chrechreant limbs.” 
King Thilip^s legs were, perhaps, too much inclined to independence, 
and never quite seemed to have made up their minds where they 
would settle down, but when once they were fixed the King was 
every inch a King. Little Miss Mabel Hoare made ns all weep 
copiously as Arthur, I Imve kept JELuhert to the last, in order fe 
emphasise my opinion that Mr. Clauf, of Hew College, who acted 
this tender-hearted Chamberlain, carried off the chief honours of 
tJie performance. For consistent and restrained force, it would 
not nave been easy to match Mr. Cr.ATnr’g impersonation. Lady 
Eapnob’s band was delightful, in light-blue and pink bows. 

The fight in the Second Act was &emendous. Hever have I seen 
such dreadful blows delivered with such immense vigour on any 
other stage. A very polite French Knight who had taken part in 
the combat accorded me the honour of an interview afterwards. 1 
congratulated him, and suggested that so realistic a battle must 
have been long and carefully rehearsed. * * Rehearsals I ” he laughed ; 
“not a bit of it. We just lace into one another's heads as h^d as 
we can lick.” For the b^efit of Mr. D’Oyly Cahte and other fight- 
ing managers 1 have given these admirable words as they were spoken. 

I had ahnost f orgoften the ladies. There were three, Miss Ffyicoo!, 
Mrs. Cttart.tcs Sim, and Miss Dowson, and they were. all good— 
especially Mrs. Sim as Constance, 

And so farewell, for the present, to the 0. U. D. S. and to Oxford. 
1 :may mention, by the way, that hospitality is as extensive and 
port wine as abundant as ever in the neighbourhood of the High. 
Kxperio crede. Tours to a turn, A Vauhant. 


A South.- African Sentiment. 

(See Tapers passim^ 

The Colossus of Rhodes as a marvel thev toss us ; 
To which we retort, our Rhodes is a Colossus I 


A Rn!\*riY-MAHB Mtt.ttatiy Ghaplain. — “The Rev. the Dean of 
Battla.” Evidentl;}^ of the Church militant* 
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THE PIKK OF COURTESY, AND A TRUE BLUE. 

Last week a Cambridge Graduate, a Layman, not a 
Eeverend Don, kindly ooacbed the Oxford Eight. The 
mat Duke of Wbixingtoist, oouiteonsly instructing the 
French Army how to defeat the English, would ^ an 
historical paralleL It is to be hoped that this sublime 
example of unselfish devotion to aquatic sport will be fol- 
lowed in other walks of life* We may expect to learn 
from the daily lepers how, — 

On Monday a Cabinet Council was held at Downing 
Street. Lord Saiisboex presided, and Mr. W. H. Smith: 
bei^ indisposed, Mr. W. E. Gladstokb (at a moment’s 
notice) kindly consented to take his place. 

On Tuesday General Capetvi wmit on leave, his place 
as confidential adviser to the Emperor of Gkrmaitx heing 
supplied during his absence hy Prinee Yon Btska-rck. 

The Czar of Eussia, wishing to take a short holiday in 
Denmark, has arrao^d that his place shall be supplied 
by Prince At.ictat?i)jee, once of Battenberg, and late of 
Bulgaria. Before his return to St. Petersburg His 
Majesty is likely to spend some time as the guest of 
several lea^iTig Hihiliste. 

On W'edneraay President Cabmot paid a long visit to 
Gleneral Boxtlamgbb, with a view to suhmittiii^ to that 
eminent statesman a scheme for the reorganisation of the 
French Army. 

On Thursday the Elng of Itaxt, having arranged to 
accompany Signor Cbispi in a yachting cruise to Sontb 
America, the Popb took up his residence at the Ouirinal, 
and presided at a National ConnciL Later in the day his 
Holiness reviewed the Roman garrison. 

On Friday Mr. O’Bbiest gave a numerously attended 
**at home” in Ms new prison. Amongst those present 
were Mr. Gladstone, Lord Saiisbdbt, Mr. Paenell. 

Mr. McCaetbx’, and Mr. Tnc Heatt, It is understood 
that the result of this amicable meeting will be found 
in a spirit of reciprocity exhibited in the anti-Pamellites 
wiiti^ Mr* Pabnell’s Tn^uifestoes for the Paznellites, 
and vice versd» 

OoEBT BT Ignobamus.— Fnan the lines’ ** Court Cir- 
cular,” Feb. 11 “The following Ladies and Gtenilemen 
had the honour of receiving invitations, and heing re- 
ceived by Her Majesty afterwards in the Drawing Room.” INC 

Well, Sir (writes onr Correspondent) and where are they 
usually received ? In the kitchen? The report doesn’t 
mention whether it was the front or back Drawing Room. Secon 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT* 

JfiiTEACrEO FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

JECouse of Commons^ Monday, Ftthruary 9. — The AT3X>BFEr- 
Genebal, with copy of Orders in his hand, casts reproachful, almost 
angry, glance on tne harmless Howortr ; that great diplomatist just 
droppm in from Arlington Street^ been to see 
the Mabih-ss, and give him latest mstmctions as 
to conduct of public affairs, more especially with 
respect to BelSring Sea, the Northampton Elec- 
tion, the Newfoundland Fisheries dMcnlty, and ^ 

Assisted Education. A little fatigued with his r fV 
exertions ; doesn’t observe Webster’s woful regard. \r^ 

“ If it hadn’t been for Mm,” Attorney-Gen- A gBSk 
ERAL mutters, still glaring on elect of Salford, 

“ shouldn’t have to be down here now, answering 
these sort of ^estions.” 

No doubt Howortr; was, though undesignedly, 
originator of the hnsiiie»i. Saw in incident of 
Hsitlepool election an opening for TninimTs^ 
effect. Wrapped purpose up in form of question | 
addressed to Attorney-General. Question in |{ 
subtly diplomatic form insinuated against For- 
NESS charge of breach of Corrupt Practice Act. ^ 
Attorney-General, knowing that Howorth is |\ ^ 
the man who pulls the strings of statecraft, not U ^ 
only in Salford and London, but in Berlin and I > 

St. Petersburg, did not venture to decline to \\ 

answer; gravely played up to Ms lead. Oppo- \\ 
sition laughed and cheered : saw their opening, ^ 4 

and have since diligently filled it. S<»roely day 
passed since that questions on hypothetical cases, / 

addressed to Attorney- General, have not ap- /t ^ 

peared on Orders. As they are moulded on Caustic Oanston. 
Howobtbi’s, wMch he answered fully, even geiually, difficult to 
refuse reply* But there must he a limit to this kmd of thing; 



INCONVENIENCE OF MODERN MALE ATTIRE. 

Mrsi Stranger, “ Here— H i 1 I want a Knife and Fork, please I 
Second Stranger, “ Con-fottnd you — so do I J ” 


reached to-day when caustic Caxtston comes forward with request 
for gratuitous opinion on case submitted, involving difficult ques- 
tion of eligibility of Catholics for seat on Woolsack. Summers, 
who, depressed by Irish domestic diffi.oulty, hasn’t put a question 
for three weeks, goaded into activity ; puts down another on same 
subject. Mr. Attorney respectfully declines. to answer either. 
Opposition yell with derisive cheers. 

Jir. Atxob2?ey a man of equable temper, but tMs too much for 
Mm. Must find object of attack somewhere. Waited till Howorth 
had said adieu to five ladies whom he had been showing round the 
House. “Look here, Howorth,” said Mr. Attorney, his amiable 
visage clouded with unwonted wrath, “yon content yourself wi^ 
looking after the MAmass, and keeping Mm straight, hut don’t 
yon come round me any more with yonf confoiindedly clever 
questions.” 

business dons.— Tithe Bill still on Report stage. 

Tuetday, — ^Met John Mobley in corridor just now walking along 
with long stride and troubled countenance. * ‘ What ’s the matter ? ” 
I asked. *‘Is the French Revolution still troubling yon, or are you 
in fresh difficulties On Compromise f ” 

“No, dear Toby,” he said; “like Martha, I am troubled with 
noue of these things. The fact is, I am pining for opportunity to 
give battle to Balfour in the matter of Ms Government of Ireland* 
You remember I tabled notice of a Motion on the matter as soon as 
the House met in November. Then I was so anxious, so absorbed 
in the subject, that I forgot all about it till Brer Fox and Brer 
Rabbit appeared ou the scene, and hid against each other for pre- 
cedence. Thereupon I pulled my Resolution out of pigeon-hole: 
reminded Old Morality of my prior claim ; had it admitted, and 
day fixed. Should have come on last Monday, yon know. Tithes Bill 
in hand all last week : everybody tired of it ; agree there ’s really 
nothing in it; Opposition smouldering out; then suddenly, my 
Motion having been put down for Monday, interast in Tithes BiH 
swells ; becomes absoAing. Couldn’t posmbly finish last Thursday; 
everyone so uigeut to continue debate that House was Counted <mt , 
on Friday; yesterday was appropriated for further debate m 
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Eeport stage ; Tiinrsday next is taken for Third Beading, and I ’m 
pnt off till Monday.” 

“ And who arranged all this ? ” I asked, with unfeigned sympathy. 
“Well, it was onr fellows, you know, with assistance of Irish 
Members. We are all so anxious to have it out with Prince Arthije 
that we made it impossible for debate on his iniquities to come on 
this week. Tin Healy suddenly deve- 
loped personal interest in Tithes Bill, 
Put down several new Clauses. So suc- 
ceeded in perhaps indefinitely deferring 
debate on my Besolution. You know little, 
Toby, of the thirst for battle. It^s more 
exhausting than the conflict itself. You ’ll 
excuse me, I ’ll take another turn ; to walk 
off the restless excitement is the only hope 
left for me.” 

And crossing his hands behind himi 
honest John was off again, down the cor- 
ridor, his red necktie gleaming in the 
further recesses like the lurid light of 
battle. 

Business done, — Tithes Bill through 
Report stage. 

Wednesday, with Deceased 
Wife’s Sister Bill on again. A hardy 
annual, carefully cultured in Commons, 
and regularly nipped in^ Lords. The 
speeches to-day naturally did not present 
any features riotously novel. TTatx of 
Oxford (not the University, but the Brew- 
eryl'seconded Motion for rejection of BUI. 
A beautiful speech, I thought, full of 
touching sentiments, delivered with much 
unction. His plea for the sanctity of 
sisterhood brought tears into eyes unused 
Didn’t seem to have much to do with the 



Walking it Off. 

to excessive moisture. 

Bill, but very touching. 

“ Like evening bells,” I said to the Member for Sark. 

More like a barrel-organ,” he responded, gruffly. “ TTat.t. has the 
oratorical manner of a street-preacher, and the emp'^ess of a tankard 
that a thirsty porter has held to his lips for sixty seconds. Like 
a skilfuUy-drawn glass of his own Whalf, he^s mostly froth; 
only, after all, there ’s something under llie froth in the glass of 



Hirsute Hints for Lord Randolph ; or, the Art of Political Make-up. 


*Kat;t;s Hextra,’ and there’s nothing beneath the sound of Haxl’s 
ambitious common-places.” 

Sj^ often says nasty things ; seems in particularly disagreeable 
mood to-day. Even fell foul of the inoffensive Member for* Crewe. 

KOTK:E._Hejected Co^^oatioas or Contributions, whether MS,, Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any desoription, wiU 
^11 accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To ttiS rule 


Waites McLasen, whilst declaring himself strongly in favour of 
Bill, wanted to throw it out because it didn’t provide opportunity 
for women to marry their deceased husband’s brother. 

“ McLasbn,” snarled Saek, “is one of those typical Radicals who 
have no toleration. He’s the sort of man who would bite off his 
nose to spite his face, duiet, gentle, almost feTniuiue, in his 
manner, he would think nothing of boiling you and me in molten 
lead if we didn’t cross onr t’s exactly at the height he is accustomed 
to do, or dotted our i’s at au angle which did not conform with his 
views. Scratch a Radical, Toby my boy, and you’ll find the 
Tyrant.” 

I ’ll take care to do no such thing. 

Business Deceased Wife’s Sister Bill read Second Time hy 

202 Votes against 155. 

YA«rfiday.-~After long period of anxiety, House to-night reassured. 
Uedgb, who hasn’t been seen since he disappeared after obstructing 
passage through Committee of Tithes BOl, turned up again. 
CmiousIv regpded hy House ; looked for signs of privation, but no 
mlling off visible, whether in physical contour or volume of voice. 
Tithes Bill during his'*'absence nas gone through Committee and 
Report stage. How awaiting Third Reading. Gebge proposed to 


]^ACH, BO that they should miss nothing of his counsel, and started 
off. Instantly arose stormy cries for Division. Gedgb, wherever he 
has been, seems to have been well-fed, and kept generally in good 
fettle. Cheerfully accepted challenge to vocal contest. Every time 
he commenced sentence the boisterous chorus, “ ’vide ! ’vide ! ’vide ! ” 
rang though House. Opposition, who didn’t want Bill, started it : 
Ministerialists, anxious to see Bill pass, took it up; a roaring, 
excited crowd ; amid them Gedub, grey-faoed, imperturbable, with 
mouth wide open, shouting iu the ear of the pleased Chancellob of 
the ExcHiquBK. Business done, — ^Tithes Bill read Third Time hy 
250 Votes against 161. 


Friday, — The United Services come nobly to the front ta-day, all 
about Helson’s Pillar in Sackville Street, 

Dublin. However it may be at West- 
minster, Irish Members can’t ahear 
obstruction at home; brought in Bill 
to remove Monument lower down street ; 
long debate ; towards close Admiral 
Field suddenly hove in sight ; bore 
down on enemy. 

“ As humble naval officer,” he roared, 
as through a speaking - trumpet, “ I 
protest against addressing our immortal 
naval hero in the words of the Poet, 
saying unto him, ‘Friend, go down 
lower.’ ” 

General Fbaseb, V.C., sitting next 
to Admiral on Front Bench below the 
Gangway; bosom swelled with generous 
emulation; Hayy attacked; duty of 
Army to come to its assistance. General 
doesn’t often speak; appearances as 
public orator chiefly confined to re- 
sponding to patriotic toast at dinners. 

This led him a little astray. Drawing 
himself up to full height, setting hands 
on hips, he began, in deep bass voice, 

“ In rising to respond to this toast— — ” 

Then, remembering where he was, he 
executed strategic retreat, and addressed 
himself to Spbakbb. 

Spectacle of the two veterans defend- 
ing memory of Nelson deeply touched “In rising to respond.” 
House. Nevertheless, Bill carried. BtMiness done, — Counted Out at 
Half-past Seven. 

Montagu Wttxt^xs’ Later Leaves there is a small error, but 
of importance to the historian of the English Stage, which can be 
corrected in the next edition : — Mr. Heeley never played Boh 
Nettles^ and there is no such character iu Tom Taylob’s Our Clerks, 
Boh Nettles is oue of the principal characters in To Barents and 
Guardians, and it was played by Mrs. Eeeley, her htishand playing 
W addilove. Middle- aged play-goers will remember both pieces ; and 
m the latter, no one wiU forget Alebed Wigan as the French Tutor. 

Civil See vice Note. — T he Directors of tlie Covent Garden Opera 
Company present their oonipliments to the 0. S. Examiners, and 
trust that they will reconsider their determination to exclude the 
Italian lanp^uage from their list of subjects. The Directors will be 
happy to' give every facility to students during the forthcoming Opera 
season. Box Office now open. Reduction on taking a quantity. 
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SPECIMENS PEOM ME. PUNOff S SCAMP-ALBUM. 

'^0. IL— 'The LmjiATix “0 host.” 

We will assnine, sdmply for the pni^xMies 
of this argfiiment, that you, r^xier, are an 
iimocent - minded elderly lady, and a 
regular snhsoriber to the lKK»lCircnlatmg 
Library. You are sitting by your com- 
fortable fireside, knitting a “cross-over’’ 
for a Bazaar, when your little 
maid announces a gentleman, 
who sajs he has not a card- 
case with him, but requests 
that you will see him. 

“You are sure he w a 
gentleman, Maet Ahh ? ” you 
will inquire, with a slight 
uneasiness as to the um- 
brellas in the hall. 

“ Oh, a pufGlet 
gentleman, Mam,” 
says Ma-ry Ajot— 
“ with a respirator.” 

Upon this t^M- 
mony^ to hk soml 
standing, you direct 
that the perfect gen- 
tleman shall be 

- , shown in. 

M^r AHH has not deceived you— he has a respirator, also blue 
sp^tacles, and a red nose. He apologises with fluent humility for 
lu'tadmg upon you without the honour of a previous acquaintance, 
^d. takes a chair, after which he shifte his respirator to his ^bi-nj 
she(k a pair of imme nse woollen gloves into his hat, and produces a 
bundle of papers, over which he intreats you to oast an eye. On 
pausing them, they prove to be letters from various eminent authors, | 
whose names are, more or lass, f AiuiliaT to you. These documents j 
are more iu'teresting as aut(^raphs than from any intrinsio literary 
merit, for they all refer to remittances for various amounts, and 
regret polit^y that the writer is not in a position to obtain permaueut 
emplo^ent for his correspondent. While you are reading them, 
your visitor piys assiduous court to your cat—whieh impresses you 
favourably. 

^‘Possibly, Madam,” he suggests, *‘you may be personally ac- 
quamted with some of those gentlemen ? ” When you confess that 
you have not that honour, he seems more at his ease. 

“I asked,” he says, “ because I have long heard of you as a Lady 
of great taste and judgment in literary matters— which, after seeing 
you, 1 can the more readily understand.” 

Jt is a fact that several of your nieces and female neighbours are 
in the habit of declaring that they would rather take your opinion <m 
a novel than that of all the critics ; still, you Imd not expected your 
fame to have spread so wide. 

I had another motive,” he confesses, “because, if you were inti- 
nw.te with any of these authors, I should naturally ’^itate to say 
^ything which might have the effect of altering your opinimi of 
them. As it is, I can speak with perfect freedom — though in the 
strictest confidence. You see before you, Madam, an unfortunate 
bea n, w hom circumstances have ’ithexto debarred from ever reaping 
toit of bis own brine I Well may you remark, ‘ Your Uracious 
Uoodness’”— (yowr natural oftontshment having escaped y&u in the 
shape of this invocation)^^foT in your goodness and in your graoious- 
ness rests my sole remaining /ope. f was endowed from an early 
^ versatile imagination, and creative powers 

wicb, without vanity, 1 may say, were of a rather superior class. 

one thing I lacked was infiooence, and in the world, of letters, 
M^am, as i am^ sure you do^ not need to be informed, without 
imooence Crenius is denied a suitable opening. At several literary 
Clubs in the West End^ I made the acquaintance of the authors 
whose letters you have just had ttie opportunity of readi^ig; — ^men 
who have since attained to the topmost pinnacle of Fame. At that 
time they were comparatively obscure * they ’eard my conversation, 
they realised that I ’ad ideers, of which ibey knew the value letter, 
I>erhaps, than I did myself. I used to see Qiem taking down notes 
on their shirt-cuffs, and that, but I took no notice of it at the time. 
Probably yon have read the celebrated work of fiction by Mr, G-ash- 
EEiOfH WAHKBE, entitled, King Coleys Cellars f I thought so. I 
gave him the plot, scenery and charactm complete, for that story, 

I did, indeed.” 

“ And do you mean to say he ban taken all credit himsdf I ” 
yon exdaim, very propwly shocked. 

, has,” he replies, meekly, “ I am far fiwMni complaining— a 

anti ling or two was an object to me at that ti-ma. And it got me 
more work of the smrt. There’s Bofdy JBay. nm, the bo(i tiiat 
made Eobbbepsoh— was took down^ word for word, from my 


dictation, in. a back parlour of one of LocmEtAKT’s Coooa-Eooms. I got 
fifteen anilnugs for that. JEle got, I daresay, ’undreds of pounds. 
WeE, J don’t grudge it to him? Is he saii’l ought to reSer 
he had all the manual labour of it. Then there ’s that other book 
wMch has sold its thousands. Four 3fen in a Funny — that ^iiras 
mine — all but the last chapter ; he would put in that, and. in my 
opinion, spoilt it, from an artistic point. But what could I do? 
It w^ out of my ’ands ! I must say I never anticipated myself 
that it would he so popular. * I should be robbing you,’ I said, * if I 
took more ^au ten snilHngs for it.’ All the same, it turned out a 
good bpgaiu for him. Then there ’s the Drama, you would hardly 
credit it that I could name three leading theatres at this present 
moment where pieces are ru^n-ning which came originally out of my 
’ed I But it ’s no use my saying so— no one would believe it. And 
now I ’ve ’elped all these men up the ladder, they can do without 
me— they can go alone— or think they can. the way they write 
—not a word about owing anything to my ’umble services, a postal 
order for three-and-six ; but that’s the world all over! ” 

* But surely,” you will sympathetically observe, “ you will expose 
them, you will insist on shoeing in the reward of your labours — ^it is 
a duty you owe to the public, as well as yourself I ” 

* So I ’ve beeu told. Madam. But what <^u I do ?— I ’m a poor 
man. Slow rises worth, by poverty depressed,’ as Pope, or Gold- 
smith— for a similar idea occurs iu both — truly observes. To put 
m:^ before the public as it ought to be put, I should first have to 
gain the ear of the Press— and you want a golden key to do that, 
noTOdayg. The Press is very reluctant to run down successful 
writers, ^ Hawks won’t pick out Awkses heyes,’ as Bttens re- 
marks. (By this time you are probably fumbling for your purse, 
which^ as usual^ is at the bottom of your worh-^basket^ NOj they will 
fed me out some day — after I ’m dead and gone, most likely I In 
the meantime I envy nobody. I have the consciousness of (^nius. 

Mid— I’m sure your generosity 
is overwhelming, Madam — I 
really never ventured to— Pardon 
these tears; it is the first time 
my poor talents have ever ob- 
tam^ such recognition as this ! 
Could you crown yonr favours 
by giving me the names and ad- 
dresses of any 
charitable friends 
and neighbours 
whom you tbiTilc 
at all likely to 
follow your noble 
example? ... I 
tbatik you from 
my heart. Madam, 
and, when I suc- 
ceed iu recovering 
my literary in- 
’eritance, and am 
called upon to 
issue^ a collect^ 
edition of my 
works, I shall 
take the liberty of 
inscribing on the 
title-page a dedi- 
cation to the gene- 
rous benefactress 
who first ’elped to 



‘ Slow rises worth by poverty depressed.” 


restore my fallen 
fortunes!” 

7 . With this he 

seals his lips again with the respirator, pockets his documents and 
your donation, and bows himself gratefully out, leaving you to 
meditate on the unsorupulousness of popular Authors, and the ease 
with which a confiding public is hoodwinked. 


P. Manfieldj 'M-.P. 

Hobittamptoh’s now Member an honour can claim 
On which he need set little store : 

He now has M.P. written after his name, 

But he always had M.P. before. 

If every M,P. in the lobby counts one, 

To the AyeSf or the AToes, walking through, 

Does logic demand, in eadi case, pro and con., 

M. P. MAHifuuLD, M.P., diould count two ? 


Chahob pok SpiKsaato UNomTAisr Aoe.— T here is to be a 

Mabommedan , 

--- * ^ ^ 


Ton. a 
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THE WATER BABIES AND THE ROYAL GODMOTHER.” 


BEA.VO, BAGSHAWEl 
AJtoi of BeWord, despotic and rash, 

Tj B P®®' «room to shave off his monstaolio 

Msr^sa.st.s^.’ssS'*^ 


Q.UEER QUERIES. 

T«e not Tentonio f I feel 

Siva TL£^?,:i;S5^ ^ «* tte same time I 

rS?v fOT t,v^ ®“ my ISTorman blood; yet from my 

,2a“Affl*Sr3SS.VdSi“''“ 
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THE BRUM AND THE OOLOCIST. 

[Mr. W. Jamis asked tlie Lord 
Advocate whether his attention had 
been called to a circular, issued from 
Birmingham by the ITaturaHsts’ Pub- 
lishing CompMiy, inviting applica- 
tions for shares in “An Oological 
Expedition to the land of the Great 
Auk,” meaning the Shetland Isles, 
and stating that, “if the season is a 
pretty fair one, a haul of at least 
twenty thousand eggs ” of rare sea- 
birds might be expected.— 
JPaperJ] 

The “Brum’’ and the Oologist 
Were walking hand in hand ; 
They grinned to see so many birds 
On cliif, and rock, and sand. 

If we could only get their eggs,” 
Said they, ‘ ‘ it would be grand.” 

“ If we should start a Company 
To gather eggs all day. 

Do you suppose,” the former said, 
“ That we could make it pay ? ” 
“ We might,” said the Oologist, 

“ On the promoting lay I ’’ 

“ Then you ’ve a tongue, and I a 
ship, 

Likewise some roomy kegs ; 

Amd you might lead the birds a 
dance 

Upon their ugly legs ; 

And, when you ’ve got them out 
of sight, ^ 

I ’ll steal their blooming eggs.” 

“ Oh, Sea-birds,” said the Mid- 
land man, 

“ Let ’s take a pleasant walk ! 
Peihaps among you we may find 
The Great— or lesser— -Auk ; 
And you might possibly enjoy 
A scientific tafc.” 

The skuas and the cormorants. 
And all the pujfin clan, 

The stormy petrels, gulls, and 
terns, 

They hopped, and skipped, and 
ran 

With very injudicious speed 
To join that oily man. 



TOUCHING CONFIDENCE IN THE FOG. 

CfeTitleinan of Ihtgaging Manners, •* Bless toub 'eart, tou ’ll 

HALL EIGHT ALONG O’ JfE, MuM 1 LeT MB WEBBY THE LITTLE ] 

EOE YOU, Mum 1 1 ” 


MRS. fiRUNDY TO MR. 608GHEN. 

The Three per Cents, the Three 
per Cents, 

Serene hnt mortal Three, 

In view of recent sad events, 

Oh! give them back to me. 

Oh I Goschen, Sir, kind gentle- 
man, 

Hear my polite laments ; 
Restore tms trio, if you can— 
Those musical Per Cents. 

My income once was safe, if small ; 

It ’s larger, hut unpaid. 

Despite “ the quite phenomenal 
Development of Trade.” 

The “ Bogus Man ” is on the track, 
Aind queer Financial Gents ” 
Have ^loi^ed me in white and 

Their Six and Ten per Cents. 

The Three per Cents were regular, 
Respectable, and good, [par” 
Their health was such that “under 
They very seldom stood; [rash, 
Thej^ needed no “ conversion ” 
Like Darker Continents ; 

A sort of Sunday turned to cash 
They were, my Three per Cents. 

A distant river somewhere rolls, 
The wicked River Plate ; 

IJj^n its hanks there fiourish souls 
Perverse and reprobate. 

Ah, send your missionaries there ! 

If haply it repents, 

I ’ll not surrender Eaton Square 
For Surrey’s waste or Rent’s. 

Hot I alone ; the best that breathe. 
Archbishop, Duke, and Lord, 
Your bust with’^fthaplets rare will 
^ wreathe. 

This boon if you ’ll accord. 

How can we by exainple shame 
The moh who mock at rents. 

If we are left to do the same 
Without our Three per Cents ? 


“.The time has come,” remarked the Brum, 
“ For * talking without tears ’ 

Of birds unhappily extinct, 

Yet known in former years ; 

And how much cash an egg will fetch 
In Haturalistic spheres.” 

“ B^ut not our eggs I ” replied the birds, 
heeling a little hot. 

“You surely would not rob our nests 
After this pleasant trot ? ” 

The Midland man said nothing but, — 

“ I guess he ’s cleared the lot I ” 

“ Well ! ” said that bland Oologist, 

“ We ’ve had a lot of fun. 

Hext year, perhaps, these Shetland birds 
We ’ll visit— with a gun ; 

When — as we ’ve taken all their eggs— 
There ’ll probably be none ! ” 

Gueer Queries. 

Divorce Factt^tttes.— l should like to he 
I informed in what part of the United States 
it is that a Divorce is granted in half-an- 
hour, at a merely nowiiTial fee, on the ground 
of conscientions objections to monogamy? 
]^at is the cost of getting there, and would 
it be necessary that my wife should go there 
too P There might he a difficulty lu per- 
suading her to take the journey. 

iNCOMPATTBILITr. 


A CAHADIAH CALENDAR. 

{To he hoped not Frophetio,) 

1892. Reciprocity firmly established be- 
tween the Dominion and the U.S.A, 

1893. Emigration ceases between the Do- 
minion and the Mother Country, and trade 
dies out. 

1894. Return from Canada of families of 
the best blood to England and France. 

1895. ^ Great increase of the Savage Indian 
Tribes in the country, and ttie Improvident 
Irish Population in the towns of the Dominion. 

1896. Practical suspension of trade be- 
tween the Dominion and the U.S.A., the 
latter having now attained the desired object 
of shutting out goods of British manufacture 
from the American market. 

1897. England refuses to assist Canada in 
resenting Yankee encroachment in the seal 
fisheries. 

1898. Canada asks to be annexed to the 

U.S.A. 

1899. After some hesitation Uncle ’Sam 
consents to absorb the Dominion. 

1900. Canada becomes a tenth-rate Yankee 
State. 

THE niCIUM OP DIOGENES. 

“ One Man, One Yote I ” A very proper plan 
If you with each One Yote can find— One 
Man! 


, YOU ’ll be Reft of a carriage, life is poor ; 

LITTLE Bag a well-conducted set 

Heeds ready money to procure 
Their butler and Debrett, 

The country totters, robbed of all 
Its purest ornaments. 

Unless you instantly recall 
Our solid Three per Cents. 

THE FLOWERLESS FUNERAL. 

(By a Flower Merchant.) 

Funeral Reform P Oh I just a fad, — 
Its advocates, in fact, as bad 
As those who want Cremation. 

A set of foolish, fussy fools 
Whose misplaced ardour nothing cools— 
A nuisance to the nation ! 

Economy, they’re aU agreed, 

Should be wim them a cult and creed, 
Simplici^ a passion. 

They ’d quickly wreck this trade of ours, 
Since they would scorn the use of fiow^s, 
If they could set the fashion I 

Yes : parsons agitate, but these 
Good gentlemen all take their fees— 

We thank them much for giving 
Such good advice upon this head. 

But recollect that fiom the dead] 

We ’ve got to get our living I 

Chorus oe the Objeciors to the Proposed 
Lord’s TujnNjdlj: Railway.— “Watkin the 
matter be I ” 


PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHABIVAEI 


[Fbbbuaet 28, 1891. 


. — blonde! La maladie hlrSditaire des EcfOTT-OomsH vient d’etre in- 
MR. PUNCH’S PRIZE NOVELS. diqnle. Poppoi, oe brave Popboi, Ini aussi il degrinp-ole. II re- 

No. Xrv.— LE P^rBOLnTM; OU, lES SALOPEEIES PAEI8IEKNES. semblea nn rSverbdre sur le bonlevard dont on onblie d’lteindre 

{Par Z^g<m-Sola, de “ Towjmrs ^a a commence si ijentiment aprds qne ce bon Steeple-Jack Itait 

Pages djTno^, “ Le Pmrooyt^ Unvoersol, tcmbS dn faite de Notre Dame, od U faisait des reparations. Le 


^ La “499 Pages d^ATnoter^ “j 

“ Uhe Moeme qui vise I Acaddmie, pauyre homme a fait oette cliute en regardant JAjyE^^lui dansait le 

Is— Li. Fa^ille , cancan snr la Place da Parvis pour chequer ees cretins de Cook-tourists , 

Si vons voulez voir les Slums Parisiens et oomprendre le Peuple et pour distraire son mari. C’^tait pendant la convalescence de 
— avec la majuscule— vons devez visiter les Saloperies, faubourg Po^itOT gue la degringolade a commenc 6 .^ Jane lui donna un d§ d 
an dela de Belleville et de Menilmontant, faubourg oil les femmes eoudre de vilain cognac, et de ce premier doigt de casse-poitrine 
sortent le matin en cheveux — ga ne vent pas dire oomme Lady d PivTOgnerie brutale n’^tait gu’une ^ssade, presgue aussi rapide gue 
(ionrvA, mais simplement sans chapeau— aohet4r de la charcuterie; la glissade de liTotre Dame. Poppot trainait ses savates; il chomait,* | 
et ou vers minuit dans des bouges infects les hommes se coupent il rigolait : il gardait le Saint Lundi; il passait des journ^es devant 
le gavion, en bons zigs, apr^s une soiree de ligolade. CPest iei gu’on le buffet du P§trolium, ce grand cabaret du peuple oil Ton voyait I 
trouve des admirables exemplaires de cette nombreuse famiUe Ebou- distiller le trois-six pour tout le guartier. 

OuwASH, qui, datant de Pb-abahond, peuple Paris et joue tons les Jane faisait pire gue dSgringoler ; elle cascadait. Elle ne se 
‘ rdlesdansla comedie humaine. Ce n’estpas une famille tout ^ fait debarbouillait plus. EUe avait pris en horreur le savon. Est-ce 
; vieille roehe, voyez-vous : au contraire, 5 a commence dans la bone de une aversion h§r§ditaire, datant de la premidre femme gui a senti 
Provence et finit dans les egouts de Paris ; mais elle est distinguee, la puanteur de eet abominable savon frangais, avant la bienfaisante in- 
tout de meme. Elle a son epilepsie h§r§ditaire, belle et forte ventiondeM.PoiEBS? Sans doute e’etait Patavisme en guelgue forme. 


epilepsie gu^on trouvera partout 
dans cette vingtaine de romans 
gue je suis resolu d’eorire au 
sujet des Egoh-O&wash. C’est 
une epilepsie genealogigue. Il y 
en a pour touto la fai^e. 

n.— L es Poppot. 

JA 2 nB Poppot sepromenait sur 
le Boulevard des Saloperies par 
une belle matinee d’aolit. En 
cheveux, panier sur le bras, elle 
allait aeheter de la charcuterie 
pour le dejeuner de son mari, oui, 
son mari pour de bon, chose unique 
dans la famille Ogwasm, un vrai 
mariage i la Maine et a r§glise. 
Cette petite blonde, Jane, a ses 
id^ i elle de se ranger, de vivre 
en honn^te femme aveo son re- 
spectable Jean Poppot gui Padore, 
au point de lui pardoaner tout le 
volume premier de son histoire. 

Il n’y a pas dans tout Paris 
menage plus gentil gue le petit 
appartement au septilme des 
Poppot dans ime cite ouvri^re de 
ce Betoal Grin Parisien. Tout 
va Men avec ces braves gens. 
LuL e’est le Steeple- Jack de Paris, 
od il fait les reparations de tons 
les toits. Elle, blanchisseuse de 
ffn, a developpe un secret dans la 
fa^n d^empeser les plastrons de 
chemises. Mle fait des plastrons 
monumentaux, luisants, dur 
oomme Talbatre. Elle a des cli- 
ents dans le beau monde et k 
Tetranger, j^Mau Prince de 
Baleines, gui lui conffe ses che- 
mises de grande toilette, ceUes 
gu^il porte au diner du Lor Maire, 
par exemple. 







Elle avait son beguin. C’etait le 
linge sale. Plus il ^tait sale, plus 
elle en raffolait. Elle ne voulait 
plus les chemises en batiste ffne 
du Prince de Baleines. Elle 

S riait les aristos du Jockey Club 
e donner leurs plastrons a d^au- 
tres. Les clients gu’eUe preferait 
etaient les porte-faix, les forts de 
la halle, les chauffeurs du chemin 
de fer. C’4tait en allant chercher 
le linge de ces derniers gu’elle 
entrait sans le savoir dans le 
Dedale de cette voie ferree gui 
enlace et ecrase les ^tres vivants 
comme ^ les grandes roues des 
locomotives eorasent la poussilre 
de la voie. 

Le President du P. L. M. lui 
aussi avait son beguin her^ditaire. 
Il oourait les femmes malpropres. 
Plus elles ne se d^barbouillaient 
pas, plus il les oourait. C^§tait 
innocent. Il les admirait du c 6 to 
esthetigue. Cela tenait de la 
famille, puis de ce gue lui aussi 
6 tait de la vieille souche des Egou- 
Ogwash. Il s’allumait en lorg- 
nant la figure noircie de ceto 
pauvre Jane, et la rencontoant 
dans la gare un jour il se permit 
un peu de fiirtdge sans penser k 
mal. Mais par une latalite, 
Poppot, affreusement paf, des- 
cendait d^une guatri^me classe 
au moment ou le vieux baisait la 
main orasseuse de Jane, en lui 
disant son gentil bon soir : et des 
cet instant Poppot voyait rouge. 

ly.— SxmiNALE. 


T? I D®* ilavdt im*ooin®Uoe qtdTtait du^mitiert 

delftSfmilU *1^ ^® Jacques Eispbbb, conducteur de maokines sur le P. L. M., qui avait 

In willed , au8sisaiiiaiiieligr§ditaire,et8aiiiaiuedluiltaitdeoouperiesgor^. 

plSi^ie Iwae ® *^^® II les ooupait sans rancune, i Timproviste, en souriant i sa JctMie, 

^emoiffrent se gro^ent, se tordent, les yeux dans les yeux. Grid c’^taitfait. Par exemple il est des- 

M^^^a . Proj?” Sraisse, oendu un jour de la looomotive et devant le buffet d’une station oi il 

T T^at ^® ?“?®’^®- ^ ®®“ aa iisq“ 

, ■» •* 
quTn iSefteft de o^St w *®'"* ®® “Touobeld, mondrdle! Cestoonvenu,” dit J acques E i8PEEE,aprd8 
^ , de dev^t 1® b«fiet du PitriuL! 


Jaee s’amuseiflairer toX^es Krai CdSt Sue le™^™. I?L®?<*®1*®“ de cjuelques heuies devant le buffet du PStroUran. 
PoEPOi danse devant le bS en i i tout cela avM les .fonotioimaireB. Le train 

- - - - ouledemi ^vant de G 6 ndve doit passer le Eapide entre Maoon et Dijon. 

le assortie dans le pamer de sa lemjne. D. ne passera pas. Je retarderai le tra£ omnibra airivMit de K 

TTT T\.£ aoillas 1 a 7. .i. a. • ti 


kilo de ebarouterie assortie dans irpSd 7 sa ItoT 
III.— DfiGEINGOLAnE. 

Elle a d^gimgoll. Cela a commence tout doucement en 
ses savatw.^ ^uand une femme degringole elle traine ses 
O est une loi umverselle. L’on no aefiTnn/yniA Ttoa aoTia 4^t 


s®^es. Paccelererai le train-luggage arrivant de* Paris. Il y aura une 

UnAiAA Ha nnafvA 4rrciina avt-fv.AAliAn'n&a .....I.. a. 


President. C’est simple,” 

“ Comme bon jour,” repondit Poppot, avetigllment sodl. 

Bisp;t;EE tmiait p^ole* . Aonze heures du soir il y avait une de 
oes catastrophes gui font fremir PEurope voyageuse. L’assassin ne 
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s^aarit^t pas d la gorge du President. Le vieil aristo n^avait pas 
^sez^ de sang pour assonyir la soif menrtri^re de I’epileptiqne. 

ElsPiatE ^gorgea tout le monde, a tort et a travers, -niLe veritable 
taerie. On le prit les mains ronges, la bonche blancbe d’eenme. 

C’4tait la yraie ^pilepsie d’EsQumoi.. 

ftnant i Poppot personne n’a sonpconne sa complicite dans ee 
crime gigantesqne. Lni et Jane se soulent paisiblement dn matin 
an soir devant le buffet dn Petrolinm, en amis. Us deviennent tons 
les jonrs pins panvres, pins paressenx, et pins poivres. Ainsi e’est 
facile de prevoir lenr fin : — 

L’fiopital, trente pages de d^lire alcooliqne, et la fosse commnne. 
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Note de A.ut6tiT. — p’est mon intention irrevocable de finir ma yingtaiae 
de romans snr la famille Ogwash, et je compte avec plasir offrir lea dix- 
nenf a suivre a mon ftTrti estime, Nonehe, 


LISTENING TO THE GENTLE KOOEN. 

Maid Marian is “a Comio Opaa in GHiree Acts,” at least so I 
gather from tlie title-page of the hook and from liie programme of 
the Prince of Wales’s Theatre; thongh where the comic^ty comes 
in, except occasionally with Mr. Monxhotjse, it wonld reqnire Sam 

Weller's “pair o’ patent donble 
million magnifyin’ gas microscopes 
of hextra power ” to detect. Mr. Le 
Hay, too, has nothing like the 
ppportnnity which was given him 
in Frince Bulbo. How, when in a 
so-called Comio Opera yonr two 
principal low comedians 
nave very little to do, say, 
or sing, and when that 
little is not of a partion- 
larly side-splitting cha- 
racter, and when the plot 
is not replete with comic 
situations, snch a work 
must depend for its suc- 
cess on Ine freshness of its 
melodies, on the popnlarity 
of its artistes^ and on the 
exceUence of its mke-en- 
scene. 

As to the last of these 
essentials, if, perhaps, it 
A ^ is not so brilUantly maced 

Libretto by SnrUh^A^e appears ia Act UL, bS fc 

. plenty of Hamsian 
movement, dne always to the^ devices in stage-management of 
Ctta-rues of that ilk, who certainly knows how to keep the Chorus 
moving and the game alive generally. 

The yet existmg admirers of the once enormously popnlar com- 
poser, Oyeenbach, among whom I certainly include myself, will be 
much gratified by the delicately introduced reminiscences of the 
work of that master of <^era houffe which occasionally crop up 
during the performance of Maid Marian, If it be permissible for 
great Masters to repeat themselves^ as notably more than one has 
done, may not little Masters exhibit the results of their profound 
studies in the schools of popular Composers? Surely they may; 
and was I not pleased with Mr. 'De Kooen (whose name seems to 
suggest “the voice of the turtle,” — ^thejdove, not the soup) when his 
prelude to the Third Act distinctly recallea to my attentive mind 
the celebrated unison effect in L'Africaine^ only without the 
marvellous jump, which, when first heard, thrilled the audience, 
and compelled an enthusiastic encore ? Then Miss Yiolet Ca>o 5 bon 
sang a song about the bells, with a chorus not in the least like that 
Wl Lee Cloches de Cornemile you understand, because the latter, I 
think, is perforiued without the bells sounding, but in this there is a 
musical peal which intensifies tiie distinction between the two. Thig 
“ number” was peered hearty, nay, I think it was demanded three 
times, and came just at the right moment to firemen up the enter- 
tainment. In the previous Act Miss Attattr Ctatre had Had a good 
song which had also obtained an encore, thorougUy well deserved as 
far as her singing was concerned. 

I forget what Mr. Coeein had to sing, but, whatever it was, he 
did it more than justice, as did also the hasso profondo^ whose efforts 
in producing his voice from, apparently, his boots, were crowned 
with remarkable success.^ 

The Friar Tuch here is a kind of good old-fashioned burlesque 
Friar, more like that one some years ago at the G-aiety, in Little 
IcoMn Mood than the Jriar in Jvanhoe, But I should say that 
iMs Briar would be uncommonly thanbfful to have got anything 
like the song tlmt Sir AuTTron has given his Friar over the way, 
or something even as good as Mr. Datj^^ had to sing, years ago. 


m Reece s Gaiety Burlesque. However, perhaps it was not intended 
for a singing part, and perhaps the actor who plays it is not a pro- 
fessional singer. "Wb ’re not all of us bom with silver notes in our 
chests. 

I see that Mr. Hobage^ Sedceb^ announces the drama in action, 
entitled JO Fnf ant Frodi^uoy which recently made such a hit in 
Pans* Wonder how it wfll go here. Hot knowing, can’t prophesy. 

Pbivate Box. 

OUR BOOKINQ-OFFICE. 

The Baron thanks Sir Heioly Tnoiipsoisr for his Food and Feed^ 
wy, wMch (published by Wabne & Co., a suggestive name) has 
reached its sixth edition. It is, indeed, an entertaining work, and 
a work that all honest entertainers should carefully study. It will 
delight alike the host and the guest. To the first, Sir Henby, 
being a host in himself, can give^ such valuable advice as, if acted 
upon, will secure the ready pupil a position as a LucuUus of the 
first class ; and, even when so placed, he will still have much to 
leam from this Past Grand Master in the art of living well and 
wisely. Fas est ah ^hosts' doceri" — and a better host it would 
be dimcult to find as teacher than Sir Henbt Thompsobt, P.G.M., to 
whose health and happiness the Baron quaffs a bumper of burgundy 
of the right sort and at the right time. Most opportunely does this 
book appear in the season of Lent, which may be well and profitably 
spent in acquiring a thorough knowledge of how to turn to the best 
account the fieshpots of Egypt, when the penitential time is past, 
and the yolk of mortification is thrown off with the welcome return 
of the Easter Egg. Read attentively what our guide friend 
has to say about salads, especially note his remarka on the salad of 
“cold boiled table vegetables.” Hia arrangement of the menUy to 
the Baron’s simple taste, humble mode of Hfe, and not inconsider- 
able experience, is perfect. Mors d'ceuvres are works of supereroga- 
tion, and have never been, so to speak, acclimatised in our English 
table-land. The Baron may have overlooked any directions about 
icrivissesy not as hisqusy but pure and simple as cray-fish. which, 
fresh from the river and served hot and hot come in late but 
welcome as an admirable refresher to tbe palate, and as a relish 
for the chfmpagne, though the Baron is free to admit that the dainty 
manipulation of them is somewhat of a trial to the ineneriencM 
guest, especially in the presence of “Woman, lovely Woman.” 
^Hease afore helegance,” was Mr, Weller's motto, but “Ease 
combined with elegance” may be attained in a few lessons, which 
any skilled M.D.E. (t.e., Mangeur d'icrivisse^ will be delighted to 
give at the well-furnished table of an apt and ardent pupil. Once 
more “ Your health, Sir Hbnby! ” that’s the Baron’s toast (bread 
not permitted) in honour of the eminent practician who does so 
much for the health of everybody. 

That a considerable number of novel-readers like Saint Monica^ 
by Mrs. Bennett-Ebwabds, is evi- 
dent, because it has reached its 
sixth edition, but that the Baron is 
not one of this happy number he is 
fain to admit. Saint Monica seems 
to him to be a 
story with which 
the author of As 
in a Looking-^ 

. X might have 

done something 
in his peculiar 
way. It begins 
with promise, 
which promise is 
not justified by 
performance. 

Who does not 
welcome the 
works of Havtiey Skabt, the brightest of our novelists ? This is 
not a conundrum, and, consequently, has no answer. Everybody 
likes the books of our literary Major, and everybody will be pleased 
with The Flunger, The new Story is in two volumes, and is fuU 
of incident. There is a murder, which carries one „thro%h, from 
the first page to the last, in a state of breathless exdtmnent. Hot 
that the tale commences with the tragedy. But its anticipation is as 
delightful as its subsequent realisation; and, when the mystery is 
solved, j oy becomes universal. The story is told with so light a hand, 
that it may be truly said that the only “heavy” thing about ^the 
book is its title. 

The Autohiographi/ of Joseph Jefferson is a good stout volume, 
full of portraits and interest from begiTTning to end, fomning an 
important addition .to the theatrical history of the day. The Baron 
drinks to hisuld friend, the greatest Mip that ever lived. “ Here ft 
your health^ and .your family’s, and may you live.leng^' and 
prosper L” ays, hearfcEy, The Babon be Book-Wobhs. 








m '.'■' ’,^7 

If, ,-:«■• ■f'^M 

fiiim 



t;.y .:-:;,m^mi 

tr&!u$mr 

«:■;,' ;?>'■■’" u:0. 0:^! ■ , 

"/ •-.-•■■■.. -.1! . 'Ml; .,«, .:,1;1|, ^ ^'' ':0:0y::7'i!t M 

.... ymr... ■■ ■... ^ ■';;:ilfm$h 



SATIETY. 

"Oh, ■M'A.mry dakling, why oah’t thb Totshop-mah call for Orders rveby Morning, like the Baker?** 


OORIOLAI^US. 

Oiiizen. Consider you wliat serrioes he 
has done for his country ? 

^^Beeond Gitizen, Yery well; and could he con- 
tot to give him good report for^t, hut that he pays 
himself with heing proud.” — Coriolanus, Act I., 
Scene 1« 

Teuton C(ni6lanus^i)quitur \: — 

** Was ever man so proud as is this Mabcius P ” 
There spake the habhling Tribune I Proud ? 
Great gods 1 

All power seems pride to men of petty souls, 
As me oak’s knotted stren^ seems arroganee 
To ike slime-rooted and wind-shaken reed 
That shiyers in the shallows. 

I who perched, 

An eagle on the topmost pinnaole 
Of the State’s eminence, and hanied thence 
All lesser fowl like narrows !— I to hide 
Like a chased moor-hen in a mank, and bate 
The breath that awed the world into a whisper, 
That wonld not shake a taper-£ame or stir 
A flickering torch to flaring I 

" Jdo wonder 
Sis insolenee can hrook to le commanded 
Under Cokjlnius.” So the Eoman said ; 
Sicxmius Yslittus, thou hadst reason. 

Under Cominids I YTho ’s Cohinxus now ? 
The adolescent Emperor, or his cool 
Comidacent Chancellor ? CoMumrs 1 
Unseasoned youth, or untried middle-age, 

A dioutin^ boy, or a sleek-spoken elder, 

Hot striplmg, cool snpplanter I 

I serve not 

** Under Cominius,” nay I— yet since he 
stauds [chaos, 

There, where I made firm footing amidst 
Stands in smug comfort where we Titans 
stenggled— 


Moitzb, and I, and the great Emperor,— 
Struggled for vantage, which he owes 
to us ; — 

Since he stands there, and I in shadow sit, 
Silenced and chidden, I hsMfeel 1 serve, 
Whom he would bid to second. Second A*m, 
In that Imperial Policy whose vast 
And soaring shape, like air-launched eagle, 
seemed 

To flU the sky, and shadow half the world P 
As well the Eagle’s self might be expected 
To second the small jay I 

My shadow, mine P 

Yes, but distorted by the skew-cast ray 
Of a far lesser sun than lit the noon 
Of my meridian glory. So I spurn 
The snionken simulacrum I 

And they shriek, 

Shout censure at me, the cur-crowd who 
crouched, 

Ere that a woman’s hate and a boy’s pride 
Smote me, the new Abimeleoh, so sore ; 
They’d hash me, like a garrulous greybeard, 
chaired 

At the hearth-corner out of hann; they’d 

hush [they ? 

My voice— the valorous vermin I What say 
“ ThaVs a Irave fellow ; hut Aa’s vengeance 
proud: [stand. 

Loves not the common people I Humph I I 
As Marcqcus would not, in the market-mace, 
And show my wounds to the people. la that 
pride? 

I stooped to— Aar /—let me not tbink of that : 
JT would poison paradise I— but is pride r 

The Eomau pride was stifl and taciturn, 

^d I, --they tell me, I “will stiU be talkiTig,” 
And no MjfiNRjyius is by to say 
In charity of the modem Marcius, 

** Consider this: — he has been bred Vthe wars 


Since he could draw a sword^ and is ill-schooVd 
In bolted language ; meal and bran together 
Se throws without distinction^'^ 

WeU,weU, weU. 

" I would he had continued to his country 
As he began ; and not unknit^ himself 
The noble knot he made^^ So they ’ll whine 
out : 

The smug Sioinittses. But what I wonder 
If once af ain the Yolseians make new head ! 
Who, “ like an eagle in a dovecote,” then 
Will flutter them and discipline Adfidius P 
An eagle ! Shall I spurn my shadow, then ' 
Trample my own projection ? So they babble 
YTho ^d silence me, make this my mouthpiece * 
mute ; 

Who prate of prosecution— banisliment, | 

Perchance, anon, for me, as for the Eoman, 
Because “ I cannot brook to be commanded 
Under Cominujs.” What said Y odttmnia 
To her imperious son ? “ The man was noble^ 
But with his last attempt he wiped it out; 
Destroyed his country; and his name re-* 

. maths 

To the ensuing age abhorred I wouldjnot 
have 

My own Yirgieia say so— she who frets 
At my colossal chaflng. Arnbi's shade 
Would mock my fall; but silent Fried- 
richsruh 

Irks me, whilst lesser spirits so misshape 
My vast designs, whose shadow, dwarfed, 
distorted, 

I trample in my anger, thus— thus— thus I 

* The Samburger Saohrichten^ in whose 
columns (says the Times) Piinoe BistrARCK, 
according to the friends of the Goyemment, "in- 
spires incessant attacks upon the Imperial Policy, 
domestic, foreign, and colonial, and especially upon 
the proceedings of his successor, General CArnivi.” 



!» 


CORIOLANUS. 


shadow 

WHICH HI TREADS OH AT HOOH "-CorfoW. Act L, Se. 1. 
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DUMAS UP TO ARMY ESTIMATES’ DATE. 

Past L— Three Volunteere, 

LiEUTBiTAisrT PoETHOs, Captain Athos, and 
Major Aeamis were deliglited witk the pro- 
gress discernible in every detail of the 
battalion to which it was their honour to 
belong. Kot a man that did not appear on 
parade conscious of the fact that he had made 
himself proficient— the privates were con- 
tented, the non-commissioned officers happy. 
It was, indeed, a model Eegiment, On the 
occasion of their inspection by Colonel 
D’ARTAeE'Ai?’, a man marched from the 
ranks, and demanded a hearing. 

“And what do you wantr’’ asked the 
inspecting officer. 

“We wish the nnjnst to be mad^nst,” 
returned the discontented one. “We ask 
for a reform.” 

PoETHOS, Athos, and Ara-mts would have 
, protested, but Colonel D’ Aeta&ean motioned 
them to be silent. “I am here,” he mur- 
mured, “to listen to complaints. I must 
listen to his.” 

“Sir,” said the complainant, “we have 
admirable officers— the Lieutenant, the Cap- 
tain, and the Major. They are always at 
work.” 

“Yes,” returned Colonel D’Aetaojs’ae' ; 
“ and so are yon.” 

“ But we have merely to obey orders, and 
not to command. We feel that ^though we 
pay for everything connected with the bat- 
tafion, we should do something more. We 
ought to subscribe a sum to pay our excellent 
officers for commanding us 1 ” 

And PoETHOS, Athos, and Auaktr refused 
the suggestion, to the great disappointmMit 
f of their subordinates. 

Paet 11,— -Twenty Tears Afterwards, 

Lxeuxenaite Poethos, Captain Athos, and 
Major Auatwts were once again being inspected 
by JD’AETAGjrAir, now wearing the gold^ and 
crimson scarf of a general officer. 

“ Yes, I have a complaint to make,” replied 
one of the rank and file, in reply to the 
customary interrogation. “We have three 
officers ; but they have merely to giye orders, 
while we have to obey them. This is unfair 
—unjust. We are always at work.” 

“Yes,” returned G-eneral D’ABTAaifAH, 
“ and so are they.” 

“ True enough. We feel that, although 
they pay everything for the battalion, they 
should do more. They ought to compensate 
their excellent privates for the time we devote 
to obeying them.” 

And Poethos, Athos, and Aeamis accepted 
the suggestion, to the great delight of their 
subordinates. 


Paet III. — Ten Tears Later, 

Lieutenant Poethos, Captain Athos, and 
Major Aeahis were yet again on parade. 

“I salute you, my friends,” said Yield 
Marshal L’Aetaghah, the inspecting officer, 
“But where is your Regiment ? ” 

Poethos looked at Athos, and Athos 
glanced at AuAivrrs. Then they replied in a 
breath, “ It has been disbanded.” 

* ‘ Disbanded ! ” echoed D* Aetagotah, ‘ * But 
whete are the accounts of the Corps ? ” 

Then the three friends replied in a mourn- 
ful tone, “Piled in the Court of Bank- 
ruptcy I ” 

Aid what do you call this filing of officers’ 
accounts in the Court of Bankruptcy ? ” 

“ We call it the last act of the Volunteer 
Movement, which, by the way, however, was 
not entirely voluntary ! ” 

And the four friends having no further 
occupation requiadug their joint attention, 
shook hands warmly, and parted— for ever ! 


MEN WHO HAVE TAKEN ME IN- 
TO DINNER. 

{By a Dinner^Belle,) 

No. I.— The Over-cultueed TTnpbbgraduate. 

He stood, as if posed by a column, 

Awaiting our hostess’ advance ; 
Complacently pallid and solemn, 

He deigned an OIjrmpian glance. 

Icy cool, in a room like a crater. 

He silently marched me down-stairs, 

And Mont Blanc could not freeze with a 
greater 

Assurance of grandeur and airs. 



I questioned if Balliol was jolly— 

“ Your epithet,” sighed he, “means noise. 
Tile noise I At his age it were folly 
To revel with Philistine boys.” 
Competition, the century’s vulture, 

Devoured academical fools ; 

For himself, utter pilgrim of Culture, 

He countenanced none of the Schools. 


Exams : were a Brummagem fashion 
Of mobs and inferior taste ; 

They withered “Translucence” and 
sion.” 

They vulgarised leisure by haste. 
Self to realise— that was the question, 
Inscrutable still while the cooks 
Of our Colleges preached indigestion, 
Their Dons indigestible books. 


‘Pas- 


Two volumes alone were not bathos, 

The one by an early Chinese, 

The other, that infinite pathos. 

Our Nursery Rhymes, if you please. 

He was lost, he avowed, in this era ; 

His spirit was seared by the West, 

But he deemed to be Monk in Madeira 
Would probably suit him the best. 

“Impressions of Babehood” in plenty 
Succeeded, “ Hot youth” audits tears. 
Till I wondered if ninety or twenty 
Summed up his unbearable years. 

Q-reat Heavens I I turned to my neighbour, 
A SqxTABSOH by culture unblest ; 

And welcomed at length in field-labour 
And foxes refreshment and rest. 


OuESTiOH or THE Khight.— If it be true, as 
was mentioned in the World last week, that 
Mr. Justice Weight has “ climbed down/’ only 
to be placed upon a higher perch, will any 
change of name follow on the Knighthood F 
WiB he be known as Sir Robbet Rohg, late 
Mr. JusncB Weight P 


OUR ADVERTISERS. 

T he JERRYBAND piano is a thunder- 
ing instrument. 

T he JERRYBAND PIANO should be iu 
every Lunatic Asylum. 

T he JERRYBAND PIANO.— This won- 
derful and unique instrument, horizontal 
and perpendicular Grand, five octaves, ham- 
merless action, including keyboard, pedals, 
gong, peal of bells, ophicleide stop, and all 
the newest improvements, can he seen at 
Messrs. Sputie ahb Son’s Establishment, 
High Holbom, and purchased On the Futt 
Yeaes’ Hire Ststem, by which, at a payment 
of Is, lid, a week, the piano, or what is left 
of it, becomes the property of the purchaser, 
or his heirs and executors, at the expiration 
of that period. . 

P ECADILLA is a new after - dinner, 
home-grown Sherry, of quite extraordi- 
nary value and startling exeellenoe. 

P ECADILLA is a fuU, fruity, gout-giving, 
generous, heady wine, smooth on the 
palate, round in the mouth, full of body, 
wing, character, and crust. 

P ECADILLA may be safely offered at 
funerals. 

P ECADILLA is a beverage for Dukes in 
distressed circumstances. 

P ECADILLA ts the wine^ par excellence^ 
for the retrenching. 

P ECADILLA, mixed with citrate of soda, 
treacle, and soda-water, and drunk in 
the dark immediately after a glass of hot 
ginger brandy, will be found to possess all 
the quality of a low-priced Champagne. 

P ECADILLA is the making of an econo- 
mical wedding breakfast. 

P ECADILLA. A few parcels of this 
unique and delicious Wine are still to 
be had of the grower, a Sicilian Count, 
for the moment resident in Houndsditoh, at 
the nominal price, inclusive of the bottles, 
of five phiUiTigs and ninepence the dozen. 


TO MR. RUDYARD KIPLING. 

{An Exylcmation*) 

[“Every minute of my time during 1891 is 
already mortgaged. In 1892 you may count upon 
me.’^— Hr. Jbbomb K. Jebomb, not Mr. RnnTAEi) 
Kipling. See “ Tmch^" Teh, 14.] 

Oh, Mr. Kipuhg !— you whose pungent pen 
Of pirate publishers has been the terror, 
Try hard, I beg you, to forgive me, when 
I openly confess I vrrote in error. 

It was not you by whom the deed was done. 
But Mr. Jeeomb ’twas who wrote and said he 
Could not contribute, since Ms Ninety- One 
Was mortgaged to the Editors already. 

’Twas rough on yon, indeed, in such a way, 
By thiuT^ing you were he, to dim your glory. 
Yet pray believe I really grieve to say 
I mixed you up vnth quite “another story” ! 


Dea VATIC Illhsteatioit or ah Abvee- 
TiSBMEHT.— In one of the advertising colninns 
of the Times the paragraph appeared one day 
last week. The newspaper containing it lay 
on the table of a dravsing-room. Elderly 
beau was TYinlriTig up (he was accustomed to 
making-up in another sense, as Ms vrig and 
whiskers could testify) to charming young 
lady. Such was the scene. He asked her to 
accept him. Her reply was to show Mm the 
heaMng of this advertisement in the Times : — 
“Youth Wahted,” Tableau ! JSxit Beau. 
Curtain. , , « 





MISS PARLIAMENT’S DREAM OF A FANCY BALL. 

A Suggestion for Druriolanus at Covent Garden, 
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ME. PUNCH TO MISS CANADA. 

Oh, Canada, dear Canada, we shall not disoombobulate 
Ourselves coneemina Johathah. ^Tis true he tried to rob you late 
(That is if TarifE-diadling may be qualified as robbery), 

But Bull has learned the wisdom of not kicking up a bobbery. 

No, CanadcL we love you dear, and shall be greatly gmtified 
If by your March Elections our relations are— say ratified. 

We don’t expect self-sacrifice, we do not beg for gratitude, 

But keep an iaterested eye, my dear, upon your attitude. 

Bailings and ravings rantipole we hold are reprehensible. 

But of our Idndly kinship we ’re afiectionatelv sensible. 

A mother ’s proud to see her child learning to " run alone,” you know ; 
But does not wish to see her “run away” from home, she’ll own 
you know. 

Macdohalb is mag^oquent, perhaps a bit thrasonical; 

His dark denunciations— at a ^stance— sound ironical, 

And when we read the rows between him and Sir Bicttaup Caut- 
weioht; dear, [right, dear! 

We have our doubts if either chief quite plays the patriot part 

But there, we know that party speeches are not merum nectar ^ all, 
And we can take the measure of magniloquence electoral ; 

The tipple Party Spirit men will stir and whiekey-toddy-fy, 

But when they have to drink it— cold— its strength they greatly 
modify. 

Beware the Ides of March ? Oh, no I All auguries we defy, my 
dear 1 

The spectre of disloyalty don’t scare ns ; all my eye, my dear. 

So vote away, dear Canada I our faith ’s in friendly freedom, dear ; 
And croakers, Yank, or Canuck, or home-bom, we shall not heed 
’em, dear I 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED PEOM TBE DIAET OP TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons^ Monday Night. February 16,— After long 
tarrying, House once more justified its old character. Been dolefully 
dull these weeks and months past. Thought it was dead ; osJy been 
sleeping. To-night woke up, and audience that filled every Bench, 
blocked the Gangways, and thronged the Bar, had rare treat. 
Occasion was the indictment of Prince Arthur; long pending; 
was to have come off at beginning of Session ; put off on account 
of counter attractions in Committee-Boom No. 15 ; postponement 
no longer possible ; and here we are. House throbbing with excite- 
ment, Old Morality nervously clacking about Treasury Bench, 
bringing his chicks together under his wing. Bihdolth brought 
his young beard down to witness performance. 

Initial difficulty in Irish 
Camp : Brer Fox sitting in 
old place, two steps down 
third bench below Gangway. 

Brer Babbit, sunk in pro- 
found meditation, oblivious 
to the rival Leaders presence, 
occupies comer seat; room 
for one between them, “Who 
shall take it ? Au'^lous time 
for Tbi 'Htsatt. Nothing he 
dreads so much as possibility 
of outbreak. In Committee- 
Boom No, 15, Brer Fox 
snatched out of Brer Babbit’s 
hand a sheet of paper. Sup- 
pose now, in sudden parox- 
ysm, he were to reach forth 
and taking Brer Babbit by 
the beard bang his head 
against the backof theBenohP 
Tim’s gentle nature shivered 
with apprehension; thing to 
do was to get a good plump 
gentleman set between the 
two, so that in case hostililies 
broke out his bo^ might be 
used as buffer. Thought of 
Eltoh first. Besides a pro- A Buffer CI.C. 

fessional desire to find occupation for Members of the Bar, Eltoh’s 
figure seemed made on puipose for the peaceful errand Tim had in 
mind. Broached subject. Eltoh said, always happy to oblige ; but 
was, in fact, just now retiring from Parliamentaryilife ; diffii’t care 
to be brought into undue prommence. Besides, he belonged to other 
side of House ; Why not try T. B. Pottbr f 



A SENSITIVE EAR. 

Intelligent Briton. “ But vo; have no Theatre, no Actors worthy 

or THE NAME, MADEMOISELLE ! WHY, THE ENGLISH DELIVERY OF 

Blank Verse is simply torture to an Ear accustomed to hear 

IT GIVEN ITS FULL BbAUTY AND SIGNIFICANCE BY A BbRNHARDT OR 
A OOQUELIN ! ” 

Mademoiselle. Indeed? I have never heard Bernhardt or 

COQUELIN RECITE ENGLISH BLANE VsRSE I ” 

InielUgent Briton. “Of course not. I mean FnmcB Blank 
Verse— THE Blank Verse of Corneille, Bacine, Molierb 1 ’• 
Mademoiselle, “Oh, Monsieur, there is no such thing!” 

[Briton still tries to look intelligent. 

“The very man! ” cried Tim, “I believe you and he scale the 
same to a pound, and though your waist is more shapely, he has the 
advantage in shoulders.” 

Potter most obliging of men ; offered no objection. So Tim con- 
ducted him to the seat ; he dropped gently, but firmly in it ; Brer 
Babbit putting on his imeotacleB, and looking across the expanse of 
T. B.’s shoulders, thou^t he recognised Brer Fox at the other mde. 
Anyhow, he was beyond speaking distance, and so embarrassment 
was obviated. 

Tim, his mind thus at rest; able to devote his attention to debate, 
to progress of which, he contributed a few inteij ections. Finally, when 
Division t^en on John Mobley’s Motion, and everybody ready to go 
home, he moved and carried Ad^nrmnent of Debate. 

Business done.— Prince ARTiiuii indicted for breach of Constitu** 
tional Law in Ireland. Jury retired to consider their verdict. Agreed 
upon acqnittal by 320 Votes against 245. 

Tuesday.— A once familiar presence pervades House to-night. 
Everyone more, or less vaguely, oonscious of it. Even without 
chancing to look up to Peers’ (JalleiTt Members are inspired vdth 
sudden mysterious access of Moral Infiuenoe. Old Moratjty him- 
self, that oveifiowing reservoir of moral axioms, takes on an aggra- 
vated air of responsibility and respectability. Has had a great 
triumph which would inflate a man of less modest character. 
Last night, or rather early this morning, Irish Members appeared to 
force Government han,d ; just when it seemed that Russell’s Amend- 1 
ment was about to be substituted for Morley’s Resolution, Tnc,; 
Heat.t interposed, moved Adjournment of Debate ; Old Moraxttt, 
protested; Sexton slily tibreatened all-night sitting ; after an hour’s 
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tTnder-Secretary. 



recently spent some time in Boulogne) says, en route pour lee ckiens ; 
the Seobetakt of State for Wae demonstrating that everything is 
in apple-pie order, and his right honourable predecessor on the Front 
Opposition Bench bearing testimony to the general state of efficiency* 

WOLTvcEE flashed through the haze a word that has long wanted 
saying in the House. Why, he asked, place sentries surrounding 
St. James’s Palace, the War Office, and the Horse Q-uards ? Why, if 
presence of armed men at these particular gateways is essential to 
proper conduct of aflairs of Department — why should Charity Com- 
missioners and Education Office be left unguarded ? Woltwer should 
keep pegging away at this (Question till he gets common-sense answer. 

Business Army Estimates moved. 

G-allant little Wales took the floor to-night. Wants 
the Church Disestablished ; Puitckauu Moeg^an, in speech of pro- 
digious length, asked House to sanction the proposal. The Q-overn- 
ment, determined to oppose Motion, oast about for Member of tiieir 
body who could best lead opposition. Hadn’t a Welshman on the 
Treasury Bench. 

“ There ’s Eaikes, you know,” Akebs-Douolas said, discussing 
the matter with Old Moealitt. “ He ’s not exactly a Welshman, 
but, when he’s at home, he lives in Denbighshire, which is as near 
being Wales as you can get. Besides, his postal address is 
Llwynegrin.” 

“Ah!” said Old Moeaxitt, “that looks well. He’s not the 
rose, but he lives in convenient contiguity to the flower.” 

So Raiebs was put up, and a nice, peaceful, soothing, insinuating, 
conciliatory speech he made. In fact, as the Member for Saek says, 
“ He got gallant little Wales down on its back, tied its horns and 
heels^ together, partially flayed it, and then rubbed in ounuiugly 
contrived combination of Cayenne pepper and vinegar.” 

Business done , — Welsh Disestabfishment Motion negatived by 235 
Totes to 203. 

Celt Again. 

Heant- Allen, — ^his manner moves cynics to mirth I — 

Makes out that the Celt is the Salt of the Earth. 

That accounts, it may be, for his dominant fault ; 

A “ salt of the earth ” has a taste for assault I 


struggle, Government capitulated; Adjournment agreed to; Irish 
Members went off jubilant. , „ 

To-night Sexton asks Oio) Moeality when they shall resume 

debate ? „ . . . -i. 

“Ah,” says Old Mobalitt, with look of friendly mterest, as if 
the idea had etruok him for the first time, “ yes ; just so. The Hon. 

Member wants to know when we shafl resume the debate, the 
adjournment of which he and his friends were instrumental in 
carrying at an early hour this morning. Well, I must say, on the 
part of Her Majesty’s Government, that we 
are perfeotiy satisfied with matters as they 
were left. We had a lively debate, a majority 
much larger than we had dared to hope for, 
and, as far as we are concerned, I think we ’ll 
leave matters alone. Ajs one of our ^eat 
prose-writers observed, it is, on the whole, 
more conducive to coinfort to endure any 
inconveniences that may press upon one at 
the current moment, than to hasten to en- 
counter others with the precise nature of 
which we do not happen to be acquainted.” 

Geani) Cboss missed this delightful little 
episode, not coming in till questions were 
over. Now he sat in Peers’ Gallery and 
gt^ed through spectacles on scene of earlier 
triumphs. Looks hardly a day older than 
when he left us ; the sanae^ perky manner, 
the same wooden visage, with its pervading 
air of supreme self-satisfaction and inscru- 
table wisdom. It is a night given np^ to 
iTK^rnTt topics. Plowdekt,^ in his quiet, 
effective way, has just carried Motion which 
will have substantial effect in the direction 
of secnring fuller debate of Indian ques- 
tions. Gobst, standing at table replying to 
Bucuanan on another Indian topic, alludes 
with deferenti^ tone to the Seceetaet oe 
State.” Geand Cboss almost audibly purrs 
from his perch in the Gallery. 

“ An odd world, my masters,” says the Member for Saek, striding 
out impatiently, “ when you have a man like Gobst Dnder-Secre- 
tary, with a man like Grand Cboss at the Head of the Department.” 

Business done . — ^An hour or two given to India. 

Thursday,— -Aimj Estimates on to-night. HlANBtraT comes to 
the fron% as usual. Stanhope tossing about on Treasury Bench, in 
considerable irritation. 

** "Vpiat ’s the use, my St. John,” he asked Bboleick, the only man 
standing by him, “ or a family arrangement like ours, if one is 
subjected to annoyance like this? With one brother in the Peers, 
a pillar of staid Conservatism ; with myself on the Treasury Bench, 
a Cabinet Minister, a right-hand man of the Government : and then, 

final touch, old Philip 
EoaiitI) below the Gang- 
way opposite, with his Rafi- 
calism, and Ids tendency to 
ont-JACOBT Laboxtcieejm. 

This is abroad-based family 
combination, that ought to 
make us, each in his way, 
irresistible. And yet there 
seems nothi^ to prevent a 
fellow like lUNBUETdook- 
ing down from his six feet 
two scornfully on a British 
soldier not more than five 
feet four in Jhis stocking- 
feet, whilst he inflates ms 
chest, and asks, in profound 
bass notes, how are the 
ancient gloriesof the British 
Army to he maintained with 
men who cannot stretch the 
tape at thirty-six inches?” 

When Hanbuby sat 

nearly an hour. Stanhope 
got up and prodded him re- 

*'‘Ainazed at his own Moderation.’^ * proaohfally. ^ Wonderftfl 
•jT, y . , „ . . much vinegar and 

vitriol he managed to distil into Ha oft-repeated phrase, “My 
f honourable friend ! ” As for H^buby, he sat wi^ hands in pocket, 
j sta^g at empty benches opposite, amazed at Ms own moderation. 

- Hou^ of the usual Hnd of on Army Estimates ; the Colonels, 

V olunteer and otherwise, showing that the Army is as Gill (who has 

notice.-— R ejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Fzinted Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any desoription, will 
m no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper* Xo this rule 
^there will be no exception* 


OUT OF SCHOOL ! 

Deab Me. Punch, — ^You are so awfully good to chaps at school that 
I am sure you will insert tMs letter. Smith Minob, who takes in the 
Times^ says, that a “Pabent” has been writing to say, that there 
should be a meeting of Fathers to swagger over the meeting of Head 
Masters. ‘Well, tMs wouldn’t be half a bad idea if it were properly 
conducted; but the “Pabent” seems to be a beast of a governor, 
who wants to out down the holidays, and such like rot. And this 
brings me to what I want to propose myself. If there are to be 
meetings of Head Masters and Parents, why not a meeting of Boys ? 
We have a heap of grievances. For instance, lots of chaps would 
like to know why “the water” was stopped at Westminster, and 
something about the domestic economy of Harrow. Then the great 
and burning question of grub is always ready to hand. The 
“ Parent ” wants to have a hand in the payment for school-books, 
seeing his way to getting the discount (stingy chap!) then why 
shouldn’t we fellows have a voice choosing them? Then about 
taking up Greek, why shouldn’t we have onr say in that matter ? 
After all, it interests ns more than anyone else, as we are the 
fellows that will have to learn it, if it is to be retained. Then 
about corporal punishment. Not that we mind it much, still we are 
the fellows who get swished at Eton, and feel the tolly at Beaumont. 
Surely the Boys know more about a licking than Head Masters 
and Parents? You, as a practical man, will say, “Who should 
attend the Congress?” I reply, every public school might send a 
delegate ; and by public school, I do not limit the term to the old 
legitimate “E. and the two w.’s,” Eton, Winchester and West- 
minster. No ; I would throw it open to such respecfeable eduoational 
establishments aa Harrow, Rugby, Charterhouse, St. Paul’s, Marl- 
borough, Felsted, Cheltenham, Stonyhurst, and the rest of them. 
The more the merrier, say I; and if there was a decided division 
of opinion on any subject, we could settle the matter off-hand at 
once, by taking off onr jackets and turning up onr shirt-sleeves. 
The more I think of it, the more I like it I It would be a game I 
Always yoixrafieotionate friend, Joints Mnraroa. 

The Same Old Game. 

[Russia is said to he thxeatemng the old Finnish laws and liberties.] 

Russia snubs Mm who, as a candid friend, 

Horrors Siberian, Hebrew would diminish, 

Mmt Muscovites prove tyrants to the end ? 

At least they aim to prove so to the Finnish ! 
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VOCES POPULI. 

IK A FOG-.— A Ekmikiscencb op the Past Month, 
ScoENB— iSfmn Thoroughfare near Hyde Park. Time 
8 p,m:. Nothing vMU anywhere^ hut very much audible ; 
horses slipping and plunging, wheels griding, gashes, 
jolts, and JSngUsh as she is spoke on such occasions, 
Mrs, Flusters (who is seated in a brougham yoilh her 
husband, on their way to dine with some friends in Crom- 
well Road), We shall be dreadfullf late, I know we 
shall ! I sxtre Peacocos: conld ^o faster than this if he 
liked— he always loses his head when there’s mnoh 
trafOlo. Do teH him to make haste I 
Mr, F, Better let him alone— he knows what he ’s doiag. 
Mrs, F, I don’t believe he does, or he wouldn’t dawdle 
like this. If you won’t speak to him, I must. (Lets 
down the glass and puts out her head,) Peacock ! 

A Blurred Shadow on the Box, Yes, M’m, 

Mrs, F, What are we stopping for like this ? 

The Shadow, Fog very tmek just ’ere, M’m. Can’t 
see what ’s in front of us, M’m. 

Mrs, F, It ’s just as safe to keep moving as to stand 
stiU— go on at once. 

TAe K. Yery good. M’m, (To horse,) PuHurp! \^Crash! 
Voice from the Unseen, What the blanky blank, &o. 
Peacock, There is suthin in front, M’m. A van, from 
’is langwieh, M’m. 

Mrs, F, (sinking back), MAUM'A'nTrKE, this is awful. 
I ’d no idea the fog was like this— or I should never 
have (With temper,) Really, people have no right 
to ask one out on such a night. 

Mr, F, (with the common-sense that makes him “ so 
aggravating at timesP) Well, Fanny, you could hardly 
expect ’em to foresee the weather three weeks ahead ! 

Mrs, F, At all events, you might have seen what it 
was going to be as you came home from the Temple. 
Then we could have sent a telegram I 
Mr, F, It seemed to be lifting then, and besides, I— ah 
— ^regard a dinner-engagement as a species of kindly social 
contract, not to be broken except under pressing necessity. 

Mrs, F, You mean you heard me say there was nothing 
but cold meat in the house, and you know you ’R get a good 
dinner at the Coepon-Blewitis,— not thatwe are likely to 
get there to-night. Have you any ideawhereaboutsweare ? 
Mr, F, (calmly), Fone whatever. 

Mrs, F, Then ask Peacock. 

JIfr, F, (lets down his window, and leans out), PEACOCK I 
The Shadow, Sir ? 

Mr, F, Where have we got to now ? 

Peacock, I ain’t rightly sure. Sir. 

Mrs, F, TeU him to turn round, and go home. 

Mr, F, It ’s no use going on like this. Turn back. 
Peacock, I dursn’ t leave the kerb— all I got to go by. Sir. 
Mr, F, Then take one of the lamps, and lead the horse. 
Peacock, It’s the yowng’orse, Sir. 

Mr, F, (sinking bach). We must put up with it, I sup- 
pose. [-4 smart crack is heard at the lack of the carriage. 
More Voices, Fow, then, why the blanky dash, &e., &e. 
Mrs, F, MAWA-nuxB, I can’t sit here, and Imow that 
a bus-pole may come between us at any moment. Let us 
get out, and take a cab home at once. 

Mr, F, There ’s only one objection to that suggestion 
— ^viz,, that it ’s perfectly impossible to tell a cab from a 
piano-organ. We must find out where we are first, and 
then turn. Peacock, drive on as well as you can, and 
atop when you come to a shop. 

Mrs, F, What do you want to stop at a shop for ? 

Mr, F, Why, then I can go in, and ask where we are, 
Mrs, F, And how do you expect them to know where we 
are I (She sees a smear of light in the distance,) Mab- 
MAnuKE, there ’s a Hnlmnan. Get out quick, and hire him 
to lead the way. 

Mr, F, (who gets out, and follows in the direction of 
the light, grumbling to himself). Hallo! — ^not past the 
Park yet— here ’s the railings I Well, if I keep close to 

them, I shall (He sullenly collides with a bench,) 

Phew I Oh, confound it ! (He rubs his shins,) Fow, if 

it hadn’t been for Fanny, I Where ’s that liTikman ? 

!— you there ! — stop ! ( The light stops,) Look here — 

I want you to come to my carriage, and show my man 
the way out of this I 

Voice from behind the Railings, We got to find our 
own way out fust, Guv’nor. We ’re inside / 

A Belated Reveller (lurching up to Mr. F.) Beg your 
pardon, bur oou’ you dreok me nearesht way— er — 
Dawshon Pkshe ? 



BITINQ SARCASM. 

Gentleman with the Broom, (who has madlvertentVy splashed the Artist's fmovrite 
Shipyyreck), ** Ow ytts I I suppose ybe think ye *ee the President o* the 
Roy’l Acadbrmy 1 A sbttin there in the Lap er Luxury I ! ” 

Mr, F, (savagely). First turning to the right, third to the left, and then 
straight on MIL yon come to it ! 

The B, R, I’m exsheedingly ’blished ; (confidentially) fact ish, I’m shuffrin’ 
shli’ ’fection eyeshi’, an’ I ’shure yon, can’t shee anyshing dishtingly to-ni’. (He 
cannons against a lamp-post, to which he clings affectionately, as a Policeman 
emerges from the gloom,) Policeman, Fow then, what are yon doing ’ere, eh ? 

The S, R, Itsh all ri’, P’lishman, thish gerrilroan— lamp-post affec- 
tionately)— hsjs kindly promished shee me home. 

Mr, F, Hang it! Where’s Peacock and <he hrongham? He discovers a 
phantom vehicle by the kerb, and gets in angrily,) Fow, look here, my dear, 
it ’s no earthly good ! 

Occupant of the Brougham (who is not Fanny). Coward, touch a defenceless 
woman if you dare I I have nothing on me of any value. Help ! Police ! 
pRr. F., seeing that explanation is useless, lets himself out again, precipitately, 
dodges the Policeman, and bolts, favoured ly the fog, until all danger of pur- 
suit is passed, at the end of which time^ he suddenly realises that it is perfectly 
hopeless to attempt to find his own carriage again. He gropes his way home, and 
some hours later, after an extemporised cold supper, %s rejoined by his Wife, 
Mrs, F,^ (cheerfully). So there yon are, Mantwauuke ! I wasn’t anxious — I 
felt sure you ’d tod your way hack somehow ! 

Mr, F, (not in the lest of tempers). Find my way back! It was the only 
thing I could do. But where have you been all this time, Fanny P 

Mrs, F, Where ? Why, at the Blewitts, to be sure ! You see, after you 
got out, we had to keep moving on, and hy-an d-hy the fog got better, ^d we 
conld see where we were going to, — and the Blewitts had put off dinner half an 
hour, so I was not so«?crplate. Such amce dinner! Everybody turned up 
except you, Marthadukb— hut I told them how it was. Oh, and old Lady 
Horehound was there, and said a man had actually got into her hrongham, and 
tried to wrench off one of her bracelets I— -only she spoke to him so severely that 
he was struck with remorse, or something, and got out ag ain! And was by 
the Park, close to where you left me. Just fancy, MA-R-w^-nirKB, he might have 
got into the carriage with me, instead ! • 

Mr, F, (gloomily). Yes, he might— ‘Only, he— er — didrvt, you know ! 
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^y P^®’®^i®^lp^n)ose . • . These monsters 
^^^^“Sr-stock of everyone -who takes the smallest interest in the 
^hject. ^ej are ^nite indefensible, and not worth making, even if they 
were nnobjecUonable, for the simple reason that everything we require can 
be done by s^Uer weapons . . T It is believed fi^ moxe Tf thes^LleM 
naonstere are to be made by way of reserve. It is an insane policy desiened 
enona? we still hope to^iear^rom Lord 

abandoned.”~“rAtf Times on the 

“ T^t a good little ’un is better than a bad bi<r ^un.” is an oM and 
accepted maxim amongst the really knowing ones ol the PE It 

w J piigilwtio J amnaes are apt to ignore or forget. 

Where, we wonder, wonld the slab-sided “ Sprawleyhridge Babe ” 


or ae sibling “Baldnob the Titan” have been in front of the 
smaU bnt aotive and aooomnlished “Bnodeoimo Bumps”? Whv. 
where the vaunted "Benicia Boy” wonld have been after fifty 
rounds with Tom 8Arms-w»«A his “ Auctioneer ” in full play. In 
fact, when a good little ’nn meets a had Mg ’un, it is v^ roon a 
vriS^^e^ont^*”*®*~°* bellows to mend,” or " there le goes 

• remarks have been suggested by recent revelations oonoem- 
^ that much ov«-rated pet of the mugs— the “Woolwioli 
w TO^i Elswiok Fol^,” aiM Hamii.toh’s “ Kovioe.” 

a, fraud, and, for aU his lumbering bnik 
^o™^P5-l*6 ” capacity of ^‘tatur-trap,” never coMWteain- 
speaking-" spank a hole in a pound of 
butter. Many devensh tramers, and still more ambiaous badiers 
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of the ‘‘Corinthian Jay” species, have had a shy, pro- 
fessionally or monetarily, at the “ Woolwich Whopper,” 
and invambly with disastrous resnlts. The “ W* w 
though big* enough in all conscience, is not of soxmd con- 
stitntion, nor of the true wear-and-tear sort, is very diffi- 
cult (an<i expensive) to train, and when brought fairly up 
to the scratch is certain to go bang to pieces after the first 
few rounds, if these are at all of a hot-and-hot character. 

Still there are— worse luck !— certain parties connected, 
more or less, with the P.R, who — ^whether from interest, 
v^ty, or sheer oussedness, still pin their faith to this 
huge,^ lumbering, soft, long-shanked, top-heavy, 
shamblmg, thump-shirking Son of a Ghin,” as Kobbt 
IJ uPKiNS, of the l^autioal Division, pithily called him 
the other day. If some of these credulous or conceited 
coves had witnessed the little trial “ scrap ” which took 
place recently (on the strict Q,.T.), at the “Admiral’s 
H^,” in the presence of Mr. John B-ll (the famous 
P.R. referee), between the vaunted “Whopper” and 
a smart and handy light-weight known as “ Quickfire,” 
their owl-eyes might, having been a little opened, and 
their peacock-strut a bit modified. 

The “ Woolwich Whopper,” for all his height and over- 
whelming weight, seemed to toe the scratch with awkward 
reluctance. He put up his dukes very f umblingly, and Ms 
^itude was decidedly of the “head-over-tip ” character. 
Toimg “ ftuickto,” on the contrarv, was erect as a dart, 
nimble on Ms pins as a girl at her first dance, and smart in 
dehvery as a newly-promoted Postman, or the Parcels 
Express. He was all over his man in a brace of shakes, 
and the “ Whopper, ” who looked as though he could have 
knocked holes in Mm if he could have Mt Mm, could 
hard^ land a “ little one in ” once in the course of a 
round, and then it was so short that it would hardly have 
brushed a bumble-bee off a buttercup. 

The respected Referee, who watched the dust-up with 
<^ef ul interest, wm much pleased with the promise of 
the smart light-weight, QuickjSre,” who seems to have 
in Mm the tn^lnngB of a fine fighter. Mr. B-ll did not 
dw^e Ms disgust at the feeble figure cut by the 
Whopp»,” about whose pretensions to first-class form, 
let alone Champion honours, it is to be hoped we sha.11 
hear little more for the f uturo. 

— jB£r.^ Punch suspects that the above edifying and 
idiomatic homily was intended for some sporting contenoporary, 
but, with his accustomed courtesy, he gives it for what it is 
worth.] 



RECOGNITION OF MERIT. 

The M'Dmigallt L,0,0. {to Cambridge Don), “Well done I The Spinster to 
THE Spinning House ! You are indeed a Proctor and a Brother ! ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


TO A COMPLIMENTARY COUNSEL. 

[*‘Here the Plaintifi met the Defendant, who formed a 
strong attachment for her, at which he (the learned Counsel), 
did notwo-nA&TP— JSxtract from a recent M^ort.l 
The Plaintiff she was very fair— 

I ’d very gladly make a verse on 
Her face, her smile, her eyes, her hair. 

Her comely and attractive person. 

Last year a gentleman had stormed 
Her heart and swore that nought should sunder 
The strong attachment he had formed, 

At wMoh you said you “ did not wonder I ” 

Oh ! tell me was it quite the thing, 

Of prudence shamelessly defiant. 

In such a pointed way to sing 
The praises of your pretty client. 

Had she been ugly — ^yes, or plain. 

Would you have reckoned it your duty 
To say how much it caused you paiu 
To look and mark her lack of beauty ? 

When next a lady comes to say 

He and She at last have parted, 

And that she *11 make the villain pay 
Eor having left her broken-hearted, 

You *11 recollect that in the Breach 
Of Promise Case, you must not blunder. 

But mention in your opening speech 
That at Ms love you do not wonder. 

Perhaps you meant the words you said, 

*T would be amusing to discover 
Ji she had reaRy turned your head, 

And in her lawyer found a lover. 

Yet even should tMs he the ease, 

You cannot well escape supporting 
This statement— that it*s not the place 
In open Court to go a-courting. 


Mrs. Fleming is very nearly being a good novePof the kind with 
which“ once upon a time ** Mr. P. C. Philips used to delight us. Mr. Richa-rd 
M/re, F, might perhaps be placed iu the same category with 
F. 0. P. s IMe Mre, Murray^ wMch was not by any means the Author’s best. 
The sto^, lAe the Consols, is good enough for those who don’t want much 
mterest for their money. It may he safely recommended as a pleasant companion 
dwmg a railway journey. The Baron does not consider that The Quiet Mre, F, 
will make much noise in the novel-reading world. 

A coloured leaflet, of autumnal tint, commands me, in the tone of a Wellington 
d^patch, to “ order early** a new “Family Magazine,** entitled, Golden Gates, 
edited by John Strange Winter. “ I have not yet seen it,** says the Baron, 
hut wish the adventurous pennyworth every possible success.** Its bill of 
contents announces “a complete story,** by the editress, and also a “ Complete 
novelette,” by Mrs. Lovett Cameron. TMs looks well for the first number; 
and an editor’s motto must he. “Take care of Number One.” I suppose in 
each number there will be “ A Winter’s Tale.” 

Interesting reading for the Baron and Ms friends the Public, is Mr. Ander- 
son’s article, entitled Studies in Illustrated Journalism, in this month’s Magazine 
Mr. Anderson is a trifle inaccurate in some details of Ms pleasantly- 
written and generaRy trustworthy sketch of the history of Jfr. Punch, on wMch it is 
needless lor the Baron to dweR hic et nunc. The Baron remembers the dapper, 
sportingly-attired “ Rttle Howard,” who had the reputation of being “ Leech’s 
only pupR,” hut who was never one of Mr, Punches Staff Officers. In the same 
nmmber of tMs Magazine is a brief, but carefully written notice of the Baron’s 
old friend, convive, and feRow-worker on Mr, Punches staff, Chai»toss Keene. 
‘A superb Artist,” writes Mr, Spielman, “pure and simple ”— true tMs, in 
every sense— “the greatest master of line in black and white j that wiR live for 
mwiy years to come.” The engraving that accompanies this notice of our old 
mend IS not a striking likeness of “Carlo,” but it exactly reproduces Ms 
thoughtful attitude, ^th his pipe in Ms hand, so familiar to all Ms associates. 

Hereby and herewith thanks-a-manv are returned to the “ BibRographer,” 
who is also the Secretary of the Sette of Odd Yolumes, for his charming little 
brochure about Polert Houdin, his Life and Magical Deeds, by Ms truly, 

The Baron de Book-Worms, 


A “ Sterne ” Truth {as to conviction under The Embezzlement arsd Larceny 
Act, 1861).—“ They order tMs matter better in France.” 
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^ snob as he had never anticipated. It is an old saying, and perhaps 

MR. PUNCHES PRIZE NOVELS. (who knows ?) a truism, that virtue is its own rewartf, not, perhaps, 

Ifo XV — SOKOGTIN’ reward that ambitious people look for, but the easy consciousness 

/ 7 > T> . m ’ ^ .r ^ , of superiority which comes to those who feel themselves to be on a 

{By Miss REiDisrA AuGwr of ^ Wee Jew; A Lardy higher level than the rest of the world, which straggles on a lower 

Horsemmi ; Spun hy Prahng, die,, cfcc,, die,) level. Another philosopher, nameless, but illustrious, has declared, 

[«I thick you will like this book,’' writes the fair Author; “its tone is in burning words, that “Honesty is the best policy,’’ best in some form, 
elevated and its intention good. The philosophic infidel must he battered perhaps hardly understood now, but no less real because we are un- 
5^ ^ philosophy mingled with kindness. Take Ebnan, able to appraise it in the current coin of the realm over which Her 

B^c^, Strauss, and Di^kb— the names, I mean ; it m quite ]^Q 8 t Gracious Majesty, whom may Heaven preserve, holds sway. 

But SONOOOT tad never tiiought of Heaven. Tohi% youM. proud, 


ban. madW Hi, the^^ht of a cue n^e rave like a mamao. 
also passion, j^rejudice, a faithful dog, and an infant prattler. Death-scenes Gne evening he was walMng homeward to X/rnry Xiane.^ He had 
form an efEective relief I have several which only need a touch or two to be given his coat to a hot-potato-man, deeming it, in his impulsive 

J r .. . L . .. ... . 1 ‘LA . J V V VI ^ ^ 1 - J.T L. XT T J T 






com]^lete. That is the way to please the publishers and capture the public. 
Try it, and let me know what you think.— JR. T.”] 

Ah me, how diall we know the true, 

How mark the old, how fiz the new? ■ ' 

Or teach the babe in arms to say, ' ||QSK|Sf,A-W. . ;'l l ; 

“ Ba^, bad boys are cheap to- '^Pg||||||p|!^p .■ ' -'I A . 

HAan. The White Witch. j js 

SoBOCtxn^ scarcely knew what ! ! \\/' 

to do* He had been np all 

day, wanderii^ about ihelan^ “ ‘i’ 

which surrounded the family i U 

mansion. A fitful light blazed ' "! ' '■ 

in his magnificent eyes, his 
brow contracted until it assumed 

t^t pe<raliarly battered espies- fiElli-: .Wllff i- . if sTT Jl 
wMcfaJs at ouoe cha^cter- gljjj';' '' ^ i ^ 

^tent v^h^the most sublime j|||B ,»! |i|K ! ‘ . 

ciated^ he must^ a^qimtely 
desezibed. Imagine then a ' ; |' ' [ j ! ! •- > 
young man of twenty, who was ri/lL. 'I ■ ■'■j. i JfcS/ h. 
i^ei^with ‘^e Merest hatred 

forsworn two years ago, on 

being esjielled 6om school for 18B M'l ll 

C hling. There was about kaIIm I ' ' ir V ill 

an mr of haughty reserve jl Wr ^ n r~ ' hi ^ 

and of indifierence which was 
^ually haughty. This it was 

his habit to assume in order s 

to meet any neighbours who ‘ ' 5 

happened to meet him, and the jj.- . 

result naturally was that he 

was not so popular as some -- 2 ^^ 

inferior beings who were less 

haughty. In fact he had a 

very short way with his rela- 

tions, for whose benefit he kept 

a shell into which he frequently ^ 

retired. He was dangerously 
handsome, in the Italian style. ‘ 

and often played five bars of mnsic over and over again, witk 
one finger, to please ^ mother. Some women thought he was an 
ApoUo, others described him as an Adonis, but everybody in- 
variably ended or began by calling him an ancient Eoman. He 

strong. Indeed, on one oeoasion, 
ne absolutely broke the feathers on a hand-screen, and on another 

But, 


way, a bitter satire on the world’s neglect, that the senseless tubers 
should have jackets, while their purveyor lacked a coat. The rain 

was pouring down, bnt it 
:|f;. 1 !^ mattered little to him. He 

liiv'S- B impenetrable mantle of cold 

watched 
crowd of 




Hi 



:i|: 




Ilk > '' Ilf - - XLmbreUa-oarrying respeotabili- 
ties, who hnrried on their way 
! Withont a thought of him. 
fJ ' ' I i'fi i i'lki Suddenly some one slapped him 
I I-wIm hack, and, as he turned 

I k'1 1 'iiWiI i^onnd, he found himself face to 
mmwB face with a couple of seedy- 

WlWm . ! geutlemen. 

“ I perceive,” began Sono- 
Hv i/i inlHQHl ‘^that you hate the world, 
is ' /ISHMb suffered much injustice 

*di^^ ^ 

^ ' 1 continued Sonooitk, 

\\ yVmSM “bave many grievances. But 

^ tell me who and what are you ? ” 

' ® \ ‘*Our names are xmknown 

1 mV' even to ourselves,” replied his 

I I ' friends, for friends he felt 

. i them to he. “By profession we 

I ' > ’ I ^B> are industrial knights. That 

I - • ' » ■! j ^1 should be sufQloient.” 

»' « ! ‘! ilfKS /*It is;— more than snffi- 

b\ ' .lirdiflill said the proud, honour- 

young man. “I will be 
it 

Bi ‘*‘15® out of the world together.” 

Ir The bargain thus made was 

ratified. They procured 
cards, SoEoauB- whistled to his 
Stray y and they all set out 
fr Mg together to the nearest railway 

r ^ station to pick up their victims, 

' I usual method, and 

'' h y thus card-sharpers are manu- 

factured. 

Chaptee hi. 

Nay, tMa is truth, though heart-strings break, 

And youth with gloomy brows hears : — 

Howe'er you try, you shall not make 
Silk purses out of sows' ears. 

“W. Bbauit. SouUtatters. 


oh, the sufteiings that young heart had undergone. Slapped bv present there is absolute redemption. Though a gulf should yawn, 

his n^, reproved by^ his mother, expelled by his sohoolfiiaster, ®y®® J and doing.— Jaxbs. 

Iw the meantime, SoirooTOiT’s oousin, Acis Autiawt, generaUv 
agamet Its feUow-iim and set its jaws toown to his joenlar intimates as Knave Abeast, had ieSTU^g 
^® ® “ iTixnry with his cousin’s weak mother, whom he ^ 0 ^^^ 

™® of suoh lofaons as the worldly-wise marry. To effect this, however, he had been comneUed to tear a 

hisitos H im^S’an^r''*^®^ *® ^ .B^® pi^s. and had, at the same time, r^ed that peace 

®i«®“tieaess of^L^dwW he often gave to 80 ^ 000 ^/ The nnfortSnate 


d^jm'oa . J maxe-np box. It oontamed bitter who should have been friends, the guardian and the ward were 

thm c“d-sharper s p^ of cards. He took always on a hostile footing, wHoh oHythe most V<»n. 11 iTio . 

themont,andthnsBoKOSOT,theexpeTledatheist,madenpMsmmd. oonlihave healed. AoiswMuot liaroy. mentoTgl^ffi^ 

Cbapper II, be was old, be bad no r^artee rea^, and could only speculate 

ft™ many ways, and the proud Hng OMasreeabre fate w;Moh had wm^ himtotake 

often has to bow Ms head before the meek and unassuming ace. pajt lu a modern ^ovel, and had evidently told hiun off to pass away 

her aa., a. a«tor, 1»™ .»u^ 
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about all this. G-i^ys always looked happy; her hair, her mouth, 
her eyes, her ears, even her little unformea nose, all look^ as happy 
as possible. She was a pleasant little patent moraliser, with a double 
escapement action for ereat occasions. On this evening all the 

n ^ * • r 


BUcJi an evening as tms DOBOGrTTN naa seen tnem au yeps ago, ana, 
though he was standing in the garden and all the windows were 
shut, he had heard every single whisper of the fawily conversation. 
The Doctor seemed to be troubled, and Olajots came up to him in | 
her caressing way. ^ ^ i 

“ My dear,” he said, simply, ‘‘ Sobogun’ is in trouble, and we 
must rescue him,” Ko more was said, but the next moment Oladts 
and her father had left by the London express. 

Chapter IY, 

All things are fair that are not dark ; 

Yet all are dark that are not fair. 

And the same eat that slays the lark. 

Itself is often killed by care.— E oheb. 

SoHOGXJH had seen a notice in a radlwaj-camage. “Beware of 
card-sharpers” was printed upon it, and it flashed upon him, with 
the force of a revelationjjhat it must be meant for him. Once more 
he made up his mind. He would fly. Bear lent him a spare pair of 
second-hand wings. He whistled to Ms dog Stray ^ and having 
thrown Haechbe and Eenah out of the window, he flapped twice, 
and then soared up, ^ray following as best he could. It was 
dark, and the clou^ were threatening. Bor a long time he avoided 
them, but at length he fell mto a paftioularly damp one, and would 
inevitably have been drowned, had not the sagacious Stray brought 
men to his assistance. And thus Soeogw, the scoffer,^ the agnostic, 
the moody, gloomy, morose, cast-iron, Roman-faced mvanthrope, got 
home. That same evening he changed his clothes and his character, 
and on the following day married Gladys. 


"QUITE NEW AND ORIGINAL."^ 

The fencing Lecture, entitled. The Story of SwordemaneMp^ seems 
to have been so great a success, last Wednesday, at the Lyceum, as 
to have aroused the ire of some Music-hall Managers, who earnestly 
contend that the Stage of the Theatre, that is, oi the Drama pur et \ 

M simple^ very piue 

used^r misused 
e ^ejt ai]^en^ 

^ba^le ^ ^hj5 

Infants in Arms. B^re, perhaps, in 

keeping with theatrical tradition. We will not give our authority 


SHATCSPEARE AND THE UNMUSICAL GLASSES. 

Mr. Pieebo, in his letter to the D. T., complained that, should the 
Music Halls obtain their wicked way, throng the incompetence of 
the County Council to deal with the matter— (but is not Drxtrio- 
lANTTS a Counti-Counciliarius, and ready to see justice done to the 


poor :i^yer, author, (and Tnauager alike? Sure-ly I)— then a play 
at a Hsul of Music (they used to be “Caves of Harmony” in 
THACinsRAy’s time, and the principal Hall of Music was Sah m atx) 
will be heard between “ a pufl at a cigar and a sip from a glass.” 
Well, but what piece can get on without a puff or so ? Would not 
a good cigar durmg a good piece be an additional “ draw?” We 
have “ Smoking Concerts ” ; why not “Smoking Theatricals ” ? But 
how about the Jbadiee f Years ago there were no smoking-carriages on 
the Railways. And what nowadays is the proportion of mokiuff 
to non-smoking compartments? very small. The Ladies will 
decide this question. Bt^ how about the Actors f In modem pieces 
they never lose an opportunity of smoking. Why shouldn't the cigar 
be introduced into Bhal^earian reviv^ ? Anachronism ix> the 
winds I — ^wMch is a polite way of expressing “Anachronism be 
Mowed!” 'Baccy be Mowed too. Sir Walter R a rwGH would have 
approved its introduction in Elizabethan days. In Twelfth Night for 
examploj the line, “Help me 
to some hght,” is suggestive ; 

so, also, in MacleiK^^ ‘ Give / 

us a light, then” — outcomes 

the cigar. Titus Androni- 

cus might be revived, with ^ 

a view to inaugurating the ^ 

innovation, and the line, 

the production ^ jnsjiv 
a cigar-case in point. 

Hamlet could, perhaps. And 

some authori^ for reading v x 

Ind the^^o&OT im to^ would 

tbni^ you, my Lo]iS, I have % ■ m 

oneofmyown.”3ij. E dward 

Terry has no objection to \ 

Seatre^*^ar^^hb^^Mr Jh^ ** ^ ” 


Infants in Arms. more, perhaps, in 

keeping with theatrical tradition. We will not give our authority 
for tMs statement, but may intimate that that eminent professor of 
the P.R. and P.M.H,A.S.D., known within certain circles as The 
Slogger^ will, at no very ^tant date, give at one of our most popular 
theatres a lecture, the first of a series, on Bugtlism and the Hrama^ 

Tickets, of course, to be obtained at the Box-office. The subject 
of the first Lecture will be Box and Fighting Cocks. 

Among other things the eloquent professor will draw the attention 
of Ms audience to what a change in the Mstory of the Stage, nay, 
perhaps, in the history of the world, would have occurred if to 
Boa?s inquiry as to his pugilistic capacity, Cox had replied, “ I c^ ! ” 
and had there and then thrown Mmsefi, like Mr. Pickwick ** into 
a paralytic attitude,” and exclaimed, “Come on!” an invi- 
tation wMch the challenger would have been bound in honour to 
accept. The Lecturer will practically show how “ to make a Mt,” 
and give an example from the life of the “ early closing movement.” 
The Lecture will be interspersed with songs, such as “ Black Byes 
and Blue Byes^^ ^^Hand and Ghve^^^ Bing I Bing The 
Hymn to Floorer ” a part-song, by four choristers, and Me-iisUp*s 
song ” from Faust. Perhaps me next Lecture on the same’subject 
will be given at TAc Umpire Theatre. 

Ah Old Cry Rbvtvbd [ur^alatable to the French Painters and 
Patriots). — “ Jt Berlin ! d Berlin / ” 


warden drew very weU. However, we ' ve had tMs discussion before. 
Will it end this time, as it has hitherto done, in smoke? Let us 
suppose a Shakspearian play under the proposed conditions ; — 

ScBEB 11. — CapulsGs Garden. After Romeo’s soliloquy ^ which, 
perhaps, has produced a thirstiness among the audience, resulU 
ing in several orders for drinks having heen given, Juliet appears 
on halcony. 

“ Juliet. Ah, me I ” VPopping of corks, and striking of matches. 

* ‘ Borneo. She speaks I 

Fascinating Female Attendant in Stalls. One wMskey, Sir ? 

“ Borneo. Oh, speak again, bright angel I ” 

Thirsty Party in Stalls. ISo ; I said B. and S.— bring it quick. 

“ Borneo {continuing). As is a winged messenger of heaven.” 
Second Fascinating Attendant. WMch Gent ordered ^-i^g ? 
{No one pays any attention. Atten^nt sees a mild man listening as 
earnestly as he can to the play.) Did you order a sling. Sir ? 

Barnest Listener {irritably). No, no — don’t want anything. 
There, I ’ve lost the last part of Romeo’s speech. 

\_Steel8 himself against further distractions, and tries to concen^ 
trate all his attention on the play. 

Juliet. 0, Romeo! Romeo! wherefore art thou, Romeo?” &o. 

“ Borneo {asidd). Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at tMs ? ” 
Bxcited Somebody {in distant Stall, beckoning to Second Attendant). 
Here!- Hi! Here! I ordered gin-sling. 

Second Attendant {much relieved). Oh, yon was it? D’youmind 

stretohin’ across {To gorgeous, eveningly-attired Lady, in row 

between). Beg pardon. 

Gorgeous Lady (horribly disturbed). She’ll spill it — you’ll spill 

it Ctt^rt.ey, why don’t you 

Charles {her Friend). Here I {To Fascinating Attendant as politely 

as possible.) Can’t you go round with it 

A Few Ancient Playgoers. Sssh I Sssh I 

Second Attendant {to distant Customer). I ’ll bring it. ’Souse me. 
\Itetra^es her fascinating steps along front row. Chaffs 
exclamations-— near and distant poppings of corks, striking 
of matches, and other accompammenU to Juliet’s 
speech. 

And so forth, ad libitum. The same thinf going on all over the 
house during the remainder of the Shakspeanan play. 
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She. ** But tott don’t know mt Name 1 "What hate tod put down on tode Cdep f ” 

J3e. I’Ve put down ‘Peael I^eoklacb.’” She. '‘Bdt theeb aeb lots of Peael Necklaces heee 1 
JSe. **Yes ; BDT 1 *vb also pdt down ^ Small and eathbe Tight* — mean the -ZVecedaoe, tod know 1” 


THE GREAT WHALING EXPEDITION. 

Latest Yeesun, 

Si/ Billt (H, Sm-th), the (St. Stephen's) 
Bo sen. " 

’Twas in Ninety One, d^e see, 

Braye boys I 

With SoLLT I did sa-a-a-ail, 

When one Monday night 
We went ont — not to nght, 

But we went for to catch a WluQe. 
Brave boys ! 

We went for to catch a Whale ! 

There was dirty weather about, 

Brave boys I 

TVaffe-winds was blowin^ a ^a-a-a-le. 
When the Skipper sings out, 
As we chopped about. 

My eyes I there goes such a Whale I 
Brave boys ! 

Bear eyes I there goes such a Whale ! 

It were the whoppingest YYhale, 

Brave boys ! 

As ever whisked a ta-a-a-il ; 

In the trough o’ the sea 
It was Labouring free. 

And a lashin’ the waves Eke a flail, 
Brave boys I 

A lashin’ the waves like a flail. 

We had heard o’ that Whale afore, 
Brave boys I 

Says Solly, I’ll go ba-a-a-ail, 

The Bads would roar 
If that monster they sor-r 1 


But toe want to catch that YYhale, 

Brave boys I 

We want to catch that Whale I 

“ Young Geandolph* has kep’ a look-ou^ 
Br^ive boys I 

Wich it weren’t of no awa-a-a-il. 

Brum Joey’*, no doubt, 

Is a-oruisiu’ about, 

Bat they mustn’t .catch that Whale, 

Brave boys ! 

No, they mustn’t catch that Whale.” 

There was only me and Solly, 

Brave boys I 

In that boat, with never a sa-a-a-il ; 

And, it may seem folly, 

But we both was jolly, 

Por we meant for to catch that Whale, 
Brave boys I 

We meant for to catch that Whale ! 

No harpoon, or such tackle toe took, 

Brave hoys! 

For we knowed they was no ava-a-a-il, 

No, we went for to look 
For that YYhale— a hooJc. 

That ’fl how we went for that Whale, 

Brave boys I 

That ’s how we went for that YYhale I 

We knowed that a sprat was the bait, 

Brave boys I 

What was never knowed for to fa-a-a-il. 

So the sprat I throwed, 

Whilst SoLLT, he rowed, 

* Supposed to be rival whaling captains. 


That ’s how we angled for that Whale, 

Brave boys I 

That ’s how we angled for that Whale I 

, He lashed, and he dashed, and he splashed, 
Brave boys I 

And he spouted on a werry big sca-a-a-le. 
But the skipper, he still held on, 
And that sprat what I have teUed on, 
I dangled,— for to catch that Whale, 

Brave boys I 

I dangled,— for to catch that Whale I 

** Strike I tarn yer winch, pull in yer line ! 
Brave boys 1 

(Sings out Solly) and yer prize you’ll 
na-a-a-il!” 

Then a rummy thing did ’appen 
Wich amazed me and the Cap’en ; 

I struck,— but so did that YYhale, 

Brave boys ! 

I struck — so did that YYhale ! 

We found he was the better at a Strike, 

-It TT ^Jf^tveboysl [ta-a-a-il. 

hxxwisk ! He hit us such a waUop with his 
With my hook, sprat, tackle too 
He j ust vanished from our view. 

So — we havenH yet caught that Whale, 

Brave boys I 

No, — toe havenH yet caught that Whale ! 

Shipping iNrELiiGBNCE,— The name of the 
“uaknovn steamer laden with] garni and 
ivory,” reported ai having paised down tbe 
Congo last week, has been discovered to be 
The Dentist. 





SPRAT TO CATCH A WHALE! 
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THE LATEST IN TBIEQEAMS. 

{See Daily Papers passing ) 

[All feom the Kazzle-Dazele -Agbnct,] 

HujsjLJSY^-AirsiB 3 F^irtwry 28. 

An extraordinary incident has just stirred tii»«e heart of this 
popnlons Western centre to its depths. Sc^me Aziteen years ago 
Colonel Zachaet B. Dibss^ one of tte most pronuBiient citizens of 
Hnkiewankie (then a mere^coHeotion of log-inmts), dfisappeared with- 
out leaving any address to whieh. his letters and popers were to he 
forwarded. Mrs. Bibbs, who was then ahon^fc to gr^w hh^h to the 
seventh scion of the house of Bibbs, was inconsok'hle, and ordered 
the fish-ponds in the^ vicinity to he subjected to a rigorous 
scrutiny. All her conjugal efforts proved dErxiitlesss, the Tniflaing 
Colonel was nowhere to he found, an^ after ea decent interval spent 
in the wearing of widow’s weeds, Mjs. Debs was led. to the local 
registrar’s oflS.ce hy Sheriff's Bepnty Oblanbo T. STmucwafLES. Time 
went on, and five flouiislt^g Stettgoueses were added hy the former 
Mrs. Bibbs to the population of the town. OiinnirsdaB.yl8L8t, however, 
Colonel Bibbs was discovered by his eldest, «on, Mr. Jbjbniah N. 
Bibbs, the well-known notary puhlie, sitting! dn riis fewiiliar seat in 
the Fifth Street Saloon, drinking inm-sliniD ont of a tniabler. An 
explanation followed. Sheriff’s Beputy Sieid^ggies, im the hand- 
somest manner, offered to resign all claim to the pooseasion of the 
Colonel’s spouse. The Colonel, however, wowald neotheax of this. 
Fin^y it was decided to spin a five-doUaor green-bfifcok for the lady. 
An inopportune gust of wina, however, carried oiff th^ fateful money, 
and the momentons question is sffl undecided, Wb Lionel has 
announced his intention of oontinuing a bachelor, e'weu if he has to 
fight the matter up to the Supreme Court, aad a Isrge majority of 
the inhabitants of the town are wilHng to eup^poit h^iTii, wi^ a view 
to maWr.g this a test case. March 2. 

Testeedat, as one of the chief tiger-punreyors of this oify was 
engaged in exercising his troupe of fiery, uxitame«d tigers, in the 
main street, two of the ferocious animals eseaped from the string 
which has usually been found BUjOSLcieiLt for thesii confinement. 
A general stampede of the inhabitants inuu^diateMy followed, the 
majority finding refuge in the bar of the reoemtly constructed Hotel 
Columbia. Mayor mabbebiet and tins andaUe comsoit were, how- 


ever, not so fortunate.1 The Mayor, being shortsighted, mistook the 
two denizens of the jungle for a couple of performing poodles, to 
whose trai’niug he had devoted much of his leisure, and who, as it 
happened, were at that precise moment expected on their return 
from the post-ofidoe, with the Mayor’s mail m their mouths — a trick 
which had often amused the Mayor’s friends. Mir. Mabbebley 
advanced to stroke his supposed pets, and was much surprised to find 


victim, had she not, with extraordinary presence of mind, declared 
herself dead the moment the animals approached her. Tms deceit 
(which, however, has been the subject of grave censure in many 
pulpits,) saved her life. Maddened by the taste of blood, the tigers 
next attacked Mr. Jiabtat’s grocery store. Here, however, they met 
their match in an army of Gorgonzola cheeses, which broke from 
their shelves, attacked the intruders with wonderful fury, and in 
ten minutes had so far subdued them that their owner was able to 
recapture them, and lead them home. The obsequies of Mr. Mabbee- 
ley’s shoes and his umbrella — aU that was left of the unhappy M^or 


The funeral cortege took an hour to pass a given point. "Widow Mad- 
BEELEY proposes to sue the owner of her late husband’s assassins. 

LynokvIjlt.e, March 3. 

Two brothers, named respectivelj John and Thomas, q^uarrelled 
here yesterday about the ownership of a clasp-knife. They drew 
their revolvers at the same instant, and fired at a distance of two 
paces. Strangely enough the two deadly bullets met in the air, and, 
their force being exactly equal, they stopp^ dead and dropped to 
the ground, whence they were afterwards picked up and presented 
to the trustees of the Lynchville Museum of Fine Art. Notihing 
daunted, the fraternal contestants set to work with their bowie- 
knives, and were only separated after John had inflicted on Thomas 
ten mortal wounds and received from him one less. It is generally 
admitted that nothing could have been fairer than the conduct of 
the police, who formed a cordon round the duellists, and thus pre- 
vented the fussy interference which has so often brought siTnila-r affairs 
to a premature terminatiou. The two cofiSns are to be of policed 
walnut-wood, and will be provided by the Friendly Society to which 
the two deceased belonged, as a last mark of affection and regard. 
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«LA EIXE.” 

(imSH DONNTBROOK YEESION.) 

Aie — ‘ * PacMngtorCs Pownd?^ 

Oirish Gentleman loquitur 
Spilt eliairs fallen, and scattered tables,— 

That ^s Oirish shindy, me bhoys, all over I 
“ Union of Hearts ” and such plisant fables. 

Won’t greatly hamper the free-f eight lover. 

What do yon mean, 

Ye paltry spalpeen ? 

^ True Oirish hearts from Old England to wean ? 

Faix, not a bit of it I We ’ll jist have none of it ! 

They ’re foighting frindly, and jist for the fnn of it ! 

There ’s bonld Paknell, he looks fierce and fell, 

Wid his savage face, and his snickersee steely. 

Faix, wouldn’t he loike that same to stroike 
All into the ^zard of Misther Healt ? 

He looks so sullen 
At the pair a pullin’ 

At his sinewy arm, and his onset mullin’ I 
That thraitor, Tim. he ’d be having his will on, 

But for tearful O’EniEir, and dismal Dillon. 

As for tarin’ Tim, he ’d be hot at Aim, 

Wid his ready sword from its scabbard flashin’ I 
But that meddlin’ Justin will be a thrustin’ 

Himself betune ’em, the duel dashin’ ! 

Ooh, I assure ye, 

Hor judge nor jury 

^ Could abate their ardour, or assuage their f ary. 

Faix, Mount Yaysuvius, wid its fiame and smother, 

Must take a back sate — ^whin they get at each other ! 

Glib ! a rale iniotion hath a swate seduction, 

For us Oirish, Bull, though it mayn’t be your way. 
Paenell ’s a rum fish, and he seems to “ scumfish ” 

That Grand Gold Gintleman paping in at the doorway. 

Ye may call it “ JEiara,” 

Though I can’t quite fix 

Its mayning ; a plague on all polyglot thrioks I 
Sthapd asoide, G’Beien, Dillon, McCaethv! 

Let ’em foight it out— shure that’s Oirish and hearihy I 

ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

ExTEAOTED PROM THE DiAEY OP TOBY, M.P, 

^ 'House of Commons^ Monday^ February 23— House empty to- 
night. ^ Even the fog keeps out ; nothing more important under con- 
sideration than Army Vote, including expenditure of £5,632,700. 
‘ ‘ And precious little too,” says Colonel 
LAUTflEj^^d^g sentry march in the 

labour of all classes bu^ one paid on 
higher scale than it used to be ; but 
Tommy Atkins and his Colonel getting 
just the same now as they did twentv 
years ago, when living was much 
cheaper. There ought to be a rise all 
round, and so there would be, if the 
Army, following example of other 
organised bodies of day labourers, 
were to strike ; think I ’ll mention it 
at Mess; shoiud begin at the top. 

Why shouldn't the Colonels and 
Generals assemble in their hundreds, 
march to Hyde Park, where H.R.H. 
would address them from a stoutly- 
made tub ? Moral ’ effect would be 
enormous; shall certainly mention it 
at Mess. Perhaps, could get some 
practical hints from John Borns.” 

These remarks dropped by the Colo- 
nel before debate opened. During its 
progress received support from un- 
expected quarter. Haetington, sud- 
denly waking up from usual nap on 
IVont Bench, wanted to know when 
War Office is going to carry out re- 
commendation of Boyal Commission 
on re-organisation of Haval and Military Departments ? Stanhope 
sard ev^thing turned upon vacancy in post of Commander-in- 
Chief , When that berth empty, the machine would move. Ho chance 




AN IMPORTANT PERSON. 

•* Is Dr, Jones in Town ? ” 

“Yessie. Have you an* Appoinimbnt?" 

‘*Ho ; I DID NOT THINK IT NECESSARY. ThE LAST TIME I CALLED 

I HAD NO Appointment, and saw him without any difpiculty,” 
Possibly so, Sir. I daresay I wasn't busy that MorninoI” 


of immediate vacancy ; the Dook very comfortable where he is ; not 
the .sort of man to retire in face of enemy. The only way to carry 
out scheme recommended by Commissioners after prolonged inquiry 
was to get rid of the Dock, 

“I do trust,” said Stanhope, winWug at the Strangers’ Gallery, 
“that the public will not interfere in this matter. They have had 
the Eeport of the Commission in their hands for months. They 
have taken no notice of it, or any action upon it. 1 do hope, now 
their attention has been called to the matter by my noble and 
Eadical friend opposite, they will not get up a fuss and insist that 
necessary ^d important reforms in the Army shall not be indefinitely 
po8t{>oned in order that the Dock may draw his salary and enjoy his 
position. If the neat mass of public opinion outside the Army 
plainly declared their wishes in that direction, we should have to 
yield ; hut, as I said before,” and once more the Secretary furtively 
dropped his left eyelid as he looked up at the Straugrera’ Gallery, “ I 
hope the public not change their attitude on this subject.” 

“That’s all very weE,” said Laurie, who had now entered the 
House. “ But it seems to me that when H.E.H. reads this curious 
speech, he ’ll he more inclined to fall in with our movement. In my 
mind’s eye, I can already see him on the tub in Hyde Park, 
haranguing the mob of Colonels from under an umbrella.” 

Business clone.— Army Estimates in Committee. 


Ttteaclay.— Decidedly a Labour night, with Capital incidentally 
mentioned. First, Gld MoRATTTYannonnoes, appointment of Eoyal 
Commission to inquire into relations between Capital and Xabour. 
His placid mind evidently dis^rbed by undesirable ooinoidence. On 
Saturday night, Grandolph,' suddenly remembering he had con- 
stituents at West Paddington^ took a penny Eoad Car, and paid 
them visit. Delivered luminous speech on things in general. 
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BeocHDomezided appointment of Royal Commission on relations 
between Labour andCapitaL To xi'ninstmcted mind looks uncom- 
monly like as if MiTiisters, reading this speech on Monday morning, 
had said to each other, “ Halloa 1 here ’s Raotolph in the field again. 
Says we must have Labour CornTnission ; suppose we must.” 

Nothing of the kind happened. Cabinet Council met at noon on 
Saturday and decided upon Royal CoTimni«sion. G-eaitdoi^h: didn’t 
speak for some hours later. Odd that he should have hit on this 
CfeminiRsion busines ; just like his general awkwardness of inter- 
ference. Must prevent all possibility of mistake ; so Old Mokat.ttv, 
in annoxmcing Commission, innocently, but pointedly, stops by the 
way to mention that Ministers had decided upon it “last Saturday.” 

Wish Orandolfh had been here; would like to have seen the 
twinkle in his eye when he heard tMs little noint made. But 
G-baitdolph: busy down by the Locks, picking up his outfit. Secret 
of the sudden and si^rising growth of the beard out now. Q-eakdolph 
off to the gold-digMgs, and beard usually worn there. Hardly knew 
him when I looked in the other day at Connaught Place ; trying on 
his new things ; pair of rough xmpofished boots coming over his knees ; 
belt round fis waist holding up his trousers and conveniently sus- 
pending jaeknife, tin patjTiikin, and water-bottle. “Por use on the 
voyage,” he explfidns. Then a flannel shirt open at the neck ; a wide- 
awake cocked on one side of his head ; and a pickaxe on his shoulder. 

“I’m tired of civilisation, Toby, and I am off to the digghis. 
Leave you and Old Mouat.tty, and the Mautttss, and Jacoby 
to look after politics. As for me, I’m going to look for gold. 
I ’m not rushing blindfold into the matter. I *ve studied it with 
highest and Ihe deepest authorities— and what do I learn ? Native 
gold is found crystc^sed in the forms of the octahedron, the cube, 
and the dodecahedron, of which the cube is considered as the 
primary form. It also occurs in filiform, capillary, and arborescent 
shapes, as likewise in leaves or membranes, and rolled masses. It 
offers no indications of internal structure, but, on being separated 
by mechanical violence, exhibits a hackly fracture. Its colour com- 
prises various shades of gold yellow. Its specific gravity varies from 
14*8 to 19*2. It is commonly alloyed by copper, silver, and iron, in 
very small proportions. I mean, L I may say so, to unalloy it” : 
and, swin^g the pick round his head with a dexterity that testihed 
to hiatural aptitude combined with diligent practice, G^e^dolph 
chipped a fragment out of the marble mantelpiece, and, picking it 
up, ea|:erly examined it, as if in search of a hackly fracture. 

I wished him good luck, and went 
back to the House, where I found Bld- 
DULPBC smiling behind Speaxeu’s chair, 
watching Atkiksois’ iUustratiDg the work- 
ing of his Luration of Speeches Bill by 
ringing a mujGBiu-bell, borrowed from a 
Ck>nstituent. 

Bitdness dane^ — Miscellaneous. 

Thursday . — Should have been at work 
to-night on Army Estimates ; but things 
s^tti^ a Uttle mixed. Nearly 150 Mem- 
bers picknicking at Portsmouth ; all the 
Colonels, Ihe Bo’suns, the Captains, and 
the Admirals. 

“ Capital opportunity to get on with 
the Estimates,” Jacksoit whispered in 
Old Mobalety’s ear, 

“No,” said that pink of chivalry, “I 
will never take mean advantage of a 
man, even of an Admiral. Let us put on 
the Eactories and Workshops Bill ; won’t 
take long ; keep us going till they get 
back from Portsmouth.” 

So Hoioe Seoeetaky moved Second 
Reading. “ Mere formality, you know,” 
he explained; “ shall refer Bill to Com- 
mittee on Trade, and there it will be 
thrashed out and shaped.” But flood- 
gates once opened not easily shut. The 
Eactories and Workshops mean the 
Working-Man ; Working-Man has Yote ; mu * v n 1 

. Generd Election not far off ; must show • 

Working-Man who ’s his tme friend. Everybody his tme friend. 

I Speeches by the dozen; Comptox, after long sitting in patient 
i attitude at last caught Speaxee’s eye. “ A milk-and-water Bill,” 
jhe scomfolly characterised Home Seceetaey’s measure. 

! **AhI CoMPTOx knows what the Working-Man likes,” said 
i Wupeid Lawsoit, “ A rum-and-milk Bill is more to his taste.” 

Lyok Playpaie delivered one of his Inminons Lectures ; full of 
refereuce to “certifying surgeons,” and “half-time children.” 

“ What ’s a half-time child ? ” I asked Cakpsell-Banxeeman*. 

“Eanoy it’s one prematurely bom,” he whispered back. “But 
really don’t know; noton in this scene ; ask Mxjitdella or pleeoeman.” 

Lyon* Playpaib knew all about it and much else. 



“ Wonderful man 1 ” said the Member for Saex, gazing admiringly 
on his massive brow. “ Always reminds me of what Sydmtby Smith 
said about another eminent person. ‘Look at my little friend Jep- 
PEBY. He hasn’t body enough to 
cover his mind decently with. His 
intellect is indecently exposed.’ ” 

Business done. — Eactory and 
Workshops Bill read a Second Time. 

Friday. — Peovahd brought on 
Motion raising vexed question of 
Taxation of Land. Old Moeality 
always on look-out to do kind thing ; 
thought this would be good oppor- 
tunity of trotting out Chaplin ; 
had no chance of distinguishing 
himself since he became Minister. 

So Chaplin put up: made melli- 
fluous speech. Unfortunately, 

Mr. G. present ; listened to Chap- 
lin with suspicious suavity; fol- 
lowed him, and, as Jemmy Low- 
THEB puts it, “ turned him inside 
out, and hung him up to dry.” 

Played with him like a oat with a 
mouse ; drew him out into damag- 
ing statements ; then danced on 
his prostrate body. About the 
worst quarter of an hour Chaplin 
ever bad in House, with Joxbm on 
one side of him, and Old Moea- 
lity on other, tossing about on Waiting for Opportunity, 
their seats, exchanging groans and glances, while Chaplin mopped 
the massive brow on wMoh stood forth iridescent gleams of moisture. 

“Meant it aU for the heat,” said Old Moeality; “but wbo’d 
have thought of Mr. G. being here ? Chaplin’s a great Minister of 
Agriculture ; but, when it comes to questions of finance, not quite 
on a par with Mr, G.” Business done. — House Counted Out. 

CHAMBERS IN ST. JAMES’S STREET. 

The Idler, by Haddon Chambees, is real good play, thoroughly 
interesting from the rising to the setting of the Curtain. The parts are 
artistically adjusted, the dialogue unforced, the acting un-stagey, and 
the situations powerfully dramatic. The climax is reached at ths 
“ psychological moment,” and the Curtain descends upon all that a 
sympathetic audience can possibly desire to know of what must be once 
and for all the story of a life-time. “ The rest is silence.” Through- 
out the play there is no parade of false sentimentality, no tawdry 
virtue, no copy-book morality, no vicious silliness ; and, so well con- 
structed is the plot, that there is no need of a wearisome extra Act, 
by way of postscript, to tell us how all the oharaoters met again at the 
North Pole or Land’s End ; how everybody explained everything to 
everybody else ; how the Idler, becoming a busy-body, married the 
widow of Sir John Harding^ M.P., who had had the misfortune to be 
drowned out shrimping ; and how many other matters happened for 
which the wearied audience would not care one snap of the finger and 
thumb. On another occasion I shall have something to say about the 
acting, which, as far as the men are concerned, has certainly not been 
equalled since the days of Peril. The St. James’s is in for a good 
tmng with The Idler ; and at this moment I may say, I would be 
Alexandee were I not, briefly, Diogenes “The Tubman,” B.C.L. 

Acteng— ON A Suggestion.— -TAe Woman, always well informed, 
tells us on Eebrnary 26, that, “ owing to numerous applications,” 
Mr. 0. T. Geein is negotiating for the Royalty Theatre, in order to 
give another Ibsenian performance. Now this is exactly what we 
suggested in onr number for Eebruary 14. If the date suits; we will 
go and see Ghosts, and, if we succeed in keeping np onr spirits after 
seeing Ghosts, we will give a candid opinion on the performance of 
the piece which hitherto we know only in print. En attendant, we 
shall have something to say about the recent performance of that 
piece of Ibsenity A DolVs Mouse — ^in onr next. 

What ’s in a Name ? — On the recent occasion of the Gueen’s 
visit to Portsmouth, no one of the officials seems to have been more 
on the alert and more generally alive than Mr. Deadman, ihe Chief 
Constructor of the Yard. 

“En iteeum Cbispinus I ou the real distinotion 
between Theatres and Music Halls— 

“ To B, (and S.) or not to B. (and S.) that is the question! ” ^ 

Happy Peospeot. — The Wild Birds, if the Bill for their protec- 
tion becomes law, will remember the Session of 1891 as a year of 
Pease and Guiet. 



0^®* NOTICE. — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompani^ by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper* To this ruld 
there will be no exception » . 
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No. III.— The Biographer. 

We will ask yon, reader, this w’eek, to compel yonr fancy to take 
a further flight, and kindly imagine yonrsefi a worthy merchant, 
who has exchanged the turmoil of Citv-life for the elegant leisnre 
of a snbnrban Tilla— let ns say at Nqrw 9 od. Ton are in yonr 
dining-room, exarnining the sky, and thinking that, if the weather 
^ holds np, yon will take your big dog out 

presently for a run before InncK when yon 
are told that a gentleman is in the study 
who wishes to see yon * ‘ on particular hnsi- 
ness.” The yery word excites yon, not 
rmpleasantly, nor do yon 
whether it is Chnrch- 
warden’s hnsiness, or the 
'1 1 District Board, or the Connty 

J I Council— it is enough that 

i yonr experience and prac- 

/ tical knowledge of aSairs 

^ ^ request— and, better 
H some- 

f thing to do. So, after a 
delay due to yonr own im- 
portanoe, yon march into 
/ study, and find a brisk 

I stranger, with red whiskers 

if ^ fla3:ible mouthy ab- 

|| ^^t^ *th 

« Tour Viator has his Note-book out.” k p^’^^he 

says. ‘‘Just so. Well, Mr. Varh Laije, I consider myself 
extremely fortunate in finding yon at home, I assure yon, and a 
ye]gr oharming place yon have here — abundant evidence of a rejined i 
ana cultivated mind, excellent selection of our best-known writers, 
everything, if I may say so, elegant in the extreme— as was .to be 
expected I Even from the cursory glimpse I have had, I can see 
that yonr interior would lend itself admirably Ik) picturesque des- 
cription— which brings me to the object of my visit. I have called 
upon yon, Mr. Lane, in the hope of eHciting yonr syinpathy and 
patronage for a work I am now compiling — a work which will, I 
am confident, commend itself to a gentleman of yonr wide culture 
and interest in literary matters.” (^Sere you will look as judicial as 
you can, and harden your heart in advance against a new JEncy~ 
clopcedia, or an illustrated edition of Shaxspearb’s works^ “ The 
work I allude to, Mr. Lane, is entitled, Notable Nonentities of 
Norwood and its Ne^hbourhood^'* {Here you will nod gravely, 
rather taken by the title,) “ It will he published very shortly, by 
subscription, Mr. Lane, in two handsome quarto volumes, got np 
in the most sumptuous style. It is a work which has been long 
wanted, and which, I venture to predict, will be very widely read. 
It is my ambition to make it a complete biographical compendium 
of every living celebrity of note residing at Norwood at the present 
date. It will he embeUished with copious illustrations, priated by 
an entirely new process u^on India and Japanese paper ; everything 
I —type, ink, paper, binding, will be of the best proonrable; the 
publishers being determined to spare no expense in making it a 
book of reference superior to anything of the kind previously 
attempted I ” {As he pauses for breath, you wiU take occasion to 
observe, that no doubt such a work, as he contemplates, will he an 
excellent thing— -but that, for your own part, you can dispense with 
any information respecting the Notabilities of Norwood, and, in 

short, that if he will excuse you ) 

Pardon me, Mr. Lane,” he interrupts, yon mistake my object. 

I should not dream of expecting yon to subscribe to such a work. 
But, in my capacity of compiler, I naturally desire to leave nothing 
undone that care and research can effect to render the work complete 
—and it would he incomplete indeed, were it to include no reference 
to so distinguished a resident as yourself ! ” (*‘ Oh, pooh — nonsensePJ 
You will say at this— but you will sit down again,) “Norwood is 
a singularly favoured locaUty, Sir ; its charms have induced many 
of our foremost men to select it for their rus in urhe. Why, in 

in^this very road ^May I ask, by the way, if you are acquainted 

with Alderman Mincjng? Alderman Mincing has "^en good 
enough to furnish me with many interesting details of his personal 
career, a photo-gravnred portrait of him will be included, with 
views of the interior and exterior of * The Dmggeiies,’ and a bit 
from the back-garden.” (You do know Mincing— anrf you cannot 


help inwardly wondering at the absurd vanity of the man — a mere 
nobody, away from the City !) “ Between ourselves,” says yonr 
interviewer, candidly, having possibly observed yonr expression, 
“I am by no means sure that I shall feel warranted in allotting 
Alderman Mincing as much space as I fear he will oonsider himself 
entitled to. Alderman Mincing, though a highly respectable man, 
does no^ apjpeal to the popular imagination as others I could mention 
do — he is just a little conunonplaoe I ” {^'Shrewd feUow, thisP^ 
you think to yourself — Oot Mincing’s measure/^*) “But I 
should feel it an honour, indeed, if such a man as yourself, now, 
would give me all the personal information you think proper to 
make public, while, as a specimen of what Norwood can do in 
luxurious and artistic domestic fittings, this house, Sir, would he 

invaluable! I do trust that you will see your way to ” (At 

jirst, you suggest that you must talk it over with your Wife — but you 
presently see that if Mincing and men of that calibre are to be in 
this, you cannot, for your own sake, hold aloof, and so your Visitor 
soon has his note^book out,) “Any remarkable traits recorded of 
you as an infant, Mr. Lane ? A strong aversion to porridge, and 
an antipathy to black-beetles— both of which you still retain? 
Thank you, very much. And I 

you were educated ? At Dal- vjpk j 

borough Grammar School ? Just 

so/ Never took to Latin, or y \ 

learned Greek ? Commercial \ 

aptitudes declaring themselves 

thus early — curious, indeed! ^ \ 

Entered your father’s ofBLce as 

clerk? Became a partner? ^ 1^ 

Married yonr present lady — 
when? In 1860? Exactly!— 

and have offspring? Tour • P 

subsequent life comparatively 

uneventful? That will do ad- / j pfc 

mirably — infinitely obliged to 

yon, I am sure. It would he 

useless to ask you if you would 

care to have a copy of the work, ^ //>f / ////fj 

^ when issued, forwarded to you In 

—we can do it for you at the IV 

very nominal sum of two y] 

guineas, if paid in advance — 

a gratifying possession for your rjj’ 

cMliren after you have gone, \ I 

Mr. Lane! I / | ^ 

may A J 

copies?” (0» y 

second thoughts, / w W | 

you do order two //Wm mil H if 1 

copies ; you can f Wy'I In I I 

send one out ^ to f k ^ If |> I 

your married si I 

Sister in Austra-* / X M / 

lia — it will amuse 1 J 

her!) “One, two, ^ 

three, fotn: gui- 

“You may bare to wait” 

andfyou shall have an early opportunity of revising a proof, and we 
will send down a competent arust, in a day or two, to take the pho- 
tographs. I Quite an agreeable change in the weather, is it not? 
Good day!” 

He is gone,* leaving you to wait for the proof, and the photo 
grapher, and the appearance of that great work, Notable Nonentities 
of Norwood,— evA it is not at all -nnUkely that you may have to 
wait a^considerahle time. 

lago on the Great Sermon Question. 

Goon name in Mayor or Parson, dear my public, 

Is the immediate jewel of tbeir souls. 

Who steals my sermon, steals trash ; ’tis something, nothing ; 
^Twas mine, ’tis his, and has been mouthed by dozens; 

But he who “ splits” on me as plagiarist, 

Eobs me of that which is no good to him, 

And leaves me poor— in credit. 

** Wherever we Wanebr,” &c. — new book of advice for 
intending Travellers has recently been published, entitled, “ Where 
to StayP It is boih ornamental and useful ; but so much depends 
on ways and means, that, after careful consideration, ilfr. Punch, 
when asked “ Where to Stay,^^ considers the safest answer will ■ 
always be, “ At hotneP 
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“CHUCKED!” 

PThe^ohnaieiB gie in Mmternaaon, the Chamber haying yesterday (Feh. 28), by 330 Votes to 144, rejected a Bill Jfet^’^^laved Am* ^ 

having pledged itself to enforce Wlaw against gam^linV’-rimc famed ifw for 

And wot’s it mean, arter 



/ 


y 




1 










TheSookU , "Ali bioht. Mossoo. I’m oit to Ekoljusd 1 Thebe's eo Puce like ’Ome 1 ” 


(Extraei e / Le ^ frm . Dicky Liddlttm, Boohmakw , FwrU to 

^Bounding Bob, dzYto, iVewmarjtci.) ’ 

♦nn'u V. Jisre aOTeaw to he as decidedly hup as' the 

alf ThMirbt^JrfT®' Mossoos, after 

^ teaghfc ’em a hit about Ler Sport by this 

Ko^TiVennbV^i®®ii^®i; ^5®’ ?“®f *■ ^'’^^PToo, always a Poll^ool 
f Werstauds a ’Oss. or knows ’ow to 

a L ^ P "Wot with County 

“d Swells who do theDete^m 

?Sfesa nf \ cl to do a nice Kttle flutter- 

fWh i ^ •* •’ Stock-Eiohaiige spekkylator, or a hin- 
mdteiVtsT Ameneau Mines. JThen he can plunge, and hedge, 
as mxioh as he’s a mind tn. •Wonder 
tte I^renoh Eotp-so ’ud get along without a bit 

tiie pitoh-and-toss barney, as eyery man as w a men finds the 


mean, 

aU ? Why, ‘ Fanghti- 
ness, except for thelSTobs ! ’ 
That’s about the exact 
size of it, and it’s blazing 
beastly. Bob ! 

“ Only one of the dashed 
Deppyties talked a mossel 
o’ sense, fur as J see. A 
certain Mossoo dee Kek- 
JEGU, a Eepublican, too, 
bless bis boko I said as 
‘races were essential to 
’orsebreedingr, and that 
without betting there 
would be no races,’ 0 K. 
you are, Mossoo dee K. ! 
And then they np and 
obuok bus Bookies ! JS-o 
bookies, no betting; no 
betting, no races ; no 
racing, no ’osses ; no’ osses, 
no notbinki That’s bow 
it runs, Bob, or I’m a 
sossidge I 

“ But this here bloomin’ 
Republiok is too rediklns 
for anytbink. Look at the 
kiddish kick-up along o’ 
the visit of the Hempresa I 
Why, if we >ad that 
duffer, BEEonIjDE, on 
ITewmarket ’Eath, we 
should just duck him in a 
’orsepond, like a oopped 
Welsber. Here they wash- 
up him, or else knuckle 
under to bitn, like a skeery 
Coster’s missus when her 
old mau’s on the mawl, 
and feels round arter her 
ribs with his bloomin’ bigb- 
lows, That^s yer bigh- 
polite Erencb Artists and 
brave hookv - hanisbin’ 
Bippyties! Yah I 

“ ’OwTsomever, I suppose. 
Bob, I must clear out of 
this. Mossoo CoNSTANS, be 
said, ‘ if the Bill were 
carried there would be an 
end to bookmakers.’ And 
it wae carried, by 340 mugs 
against 144 right ’uns. 
And arter all me and my 
sort has done for Parry I 
It’s mean, that’s wot it is. 
Bob. P’raps they ’ll chuck 
British next! Much 
good their Grong Pree, 
ancetrer, will be Men, my 
boy. Our ’osses, our joc- 
keys, and onr bookies has 
bin the making of Erench 


Si. , .... Dinxne maKing ot Brencn 

there ’s bin out of it. take it 
Leagues o’ Patriots, 

audmleso’huUymrds, and Cook’s Tourists and Awful Towers do 
» loader P We shall see ! Ah, Madame lor 

UepMltch, maybe you’ll he sorry, you aud your hullyin’ joudarms, 
lor chucking o me afore you ’re thorougb. As Ma t Mopus put it:— 
H was all werry well to dissemble yer love, 

Hut wy did yer kick me down-stairs ? 

PaS a J probably see yer next week, 

Season’s at ’and I Arter all, there’s 

no place like ’ome ! Kbl— 

BuUyvards tbo’ we may roam. 

Be it hew so foggy, there ’s no place like ’ome ; 

A smile from the Swrells seems to ’allow sport there, 

Wioh, 1(^ where you will, isn’t met with elsewhere. 

, Ome, ’ome, Sweet, sweet ’ome. 

Be it hever so fog-bound, there’s no place like ’ome I 
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A hexile from Parry, I ’m off o’er the main ; 

Ab. ! give me my native Kewmarkit again ; 

The mngs, smiling sweetly, wot come at my bawl, 

Give me these, and the “ pieces,” far dearer than all. 

^Ome, ’ome, 

Sweet, sweet ’ome, 

With HATVEa*, Low'i\n>«a, Cbaplut, there’s no place 
like ’ome. 

Mean to sing that at onr next * Smoker,’ Bob. 

But till then, Ta— tal I ” 

♦ Which gentleman declined to find out for Mr. Samuel 
Smith, “ what proportion betting messages bear to the other 
telegrams transmitted by the Post-office Department.*' 

Desdemona to the Author of Dorian Gray.” 

{Apropos of his paragraphic Preface.) 

“ These are old fond paradoxes, to make boys crow 
V the Clnb comer. What miserable praise hast thou 
for him that ’s fonl and foolish ? ” 

Something m a. ITame.— A recent theatrical an- 
nouncement informed us that a new comedy would be 
produced from the pen of a Mr, Henet Dam. If snc- 
oessful, imagine the audience calling for the Author 
by name. If a triumph, the new &ama1ist will be 
mown as “ The big, big D.” 

By a Tired and Cynical Critic of Current 
Piction. 

A “ School for Novelists,” they say, has risen. 

A School ? What ’s really wanted is a Prison. 

Life-long confinement far from pen and ink 
Might cure the crowd of fictionists, I think, 

Or, if by Lessons you’d arrest the blight, 

Go teach the I^ovelist how not to write I 

Athletics.— It is said that the County Council are 
resolved to forbid the popular feats of raising heavy 
weights, upon theground that it may lead to shoplifting. 

WoBKiNG AEn Plating Bees.— X ady J3-ouniiful 
first, at the Garrick, and Lady Blatter at riiePrihoess’s. 

day, and, above all things, to keep your head cool. I don’t tbinV I 
THE PIEST ACT — AIS TD THE LAST# have anything more to add, Atxins. I have made myself pretty 

{A DepaHmert^l Tragi-Oomed,/, in active m^rsdl.) ^ AOiins (with a grin). 'Ees, Sir !. 

Act I, — The Scene represents the Interior of a Military Instruction Military Instructor. And there is nothing more you wish to ask 
Boom, Black Boards^ on which are displayed adoanced me? 

ProUems and Calculations in the Higher Mathematics^ and Tommy Atkins {jstill grinning). Noa, Sir I 

various ScientificCharts cover the Walls. Models of mechanical Military Instructor. Ah I well then, good morning. I trust you 

contrivances and machinery used in the construction complicated will find it, what they assure me it is, — a most serviceable weapon. 
Small Arms approved iy the Authorities^ are scattered about Tommy Atkins {saluting). ’£es, Sir I ^ 

in every direction. Tommy Atkins is discovered^ giving his best [Bxit^ still grinning as Act’-Drop descends, 

attention to the conclusion of a very lengthy but rather abstruse Act TL — The Scene represents a Field of Battle {after the fight) in 
explanatory Lecture. the immediate neighbourhood of London. Tommy Atkins and 

Military Lwtructor (who has been for an hour and a half ex- th» Militaw Instootor Recovered ihmg badly w^r^ed amidst a 

plaining the intricate mechanism of the new Magazine Rifle^ hsap of the slaxn. A J^ropean War having broken out 

finally approaching the end of his subject). Well, as I have fuUy denly, from which the Country could not escape, and the Fleet 

explained before, but may state once more, so as to firmly impress at the last moment .finding that ithadonly half its proper supply 

it on yonr memory, yon will bear in mind that the cylindrical 9'^^% Gnd that the very few of these which did not burst at the 

portion will be shortened in front, the end of the rib being provided itrst shot had ^munition promded /or them that was two sizes 

with tooth underneath, and stud on top, both studs on rib to have ipo large, the Country is invaded, while a Committee of B^erts 

undercut grooves, a small keeper-screw, and holt-head for cover, settle on a suitable cartridge for the new M^a^ 

being added, while the cooking-stud is enlarged Then do not *5^^ Rtfie. The result is, that after a couple of pitted battles, 

forget that jammed cases or bullets are removed by two ramrods, though,in an outburst of popular fury, lynched 

screwed together by the looking-bolt being omitted. I needn’t again Ihe Mob to a lamp-post vn Parliament Street, London 

go over the twenty-four different screws, but, in case of accident, it capitulates, and the French Comman^r-m-Chtef, breakfasts, 

will be well to retain their various outside thread diameters in your waited on by the Lobe Mayoe, in the Bank of Jinglan^ 
memory, specially not forgetting that those of the Butt Trap Spring, Military Instructor {sitting up and tuning his eyes). Dear me I 

the Dial Sight Pivot, and the StaSker Keeper Screw, stand respectively we seem to have been beaten. That Rifle was no good, after all. 
at T696, *1656, and *116 of an inch. Of course yon will remember {Recognising him.) Halloa, Atkins ! 
the seven pins, and that, if anything should go wrong with the Bolt Tommy Atkins {with a grin). ’Ees, 

Head Cover Pin, as yon will practically have to take the whole rifle Military Instructor. Ton remember all 1 told yonr 

to pieces, you should be thoroughly familiar with the 197 different Tommy Atkins {still grinning). . -li 

component items, which, properly adjusted one with the other, make Military Instructor. I ’m afraid that wasn t such a serviceable 

up the whole weapon. I think I need not refer again to the ‘‘sight- weapon, after all 1 . . % i 

ing,” seeing that the Lewes system is abolished, and that the Tommy Atkins {st%llgr%nn%ng). F^,oix\ 

weapon is now sighted up to 3.500 yards, “ dead on,” no matter what Military Instructor. Dear me i Well, we had better get out of 

the wind may be. With this remark, I have much pleasure in this! By Jove I it looks like the last Act I . . .*> t 

placing the rifle in your bauds {gnves him one), at the same time [Mutually assist each other to rise andguit the Battle-field, the 

advising you, if callea upon to use it in the heat of action, to be pre- Military Instmctor threatening to write to the ‘ Times 

pared with the Imowledge I have endeavoured to impart to you to- and Tommy Atkins stul grinning as CuHam falls. 
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UrhaTVds , ‘‘Oh—bb—yes. But how do tott get it ovee the Fences ?” 


put permanently on the shelf ^ from a 
military point of view I 


OUR BOOKINQ-OFFiCE. 

Snt Edwin Arnold’s paper on. Japan, in JScribner^ for March., is 
interesting and also amnsing. GOhe Japanese seemed to he a oharm- 
ing people ; and the Japanese women deUghtfiil as wiyes ; hnt then 
they oan he diyorced for being talkatiye* 

JL propos of Japan, to judge from one of onr Ltha Joho’s capital 
illtiBtratLons of Hospital l^nrsing in The English Illustrated Magazine^ 
the Matron’s room must he an Bligant place, intoirely ” ; while as 
for amusement, if the picture of a nurse giying a patient a cup of 
ink by mistake for liquorice-water isn’t a real good practical side- 
splitter, the Baron would like to he informed what is ? Then we come 
upon a delightful little picture of “ The JPet of the JSbspital ” ; and so 
she ought to he, for a prettier pet than this nursing Sister it would 
he difS.cult to find. What becomes of her ? Does she marry a 
“Sawbones,” or run off with a patient? Anyhow, she must he a 
** great attraction,” and if anything were to happen to the Baron, and 
he couldn’t he remoyed to his own palatial residence, he would say, 

Put me in a cah, driye me to the Fumiss Hospital, and let me be 
in Pretty Pet’s Ward.” 

The Baron has just been dipping into Mr. Justin Huntlx 
M*Cabtht’s “Pages on Plays” in The GentUmarCs Magazine, 
Justin Huntet expresses his opinion that “ The Dancing Girl will 
almost certainly be the play of the season ; it will probably be the 
principal play of the year.” “ Almost certainly ” and “ probably ” 
sayethe situation. The Baron hacks The Idler against The Dancing 
Girl for a run. In the same Magazine Mr. Aijkebt Fleming has 
condensed into a short story, called 8ally^ material that would haye 
seryed some authors for a tnree-yolume noyel. 

It is a pleasure for the Baron to be m perfect accord on any one 
point with the Author of Essays in Idttle^ and in proportion to the 
number of the poiuts so is the Boron’s pleasure intensified. Most in- 
tendiug readers of these Essays, on taMng up the hook, would be less 
cuiious to ascertain what AzfTDHSwLANG has to say about Homeb and 
the study of Greek, about TMfioDOEB de Bantille, Thomas Haynes 
Baylet, the Sagas, and eyen about Eingsley. than to read his ouinions 


popular. The Baron recommends his friends, then, to read these 
Eways of Andbbw’s, .beginning with Thackbeay, then Dichens ; do 
not,^ on any account, omit the delightfully written and truly appre- 
matiye article on Chaeles Leyee ; after which, go as you please, 
hut fiiBsh with fAe last fashiondble novels ^ wherein our MTA., in 
his Merriest-Andrawest mood, treats us to an exc^ent parody. 

The Baron has appointed an extra Eeadmr, and this Extra- 
Ordinary leader to the Baron has just entered up on the discharge 
of his duties , by reading Monte Carh^ and Mow to Do 1% by 


W. F. Goldbeeg, and G. Chapun Pibsse (J. W.^ Aeeowsmith). 
He reports in the following terms to his loyed Chief This hook 
achieyes the task of oomhining extraordinary ynlgarity with the 
flattest and most insipid dulness— not a common dnlness, but 
a dulness redolent of low slang and dirty tap-rooms. The authors 
seem to plume themselyes on their maryellons success in reaching 
Monte Carlo, which, with their usual sprightly facetionsness, 
they call “Charley’s Mount.” They are good enough to tell 
such of the trayellrag public as may want to get there, that the 
train leaving Yiotoria at 8 ’40 a.m. reaches Doyer at 10*35. Stu- 
pendous! These two greenhorns took their snack on board the 
steamer (Ugh I), instead of waiting until they reached Calais, where 
there is the best restaurant on any known line. Instead of going by 
the Ceinture^ they droye across Paris. The greenhorns arriye at 
Monte Carlo, and then settle on their quarters. Anyone hut an idiot 
would haye settled all this, and much more, beforehand. One gentle- 
manly greenhorn, who wishes us to think that connait son 
Paris^^* talks of “suppers of Bignon’s” (which must he some 
entirely new dish), and informs ns that, “ at the H6tel de TAthen^e, 
the staff esteem it rather a privilege, and a mark of their skill in 
language, to griu and snigger when sworn at in English.” Oh, 
sweet and swearing British greenhorn! now I know why the French 
so greatly loye our countrymen. But why, oh why do you imagine 
that you haye discoyered Monte Carlo? For the details of the 
journey, and the instructions to future explorers, are set out with 
a painful minuteness which not eyen Stanley could riyal. As for 
Monaco, dear, restful, old-fashioned, picturesque Monaco, whither 
the visitor climbs to escape from the glare and noise of Monte 
Carlo, the greenhorn dismisses it scornfully, as having “no inte- 
rest.” How much does this ten-per-center want? He “waggles 
along the Condamine";” he mixes with many who are “pebble- 
beached;” he speaks of his intimates as “Pa,” “The Coal- 
Shunter.” “ Ballyhooly,” &o., and declares of the French soldier 
that “the short service forty-eight-day men don’t have a very 
nnkyperdoodlnm time of it.” There ’s wit for yon, there ’s elegance I 
Then he becomes Jeromeky-jeromistioally eloquent on the subject 
of fleas, throws in such lucid expressions as “chin music,” “ gives 
him biff,” “his graft is thnsly,” and, altogether, proves himself 
and his fellow-explorer to be a couple of the slangiest . and most 
foolish greenhorns who ever put pen to any s<)rt of paper. I cad. 
imagine the readers who enjoy their stuff. DioU, swaggering; 
blatant, gin-ahsorbing, red-faced Cockneys, who masquerade, As 
sportsmen, and chatter oaths all day. Ditt^ to youi” the 
Baron to his Extra-Ordinary Header, and hacks^his bpinibii with his 
signature, The Baje^It. de Booh-Wobms. : 
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MORE IBSENITY! 

Dear Editor,— Noticiiig that the author of The DolPe Home was 
to haye another morning, or, to use an equally suitahle epithet, 
mourning performance devoted to his works, I made up my mind, 
after bracing up my nerves, to attend it 
The 23rd of February (title date of the 
pressed function) as the second Monday 
in Lent, seemed to me, too, distinctly 
appropriate. By attending the perform- 
ance — ^T bseh recommends self-execution 
—I sentenced myself to three hours and 
a half of iboredom, tempered with dis- 
gust I cannot help feming that what- 
ever my pMt may have been, the penance 
paid to wipe it out was excessive, and 
therefore rendered it unnecessary that I 
should attend a second performance an- 
nounced for last week. 

y Rosmertholm is in four Acts and one 
Scene— a room in JRosmer^e House. Act I. 
motor Kroll^ who is the brother-in-law of Tastor Bosmer^ calls upon 
the latter, to ask him to^ edit a paper in the Conservative interest 
KroU (who, by the way, is a married man) before seeing the widower 
of his dead sister, has a mild flirtation with Relecca Woe% a female 
OT a certain age, who has taken up her abode for some years in the 
fetor’s house. And here I may observe “^t the Hector’s house- 
ke^er, Madame JSeheih^ presumably a highly respectable person, 
although she haa excellent reasons, from the first, for believing that 
the relations between her Master and Beleoca are scarcely platonic, 
accepts the domestic arrangements of the Rosmer minage with hearty 
acquiescence, not to say enthusiasm. Rosmer interrupts the Hector’s 
tite-d-^iete with the ifascinating Relecca^ and declines the proffered 
editorship, because he is a Radical, and an atheist. ,End of 
Act ly — ^no action to speak of, but a good deal of wordy twaddle. In 
Act II. we learn that the late Mrs. Rosmer has committed suicide, 
^cause she was informed that the apostate Pastor could only save 
his villainy from exposure by giving immediately ^e position of wife 
to her &iend Rebecca. She has had this tip on the most reliable au^o- 
rity,— it has been furnished by Rebecca herself. Then the Pastor asks 
Rebecca to marry him, but is refused, for no apparent reason, un- 
less it be that she has tired of her guilty passion. In Act III. 
Rebecca admits to the widower and his brotiier-in-law that she has 
deceived the deceased, and prepares to decamp. In the Ana] Act 
the apostate Pastor declares that he has been in love with Rebecca 
from the^ firstj loves her now, but is not sure that she loves him , 
To set his mind at rest on this point, will she do him a small 
favour ? Will she be so good as to jump into the mill-stream, and 
drown herself ? With pleasure — and she takes a header I He explains 
that courtesy forbids him to keep a lady waiting, and follows her 
example I ^ So both are drowned, and^all ends happily ! 

_ And this is the plot I And what about the characters? Rebecca 
IS merely a hysterical old maid, who would have been set right, 
in the time of the Tudors, with a sound ducking; and nowadays, 
had she consulted a fashionable physician, she would have been 
probably ordered a sea-voyage, and a diet free from stimulants. The 
Pastor is a feeble, fickle fool, who seemingly has had but one 
sensible idea in his life. He has believed his wife to be mad, and, 
considering that she married him, his faith in the matter rested 
upon evidence of an entirely convincing nature. The Rector Xroll 
is a prig and a bore of the first water, w hen he discovers RebeccePs 
perfidy, he suggests that she may have inherited her proneness for 
treachery from her father— and, to her distressed astonishment, he 
gives the name of a gentleman, not hitherto recognised by her as a 
parent I The best line in the piece, to my mind— and it certainly 
“ went with a roar is a question of the housekeeper— answered in 
the negative— “ Have you ever seen the Pastor laugh ? ” Laugh ! 
with such surroundings ! Pretentious twaddle, that would , be 
repulsively immoral were it less idiotic. And so dull ! 

As a theatw-goer for more than a quarter of a century, I disHVe 
undue severity, and am consequently glad to find my opinion is 
shared by others. Scrutator,” the Dramatic CJritic of Truths 
twote last week— “ The few independent persons who have sat out a 
^ay by Ibsen, be it The JDoWs Mouse, or The Pillars of Society, or 
Rosmer shdlm, have said to themselves, * Put this stuff before the 
pl^going pubHo, risk it at an evenmg theatre, remove your claque, 
exhaust your attendance of the socialist and the sexless, and then 
see where your Ibsen will be,^ I have never known an audience 
pat cared to pay to be bored, and the over-vaunted Rosmersholm 
bored even the Ibsemtes.” I only hope it did, for they deserve their 
martyrdom I I believe that you personally, my dear Editor, have 
never seen a dramatic performance of the “ Master’s ” work. I wi^ 

I could say as much, and I shall be surprised if you do not appre- 
ciate the feeling, after you too have partaken of this truly Lenten 
fare. Tours sincerely, 

One who utwhs Tbsen— at a Distance. 


STRIKING TIMES. 

Hew Yersion of an Old Street Bjitxad, 

{By a labouring Mector.) 

C»H5RK up, cheer up, you sons of toil, and listen to my song* 

The times should much amuse you : you are up. and iroinsr strong. 
The Worlring Mp of England at len^ begin to see * 

That their parsnips for to butter now the Parties all agree. 

Chorus. 

It^s high time that the VorMng Me% should have it their own way, 
Jind their prospect of obtaining it grows brighter every day ! 

This is the time for striking, lads ; at least, it strikes me so. 
Monopoly has had some knocks, and under it must go. 

Horwood we licked ; LmisEr licked us ; his was an artfal plan ; 
But luck now turns. Ask Johnny Burns, and also Tokhy 
Mann! 

Chorus— IVi high time, &c. 

It^’t “ Agitators?’ now, but Parties and M.P.’s, 

Who swear we ought to have our way, and do as we dam please. 
Upon my word it ’s proper fun I A man should love his neighbour : 
Yet Whigs hate Tories, Tories Whigs ; but oh ! they alt love 
Labour! 

Chorus— Wz high time, &o. 

I There ’s artful Joey Cw\vRiaiLAiN, he looks as hard as nails, 

I But when he wants to butter us, the Dorset never fril* ; 

He lays it on so soft and slab, not to say thick and messy. 

He couldrPt fiummerify us more were each of us a Jesse I 
Chorus— IV s high time, &o. 

Then roystering Random takes his turn ; his treade ’s pretty thick ; 
Me gives the Tories the straight tip, — and don’t they take it— quick ? 
And now, by Jove, it ’s comical t— where will the fashion end ? — 
There ’s Parnell ups and poses as the genuine Labourer’s Friend I 
CAcfw— It’s high time, &o. 

Comrades, it makes me chortle. The Election ’s drawing nigh. 

And Eight Hours’ BiRs, or anything, they ’ll promise for to try. 

They ’ll spout and start CowiTnissions ; but, 0 mighty Labouring Host, 
Mind your eye, and keep it on them, or tbey.’R have you all on toast I 

Chorus, 

It ’s high time that 'pie Working Men should have it their own way. 
They^U strain their throats,— you mind your votes, and you may 
find it pay ! 


WILDE FLOWERS. 

Some other fellow, in the P. M. G., has been beforehand with us 
iu spotting “A Preface to Dorian Gfray,^^ by our Oscar Wildb-t 
than ever, in this month’s Fortnightly. Dorian Gray was published 
some considerable time ago, so it belongs to ancient history, and 
now, after this lapse of time, out comes the preface. And tbia 
“ preface” occupies the better part, I uae this expression in all 
oo-^esy, of two pages ; which two pages represent a literary flower- 
bed, where rows of bright asterisks are ;^anted between lines of 
brilUfl-Tit aphorisms. The rule of the arrangement seems to be, — 
“ when in doubt, plant asterisks.” Sic itur ad astra. The garden 
is open to all, let ns cull here one and there one, reveal Art 
and conceal the Artist, is Art's aim.'' Is there not in tbi« the scent 
of *^Ar8 est celare artem"f “Art” includes “the Artist,” of 
course. Then Puris omnia pura'' is to be found in two other 
full-blown aphorisms, if I mistake not, St, Paul’s advice to 
Timothy is engrafted on to the stalk of another aphorism. “Why 
lug in Timothy ? ” Well, to “ adapt ” Scripture to one’s purpose is 
not to quote it. Vdde retro / Do we not recognise something fsTniUpr 
in “ When Critics disagree the Artist is in accord with himself f " 
But after it w all done, and the little flower-show is over, then 
arises the despairing cry of our own cherished Oscar. It is in the 
Last of the Aphorisms ; after which, exhausted, he cm only sign his 
name, fling away the goose-quill, aud then sink back in his luxurious 
arm-chair exhausted with the mental efforts of years concentrated 
into the work of one short hour. Ah I “ La plupart des livres dd 
present ont Pair d'avoir Sti faits en un Jour avec des livres lus de 
la veille." Ask Messrs. Rochefoucauld, Chavrort, Rivarol, and 
JeanMori^i. Ail At! Papai! Papai! Phillalool Murther 
in Irish ! ” Let us be natural, or shut up shop. Yet there is a 
chance,— to be supematuraL The great Pan is dead, so there is a 
seat vacant among the gods, open to any aspirant for immortality. 
*^All Art is quite useless ! " cries Oscar WiLDE-ly. And has it 
come to this ? “ Is this the Hend ? ” Yes, this is his last word — 
for the present. Pan is dead I Fibc ParTiikin I , . 






*OES AUTRES” 

(HEASD AT CHUfiCH-PABADE.) 

"Am AOT of TOTm BROTHKHs m th» Sketiob, Miss de Binxioii!” 
M%»d*Buawn. "Yes; Oot IN THE Quaeds, and— a— ” (ui*A dis ^)— “ the Best m i 


"ADVANCE, AUSTRALIA ! ” 

A Song op St3£patht. 

{SmM Way after a cetehrated Boating Song,) 

[" Sir Hpi^y PAura concluded by declaiin? 
that if the Colonies continued separate they muse 
become hostile communities, and, in order that 
thw mi^ht prevent that, it was for the Trhole 
people to join in creating one great Union Gorem- 
ment,"— itnuTBa,] 

Mr. Lbo Bam^cirs, an Old Blm^ and a 
iympaihetic on-dooherj loquitur : — 

Ci^rciL boating weather I 
Ay, and. a favouring breeze 1 
Oars upon the feather I 
Sun of the Southern Seas ! 

Bmve hoys I Swing together. 

Your bodies between your ^ees I 

Pheugh I How old memory rushes 
Over me I— Pulled indeed I 
Though Lso seldom gushes. 

And these be of Lbo*s breed. 

The blood of an Old Blue jdushes 
At the Young Blues’ power and speed I 
Coach them, or patronise them f 
Hay, I ’ve no call for that. 

. To cheer them, not to advise them, 

J path, — ^at ’s pat ! 

Anection admiTingly eyes them : — 

Once in a boat! sat! 

W weight at a pinch, 

Por odds cared never a “ enss ; ” 

Ho stem-chase caused me to dinoh, 

But — always detested fuss. 


lUAKDS, AND — A — ** (uHth diSgUSt)-^** TE.Z Bss 

strain the last ounce, and inch ! 

Races are won, boys, thu$J 

Look a most likely lot, 

Lionlets lithe and young. 

Pace ? They will make it hot. 

Few can have feathered and swung 
Better. Tall talk is rot ; 

Bat, hang it I I must give tongue I 

There’s “Queensland” and “Hew South 
^Australia South’’ and West,” [ Wales,” 
Victoria,” — each one scales 
^oo^^yeigrht. and with girth of chest ; 
Hew Zealand’s ” zeal prevails, 

He ’ll swing in time with the rest, 

The hero bom of Thetis 
Had pluck enow. What then ? 

Each hero here, whose meat is 
“ Hard steak and harder hen,” 

As stalwart and as fleet is * ■ 

As the Greek first of men I 

“ Stroke ” sets it long and steady ; 

That gladdens a true Old Blue. 

There ’s nothing hot and heady 
In sturdy Humber Two. 

There are coxens sharp and ready 
In the Land of the Kangaroo I 

Go it, lads I Swing together I 
Push elders from their stools ? 

Pooh I I shall moult no feather ; 

Old boys are not always old fools. 

Out upon jealous blether I 
You’ve learnt in the best of schools. 

I want to see you win, lads ; 

Old Lno loves his cubs. 


THE Common Aemv, you enow,” 

If cynics growl or grin, lads, 

We ’ll drive them back to their tubs. 
Do you think my blood ’s so thin, lads, 
I ’d diet upon cold snubs ? 

The cynics tbiiik they ’re clever; 

Beshrew their big bow-wow 1 
Boys, swing together ever, 

Steady from stroke to bow; 

One chain shall sever never — 

The love-links round us now I 


WHAT’S IH A HAME? 

Will someone gifted with the noi^ 

Explain the “ why ” of Spinning House ? 

Is it to strike with wholesome fear 
The thoughtless maiden whose career 
Looks like a sinning one ? 

And thus the Judge her conscience wakes, 
Since he, when passing sentence, takes 
Good care to name a Spinning one ? 

Or is it that in such a habitation. 

Herself a spinster more at home might feel ; 
And in a Spinning House find occupation, 
Provided with a decent spinning^- wheel ; 

But there, — ^no matter wnence it came, 

Or what’s the meaning bidden in its name, 
About its destination there ’s no fear ; 

^d judging from a noted recent case, 

The Spinning House will,— it is pretty clear, — 
Itself be so(m sent spinning into space. 

“Is a husband worth having?” asks 
Woman, One reply would be, “ Well, that 
depends on whose husband it is,” But, by the 
way, this view was not under consideration. 




ADVANCE, AUSTRALIA!” 

Bbitish Lioir. ‘ BRAVO, mY&\—SWIN& TOOBTHER ! i 
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A WILD WELCOME. 

FEBETTiLRT’s reign of gloom 
Oat of mind and sight is, 

Koonday darkness of the tomh, 
Carbon and bronchitis. 

Thongh the air is keen and chill, 
dondy thongh the skies are, 
Buoyant breaths our bosoms fill, 
Free from smart our eyes are. 

Bursting on the lengthening day 
Bellows March the Tiking, 

“ I have blown the fogs away ; 

Is this to your liking ? ” 

Tes, thy voice o’er moor and mead 
Sets the spirits bounding, 
like the Major’s chartered steed 
At the trumpet’s sounding. 

Welcome, roaring moon of dust, 
Welcome, Spring’s reviver ; 

On the race again we must 
Eisk the wonted fiver ; 

Fields are showing brighter green, 
Early buds are shooting ; 

On the early youth is seen 
The new season’s suiting. 

Long it is since sparrows shrill 
With their chirping woke us ; 
There is one with busy bill 
Worrying a crocus. 

How they love the fiow’r of spring— 
Never can resist it ; 

What a graceful little thing— 
Bother, I have miss’d it 1 

Now the wind along the plain 
Comes with roar and clatter— 
There, my hat is ofi again ! 

Let it go— no matter. 

What am I, to say thee nay 
In thy rudest phases ? 

Blow my Sunday hat away, 

Blow my hat to blazes. 

’Tis but little we can do 
For thy bounly’s measure — 
Sacrifice a hat or two ? 

Forty hats, with pleasure. 


KENSINGTON CARDENS SMALL TALK. 

From the Railway Iirvprovement Fhrase-BooJc, 

That Nursery-maid with the three children 
and the perambulator will certainly get run 
over by the train if she stands there gossiping 
with the man in the signal-box. 

That is the nineteenth horse that has run 
away and thrown its rider this morning, 
frightened by the smoke of the passing engine. 

So it is not, after all, a tornado that has 
swept across the Oardens, and rooted up all 
these trees, but merely the firm that has taken 
the contract for the making of the new line. 

Yes, there is no doubt that this wooden 
fence, stretching right across the G-ardens, 
relieved by overseers’ moveable hatch-houses, 
pufOing steam-cranes, and processions of mud- 
carts, rather interfere with the beauty and 
tranquillity of the place, but one must really 
bear in mind tha^ it is, after all, only to last 
fo^ve years* 

Ha I I thought so I There go the whole of 
the water-f om under that lugg^e-train. 

It is true, the Gardens are ruined, but one 
must not forget the inestimable advantage 
to the shareholders of the public being able to 
get from Paddington to Chelsea in a tunnel 
for twopence. 


MEN WHO HAVE TAKEN ME IN- 
TO DINNER. 

(Ry a IHnner^Relle*) 

No. II. — ^Don Juan Sbniob. 

To share with men the prandial gloom 
Of union forced that fatal custom 
Decrees to wither “ youth and bloom,” 

(The phrase is from Sohrah and Rustuni) 

I ’ve suffered boredom to the full ; 

Professors dull— of Hindostani ! 

Dali wits, dull statesmen, dandies dnll— 

He wasn’t dull— was Don Grovijonc. 

A widower far and wide, 

The jauntiest Eake who drinks the waters, 
Smartest of “ smart” vnlgarians, pride 
And terror of Ms decent daughters ; 

Old Don Giovahni, fraught with warm 
Flirtations, free to fiing Ms cash on 
The dming Duchess, “mould of form I ” 
Antique, good-looking “ glass of fasMon.” 



He gossiped how the Viscount bets 
(Some heiress he must really “ pick up ”), 
How noble dames smoke cigarettes 
And noble heels in ballets kick up. 

How “ H.E.H. ” n Hmporte I my friend 

Experience shows me that the laches 
Of such as air these letters tend 
In the direction of their “ H ” ’s. 

He chatted next of German Spas, 

Of Continental, English “ P.B.’s,” 

And how onr matchmaking Mammas 
Are scared by Transatlantic Hebes^ 

How he with Royalties had graced 
The latest function— genial patrons — 
While Beauty, perched on barrows, raced 
Before the virtuous British matrons. 

And then his compliments be^an 
To rain like drops of Frangipanni, 

A most insinuating man 
He was, this ancient Don Giovahki. 

You felt, if you could half believe, 

You ’d but to word a whim to find it, 

You quite forgot he owned a sleeve. 

And several teeth to laugh behind it. 

There may be kindness, lofty souls. 

Great Brains, andwbatso ne’er grows older, 
Him the Material controls: 

He shrugs a sleek, good-natured shoulder. 
Time scatters dalliance, joy, and joke ; 

Your choicest vintage passes ; e’en your 
Supreme tobacco ends in smoke— 

And so will poor Don Juah, Senior. 


SONGS BY A CYNIC. 

Love. 

What ’s Love, and all that Love can bring. 
Youth’s earliest illusion : 

What tender words she used to sing. 

And blush with sweet confusion. 

How yon would hang upon each word. 
When under spells of Cupid ; 

When half she said was most absurd, 

And all extremely stupid. 

You loved her for her hair of gold. 
Unwitting that she dyed it ; 

She vowed her love could ne’er grow cold, 
Though Time had never tried it. 

Your worsMp came to such a pass, 

That, when yon calmly view it, 

You feel you were an utter ass, 

Though then you never knew it. 

What happened ? Why, the usual thing : 
While round her yon would linger, 

Her love was fragile as the ring 
Yon bought to grace her finger. 

She went ofi with another man. 

And so yon had to sever : 

Thus women since the world began 
Have done, and will do ever. 


! REVELATIONS OF A REVELLER. 

I I BEVJiTx^ at the Albert Hall, wMoh last 
I week was given up to a festival called “ The 
Coming Race.^^ I was there at the open- 
ing on Thursday, the 5th, when Princess 
Beatbice, attended by her husband, Prince 
Hehrt of Battenberg, declared the Bazaar 
open. A gay and festive scene. Here, there, 
and everwhere, Egyptian houses made of 
cardboara, oontainirtg stalls full of the most 
useful articles imaginable. On the dais^ a 
number of sweet-faced ladies presenting 
purses (containing J63 3s, and upwards) to the 
Princess, who received them with an affa- 
bility wbich won tbe hearts of all beholders. 
On the fioor of the building was a gaily- 
dressed throng, wMch include many a dis- 
tinguished person. The revelry continued for 
three days, and was, I trust, the means of 
obtoining funds for a charity which, no 
doubt, is most deserving of support. And 
here, I may say, I revelled so much "at the 
Albert Hall, that I had no desire to revel 
anywhere else. 

rfiTE OR PATEP 

Ob, Hoppebs in Covent Gabdbn, Mabch 4th. 

(By Mr, FmcFs Own Impressionist.) 
Ltohts and bouquets— flush and flare — 
Motley medley — splash affair — 

Deft disguises — flute and fife — 

HaK the world without his wife — 

Dominos, and masks, and faces — 

Graces three— and three Disgraces. 
Jaoks-in-boxes— tambour-majors — 

Janes in office— ancient stagers — 
Rethohds’ Duchess— Shepherdesses ; 
(Burlington) Arcadian tresses— 

Primrose damsels, — clowns and follies,— 
Organ-grinders— FlemishldoUies— 
Macaronis, rather muddy, 

Of the central stud a study— 

England’s mashers, Afrio’s dark sons— 
Nathah’s stock-in-trade and Clabkson’s— 
All costumes not apt the back to, 

Some of them inclined to crack too— 
Martyred revellers in upper 
Rooms, and singing for toeir supper. 

Bright confusion— mkny a mad nunt— 

Five o’clock— and wish I hadtCt* 


CluBBT EOB Next ELBCXioir.— N o man has 
a vote until he has attained Ms majority. How 
about some districts where they axe nearly all 
Miners? 


Mrs. Mataprop is much puzzled at the 
announcement that it is raoposed to con- 
struct a new Tubercular Railway between 
England and France. 


Somtethtng Mabvellous nr the Nike- 
xEjqcui Cbbtubt.— R evival of Charles the 
Firsit ! ! I (at the Lyceum). 
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MR. JOR'ATHAN Ain> MISS CAJTADA. 

“ Wmat are you doing:, my pretty Maid ? ” 

** I ’m coining from voting, Sir,” she said. 

** May I question you, my pretty Maid ? ” 

** Yes, if you please, land Sir,” she ^id. 

“ Who is your father, my pretty Maid ? ” 

** JoHW Bxjxl is my father, Sir,” she said. 
»*And what is your fortune, my pretty 
Maid?” 

“ My race is my fortune, Sir,” she said. ^ 

** Then I can’t annex you, my pretty Maid I ” 
“ Nohody axed you. Sir I ” Ae said. 


GrrcsTG i. liOnoER Koticb to Uttit.— 
Mr, Funchj Perpetual Universal Grand Past, 
Present, and Future Master, congratulates 
Grand Master of jSnglish Free- 
masons, on his plucky and straightforward 
action with regard to the G. M. of Otago and 
Southland, New Zealand, who. having con- 
travened the resolution of Grand Lodge, 


■ H'kV fTtVM iHtjV 


ness of spirit, “ 0 for a Lodge in some vast 
Wilderness ! ” “for,” says in effect, IC.E.H., 
G.M., as Gie once frequently quoted Some- 
body observed to a person whose name was 
not VI, FjHEtGirsoK, “ you don’t lodge here I” 

Rectpbocitt. — “Mace,” in The lUtu- 
trated London N'ews, says, sweepingly:— 
‘ ‘ No Under- Secretary ever has any opinion of 
his own,” Perhaps that is why the Public 
seldom has any opinion of an Under-Secretary I 





AMERICAN ••COPYRIGHT BILL^^ IN A NEW PART. 

** Die, Yillain T’ 

“ The extinction of literary piracy in America has been decreed.”— Leader^ March 5* 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

fxxjkacted feom the piaet of toby, M.P. 

Home of Commom^ Monday^ March 2. — Navy Estimates on 
to-night. Millions of money to be voted, and only fourteen Members 
present. One, it is true, is HancoiTET ; so perhaps the most accurate 
enumeration of the aggregate would be fifteen. 

“ Qm diahle allait^il fair e done ce jolly-boat ?” Geobgb HAMiLTOisr i 
asks, pausing for a moment in his incessant occupation of tearing up 
strips of paper to glance across table at portly figure reclining on 
Front Opposition Bench. Several Admirals and Captains have 
snoken. Members generally have fied the burning deck. Even Oxn 
Moe^utt’s sense of duty to his Queen and Country cannot restrain 
his flight ; but Casabiakca Hakcoxtet stOl 
remfLitift. A little provoking for the Old 
Salts descanting on Naval affairs to observe 
smile of pitying toleration with which he 
listens. Doesn’t say they ’re all wrong, but 
smiles it. Even the voice of the Reverbera- 
ting CoLOMB falters when, glancing round 
the great gaps of empty Benches opposite, his 
eye falls on Kaecouei. 

“Sir, I repeat,” he said, quite angrily, 
though no one had contradicted hiui, “ that 
during the period that has elapsed since com- 
mencement of the present reign, the revenue 
of the United Eingdom has increased only 
one-and-a-half times, while that of the out- 
lying Empire has multiplied five-fold.” ^ 

General admission that Haecoitet is a 
master in nearly every department of human 
knowledge. Up to to-night fondly thought 
that at least he knew nothing about the ^ 

Navy. But he does : knows more than Ad- 
miral Fieed, or Admiral Matot, or even 
Colonel Gottelet. Presently rose and deli- 
vered slashing speech, laying low the Rever- 
berating Coiohb as if he had been set up 
in the Plaoe Yenddme ; reviewing the British 
Fleet in masterly style; nimbly rnuTiiTig up ^ 

the maiTimast and sighting Jerusalem and 
Madagascar, to ^e absolute confounding of 
the First Lord of the Admiralty. ^ ^ 

Well, TTEUATys, drawmg himself j^ore than Ms 

up to something more than Ms full height, fnii 
“that ’s the most remarkable exMhition I ^luaeigiit. 
ev^ heard, even from Haecopet. We ’ve notiliing like it on our side. 


Howoetb: knows a thing or two, and Haebijby isn’t lacking in 
aooompHahnient; hnt for versatility, for profundity of knowledge, 
lor readiness of grasp, whether the object be a lawyer's brief, a 
Chancellor of the Exenequer’s ledger, the Mlt of a sword, or the 
tiller of a ship, give me Habcottet.” 

Business done.— Committee on the Navy Estimates. 

Tuesday, --‘‘W oemee asked Old MoBALur what about the Fog ? 
Couldu’t something he done to lighten it, say by appointment of 
Royal Commission? Old Moeautt beamed across House upon 
his young friend wil^ expression of almost paternal { solicitude. 
Wolmee is Whip of the allied force. What did he mean by 
suddenly springing tMs question on the First Lord of the Treasury ? 
Was there more m it than met the eye ? Had it something to do, 
however ohscnrely, with the maintenance of the Union P 

CwAHTREUT^ATiT sat cm the Front Bench c^^site, staring strai^ 
into space with Sphynx-like countenance. HAEaTNaTOijr, with hat 
cunningly tipped over ^es, Md what secret may have lain far in 


cunningly uppeu over ^es, iud wnat secret may nave lain lar in 
their pellncid depths. Henet Jahbs became suddenly absorbed in 
the brown gaiters he has recently added to the graces of his personal 
appearance, in pathelic admUsion that the natural ohaims of youth 
are at leng& fading. 

Nothing to be gained bv the inspection. If the cause of the 
Union re^y was at stake, tne springs of motive were Mdden behind 
the siniling countenance of the Machiavellian Wot.mee. The only 
thing to £>, and it is quite foreign to the habits of Old Mouat.ttt, 
was to meet guile with guile. Wolhee’s question, plain enough as 
it appeared in print on the prosaic Orders, was, “Will Her Majesfy’s 
Ministers consider the advisability of appointing a Royal ConiTni^fiion 
to examine and report how fax the ew of Fog is one that may be 
mitigated by legislation ? ” 

“Sir,” said Old Moealut, rising to the occasion, “I have to 
assure my Noble Friend that Her Majesty’s Government are,^ in 
common with other inhabitants of the Metrojiolis, extremely sensible 
of the serious injury, disturbance, and haxdsMp iDfiioted by the 
increasing prevalence of fog. What, it may he asked, is the cause 
of the London fog? These fogs, wMch oooxur generally in the 
winter time, are occasioned thus : some current of air, being sud- 
denly cooled, descends into the warm streets, forcing back the smoke 
in a mass towards the earth. But, my Noble Friend mi^ht ask, why 
are there not fogs every night ? 1 will tell him, for this is a matter 
in wMch Her Majesty’s Government have nothing to Mde, or, I may 
add, to conceal. Our wish is to meet the convenience of Hon. Gentle- 
men in whatever part of the House they sit. ^ Fogs— tMs I have no 
hesitation in stating— do not supervene without intermission on 
snocesslve nights, because the air wiU always hold iu solution a> 
certain quantity of vapour wMch varies according to its temperature, 
and when the air is not saturated, it may he cooled without parting i 
with its vapour. Yes, I know. My Right Hon. Friend, the Member: 


133 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


[Maeoh 14, 1891, 



for West Birmingrliam, with his usual acumen — ^which I am sure we 
all recognise— asks me. In what circumstances do fogs occur at 
night? I am much obliged to him for reminding me oi the point. 

Fogs happen at night, when the air has been satu- 
rated witm yapour during the day. When this is 
the case, it deposits some of its superabundant 
moisture in the form known in rural districts— as 
my Hon. Friend, the Member for the Bordesley 
Division, is well aware— as dew. In the Metropolis 
it is more familiar as fog. This process of deposi- 
tion commences as soon as the capacity of the air 
for holding yapour is lessened by the coldness of 
adyancing night. I thmkihaye 
now answered the question of my 
Hoble Friend fully, and, I trust, 
frankly. He will, I am sure, upon 
consideration, see that this is not 
a matter with which a Eoyal Com- 
mission could be expected success- 
fully to cope, and, therefore, I 
may add. Her Majesty’s Q-ovem- 
ment do not, after full considera- 
tion of their duty to the duBEir 
and Country, tbiTik it desirable to 
adopt the suggestion thrown out 
by my Hoble Friend.” 

Beamstoe Beach’s face during 
tbia subtle discourse a study : 
reeling hi. Way through the Jog. remaiaed vety quiet for rest of 
sitting; told me at ten minutes to deyen he thought he was 
beginning to grasp Old Mobalett’s meaning. “Yes,” he added, 
with inore cheerfnmess, “I’m feeling nay way through the fog.” 

Bumtess Stahspeld’s Franchise Eesolnlion negatived by 

291 Totes against 189. 

In Lords to-night, three white figures fluttered down 
gently on to red Benches, like virgin flakes of snow. But, unlike 
snow, they didn’t melt. On close examination, turned out to be three 
new Bishops ; two of them old friends, with new titles. 

“ Like Bottom, translated,” Beahwell growls. 

Dr. Magee, walking out Bishop of Peterborough, comes hack Arch- 
bishop of York. The ceremony of their installation not nearly so 
comic as that of ordinary Peers of Parliament. Garter King-at- 
Arms does not appear ; nor Black Bod; nor is there any game of 
FoUow-my-leader round the Benches. 

**]Sro, no,” said the Mautttsr, who Mr. O’, unite unjustly says has 
no strain of reverence 'm his disposition, “ that would never do. 
Must be careful with our Bishops.” 

So the three new-comers, having paid their respects to the Loed- 
Chaecbiloe, straightway 
took their seats on the 
Episcopal Bench, folded 
timir hands oyer their sur* 
plioed knees, and lent an 
added air of peace and 
purity to the preoinots. 

Dexoiae bustlingabonti 
weighed down with cares 
of State. Had promised 
to bring into Lords AtkHst- 
son’s MuMu-Bell Bill, 
limiting duration of 
>eohes. But Bill stuck 
m the Commons, wMst 
Axsp^soH turned his at- 
tention to Ms Dowagers 
BilL 

Ateotsoh ’ e a good 
feHow,” said Denkan. 

*^Haye sometimes tiiought 
an Alliance between bim 

and me, a sort of ' coalition The Inflammable Liquor Bill. 

^tween two estates of tiie realm, might work great thingi 
I m beginnmg to lose confidence in him. At certain periods of the 
-^ar month he’s too comprehensive in his legislative ambition. 

‘ Why wasn’t he content with his Muffin- BeU Bill? Why drag in the 
Dowag^ r These Dowagers, dear Toby, have, if I may say so— 
uttug the phrase strictly in Parliamentary seiwe— got their arms 
wunti the n^k of my friend AimrsoH, and will pull him down. 

between us, we could have put things 
straight generally.” ® 

Bmth^s 4one , — ^Havy Estimates in Commons.. ' 



Rates and Charges, Full of good matter, admirably delivered. 
After this, Dr. CriAEH proposed to discuss Home Rule ; but House 
didn’t seem to care about it particularly. So at Half-past Eight 
was Counted Out. This was the chief Business done. 


THE FINE YOUNG GERMAN EMPEROR. 

(A New Song to m Old Time,) 

\ I ’ll Buig to yon a brand new song, made by a modem pate, 

Of a fine young G-erman Emperor, an Oracle of State, 

Who kept up his autocracy at the bountiful old rate. 

With the aid of Socialism for the poor men at his gate ; 

This fine young G-erman Emperor, all of the modem time. 

His ancestors had “ kept their fingers on the pulse of time ” 

(He said), and he’d do ditto in a fashion more sublime ; 

For, as Bacoh said of Nature, be who ’d rule her must obey. 

And that with modem “ tendency” is the new imperial way, 

Of this fine young G-erman Emperor, &o. 

He ’d “ mastered the new Spirit,” which (how kind!) “he’d not 
Social reform or Education he ’d not treat as foes, [oppose.” 

But keep step with the “Tendencies” which else might trip Ms 
toes, 

And tiins he’d “head the movement,” and would lead it (by the 
TMs fine young German Emperor, &c. [nose P), 

Now surely tMs is better far than all the old parade 
Of tyranny in mufti, and of greed in masquerade ; 

And of tMs young German Emperor, whatever may be said. 

Or of Ms new vagaries, you ’ll allow he knows his trade^ 

Does this fine young German Emperor, &o. 

There were some who did not like it,— there are always such, one 
knows, 

Who Ancient Order patronise, and Modem Style oppose. 

Particularly one Old Man, who plainly did not see 
Laying down Ms long -held power, and submitting tranquilly 
To tMs fine young German Emperor, &o. 

Ke was no CiisrcmHATUs, and he did not love the plough. 

So he talked, inspired the Papers, and, in fact, roused lots of row. 
For this man of Blood and Iron, when thus laid upon the shelf, 
Found that long control of others did not mean control of self, 

Or tMs fine young German Emperor, &o. 

Then tMs fine young German Em]^eror, who aims to lead the dahos, 
Has a very trying that fractions dame, La B^anee^ 

To keep step with that lady, without treading on her train, 

YTould tax Terpsichore herself ; he finds the effort vain ; 

Does this fine young German Emperor, &o. 

So tMs fine young German Emperor has got a stiffish task, 

That all his strength will occupy, and all Ms tact will task. 

Let ns wish Mm patriot wisdom, and respect for Elder Fame, 

And then he’ll give his country peace, and leave a noble name, 

TMs fine young German Emperor, all of the modern time ! 


But 


, PSQJJPPB laiiiTg very rarely troubles House with 

ordeKd ^seoh.; A deal on his mdid- looking: after Jacobt, 

..and keeping ih.,, {str^ht. But his sHehiae doesn’t arise ficom 
jxusapaoity to ^«ak. 33iis. shown to-night in his speeoh on Railway 

MOmE._^^etod Coffl^cations or ^trihutona, wither ip,, Hatter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description. wUl 

accompanied hy a Stamped aiid Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. ^ 


A BOUGH CBOSSING. 

That military-looking gentleman, with Ms arm in a sling, and Ms 
head covered with bandages, has, I suppose, just returned from 
fighting the Daooits in Upper Buimah ? 

I certainly am surprised when yon inform me that he has only 
tried to cross a London street in a fog. 

Do yon really mean to say that the veMole that just thundered 
past at twenty miles an hour, in the mist, was not a fire-engine, but 
only a covered Yan P 

Yes, I believe it is a fact that special beds in all the Hospitals are 
now reserved for Yan- victims. 

Of course it is difficult for a man in the Yan to look to the Rear ; 
still he need not swoop down on pedestrians quite so much like a 
Mghwayman, saying, “ Your collar-bone or your life ! ” 

If tMngs go on as tbey are now doing, every covered Yan will 
have to epry its own Surgeon and anibulance about with it. - 

What is that crowd for, and why is somebody shouting angrily ? 
Oh, I suppose the old gentleman, who has been run over by the 
Coal-waggon and is lying bleeding on the asphalte, is remonstrating 
with the driver ? 

What? Can it really be the case that the driver is abusing the! 
old gentleman for Ms stupidity in getting in Ms way ? 

I have heard that the Insurance Companies now insert in their > 
policies a condition forbidding the crossing of any street jn London, 
except under police escort. ^ ^ ^ ^ ; 

And, fijially, as nearly six thousand persona^Were rufl down in, 
the streets of the Capital last* year, is it not almost time that some-^ 
thing were done to check the Yan Mazepp&-Jnggernaut in his wild 
career?. - . - « 
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MYiLADY. 


She is not fair to outward riew 
As many maidens be ; 

(And into such a ra^e she dew 
On leaminj? this firom me ;) ^ 
And yet she ^s lovely, nay divine, 
Judged by her own j^miar line. 

She ’s deeply read. She knows as 
much 

As average sixth-form boys ; 
But not the greatest sage could 
touch 

The high, aggressive joys [prey. 
That imp her wing, like bird of 
When in my dates I go astray. 


Not only learning’s pure serene 
Her soaring mind can charm ; 
The tradesman, shrinking from a 
Begards her with alarm, [scene, 
And many a ’bus conductor owns 
The pow’r of her metallic tones. 

Contentiously content, she takes 
Her strident way through life, 
And goodness only knows what 
makes 

Her choose to be my wife. 
Courage, poor heart ! Thy yearn- 
ings stide. 

She’s not a girl withwhomtotride. 


KENSINGTON CORRESPONDENCE. 


I. 

Ihsxeai) of the Sub-Hensington Gardens Railway scheme as 
proposed, why not a Sub-Serpentine Line ? Start it from the South 

Kensington Sta- 
tion, District 
cum - Metropoli- 
tan system, run 
it with one station 
well-under- 
ground in the 
middle of Exhi- 
bition Road, 
whence an easy 
ascent to the Im- 
perialExhibition, 
when passengers 
would come up 
to“ 
airs, 
aw€ 

branching oft left and right, thus bringing the mild 
into rapid, easy communication, at sdl reasonable bours, and 
at reasonable prices, with the rugged denizens of the Northern 
districts, East and West. If Kensington Gardens are to be touched 
at all — and, not being sacred groves, there is no reason why they 
should not he, faute de micuz — a transverse tunnelling from Ken- 
sington High Street to Q^ueen’s Road would do the trick. We will 
be happy to render ai£y assistance in our power, and are,— Yours 
truly, Will Hoheycohb, Mole, Ferret & Co., 

(Burroto^Knights*) 


carp the vital 
” Wien right 
ty again, 
Southerners 



n, 

O Sir, — Pleese don’t let us ave no nasty railwaies and tunels in 
Kinsinton Gardins, were we now are so sMudid, and the childem 
can play about, an no danger from notbink sep dogs, wioh is mosley 
muBseled, or led with a st&ig, an we ain’t truhhled about them, an 
can ave a word to say to a fcend, or a euzzin, you unnerstan, unner 
the treeses, so nice an quite, wioh it wold not be wen disterbd by 
ingins, an smoke, skreeges, an steem-wizzels. 0, Mr. P., don’t let 
um do it. Yours obeegeutlee, Saha Jahe, 

{Tinner Nursrymade,) 


m. 


Sir, — ^Tbe Railway underneath Kensington Gardens won’t be 
noticed if only taken down deep enough below the surface. No 
blow-holes, of course. No disfigurement. Take it under the centre 
path, where there are no trees, then turn to the left outside the gate 
and burrow away to S. Kensingtou Station. I can then get across 
the park in three minutes for a penny; and now I have to walk, 
for which I haven’t the time, or take a cab, for which I haven’t the 
money. Yours, A Practioal Pauper. 


17 * 

Sm, — take this opportunity of pointing out that if anything at 
all is to be done with Kensington Gardens, why not make a real 
good Rotten Row there f That would be a blessing and a con- 
venience. We’re all so sick and tired of that squirrel-in-a-cage 
ride, round and ronnd Hyde Park, and that half-and-half afiair in 
St James’s Park. No, Sir; now’s the time, and now’s the hour. 
There ’s plenty of space for all equestrian wants, without interfering 
with the sylvan delights of nurserymaids, children, lovers of nature, 
and all so^ of lovers too. For my part, if this is not put forward as 
an alternative scheme, 1 shall vote for tunnelling under the Gardens 
out of . simple cussedness. If the reply, authoritatively given, be 
that the two schemes can go and must go together, then I will vote 
for both, only let ’s have the equestrian arrangement first. 

Yours, JoLTEET Trott, 

Mount, Street,^ W* Captain 1st Lights and lA/oer Brigade. 


THE TRIUMPH OF BLACK AND WHITE. 

** Aptbb all, the best of Keene’s life-work is to be found in the innu- 
merable cuts which he contributed to Bunch during a period of nearly forty 
years; and still more in the originals of these, the masterly pen-and-ink 
drawings which are now for the first time shown in a collected form to the 
Public.” 

So says Mr. Claude Phillips, in his “Prefatory Note,” to the 
“ Catalogue of a Collection of Drawings of the late Charlt-s Keene,” 
now on view at the Rooms of the Fine Arts Society, 148, New Bond 
Street. 

If the British Public possess that “taste for Art” and that 
“ sense of humour” which some claim for and others deny to it, it 
(Ike B. P.) will throng the comfortable and well-hgbted Gallery in 
New Bond Street, where hang some hundreds of specimens of the 
later work of the most unaffected humorist, and most masterly 
“ Black-and- White ” artist of his time. Walk up, Ladies and 
Gentlemen, and see— such miracles of delineation, such witcheries of 
effect, as were never before put on paper by simple pen-and-ink I 

It is difficult to realise sometimes that it is pen and ink, and that 
only— all the delightful display of fresh English landscape and 
unsophisticated British hTmnauity, teeming with effects of distance, 
hints of atmosphere, and suggestions of colour. Many a much- 
belauded brush is but a fumbling and ineffective tool, compared 
with the ink-charged crowqniU handled by Charles Keene. Look 
sA. QrandUoq^nce (No. 220.) There’s composition! There’s 
effect I Stretch of sea, schooner, Pat’s pet^ craft, grandiloquent 
Pat himself, a nautical CDolossus astride on his own cock-boat,^ with 
stable sea-legs firmly dispread, the swirl of the sea, the swish of 
the waves, the very whiff of the wind so vividly suggested I — and all 
in some few square inches of “ Blaek-and- White ! ” 

Look, again, at the breadth of treatment, the power of humorous 
cbaracterisatiou, the strong charm of technique, the colour, the action, 
the marvellous ease and accuracy of street perspective in No. 16 
{'"'^ The Benny Toy.'”). Action? Why, you can see the old lady 
jump, let alone tnefrogi Fix your eye on the frightened dame’s 
foot, and you’ll swear it jerks in time to the leap of the “horrid 
reptile.” 

Or at that vivid bit of London “hoarding,” and London low 
life, and London street-distance in * ‘ ^Andicapped I ” (No. 25. ) Good 
as is the “gaol-bird,” is not the wonderfully real “hoarding” 
almost better ? 

Who now can draw— or, for that matter, such a shopkeeper, 
such a shop, such a child customer as those in All Alive I 
(No. 41), where the Little Girl a-tip-toe with a wedge of cheap 
“ Cheddar ” at the counter, comes down upon him of the apron with 
the crusher, “Oh, mother’s sent back this piece o’ cheese, ’cause 
father says if he wants any bait when he ’s goin’ a fishin’, he can dig 
’em up in our garden I ” 

Are you a fisherman, reader ? Then will you feel your angling 
as well as your artistic heart warmed by No, 75 (“ The Old Adam^^) 
and No. 6 (“ Wet and Dry”), the former especially! What water, 
what Scotch boys, what a “prenoipled” (but piscatorial) “Mee- 
nister”! Don’t you feel your elbow twitch? Don’t you want to 
snatch the rod from Sandy McDotoal’s hand, and land that “ fush” 
yourself, Sawbath or no Sawhath ? 

But, bless us, one wants to describe," and praise, and purchase 
them aRI A Keene drawing, almost any Keene drawing, is 
“ta tbin^ of. beauty and a joy for ever ” to everyone who has an eye 
for admirable art and adorable' drollery. And good as is the fun 
of these drawings, the graphic force, and breadth, and delicacy, and 
freshness, and buoyancy, and breeziness, and masterly ease, and 
miraculous open-airiness, and general delightfolness of them, are 
yet more ma&ed and marvellous. Time would fail to tell a tithe 
of their merits. An essay might be penned on any one of them — 
might, but fate forbid it should be, unless a sort of artistic Charles 
Lahb could take the task in band. Better far again to New Bond 
Street and pass another happy hour or two with the ruddy rustics 
and ’cute cockneys, the Scotch elders and Anglican curates, the 
stodgy “Old Gents” and hroad-baoked, bunchy middle-class 
matrons, the paunchy port-swigging-buffers, and hungry but alert 
street-boys, the stertorous cabbies, and chatty ’ bus-drivers, the 
“festive” diners-out and wary waiters, the Yoluuteers and 
vauriens, the Artists and ’Arries, the policemen and sportsmen, 
amidst the incomparable street scenes, and the equally inimitable 
lanes, coppices, turnip-fields and stub Dies, green ^ades and snow- 
bound country roads of wonderful, ever-delightfnl, and— for his com- 
rades and the Public alike — ^all-too-soon-departed Charles Keene I 

Nothing really worthy of Hs astonishing life-work, of even that 
part of it exhibited here, could be written within brief compass, 
even by ike most appreciative, admiring and art-lqving of his 
sorrowing friends or colleagues. Let the British Public go to New 
Bond Street, and see for itself, in the very hand-work of this great, 
artist, what he made manifest during so many years in the pages of 
namely, the.j 3 upfhm 6 irtumph of “Bladk-and-White” in 
the aohieYen£ein;s.of itsgreatertnmastw. 


N 


TOE. 0. 




To do_tD*^< a Eing. Batraohian wisdom 
fogeydom and qnizdom, 
^ tate TO bibs and 

^ ^ moi^* inspeotj their 

Xbe true Eing-maker now is— Mrs. Gbuitox, 




^d «A« insisted ttat our modem Frogs 
Should Emg— the woodenest of Eing 

At &st this terrified our Frogs exceedingly, 

somefimes 

n„+ 1^5^ grambW and protested : 

soon how placidly Log rested 

On with a kind TTing Log, 




But in ^e fulness of the time, there came 
A wmd-be m<maroh— Legion his fit name : 
APlebs-appom^ Autoorat, Stork-throated, 
»oggle-eyed,lPaul-Fry-ooated; 

A potong, pe^g, pompous, petty creature, 
A Bumble-E^, mth beak for its chief 

[feature. 

a fierce, fussy appetite for work j 
Eot sal^fied with nxing like a yioe 
Authority on Town and Country Mice, 

<» «»>’ W. 
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But modem Bioedom, wMch. liad ehampioiis 
Had r^d old JEsop’s fable, [able, 
And of Zing Stork’s appearance far from 
amorous. 

Croaked forth a chorus clamorous 
Of resonant rebellion. These, upreared 
On angry legs, wayed arms that nothing 
feared; 

Zing Log defending. Great CEiTjaASiDES, 
Among batracbisTi heroes first with ease, 
With ventriloquial yehemenoe defied 
The long-beaked base usurper. At his side 
His fond companion, Pmsioi^rATHirs 'swelled 
Cheeks humorously defiant; 

The ruddy giant 

0KA^rR0PHA.€nr8, as tall as is a Tree, 

Flouted King Stork with gestures fierce and 
free, 

Sleek CAT-AVTyTHixJS, aper deft of eld, 

Against the foe a pungent dart impelled ; 
Hxpboctta-rts too, 

(Most Terryble to view), [braye 

Fared to the front, whilst smaller, yet as 
Tiny batrachian brethren, dusk of hue, 
PnASSoPBLaGUS, Pbassceus, staunch and true. 
Webbed hands did wildly waye 
With the frog-host against the beaky bird — 

“ Se be our Zang they loudly cried. 
“Absurd I 

“ Hot Mercury, nor Jupiter we beg 
For a devouring despot, lank of leg. 

Of prying eye, and frog-transfixing beak ; 

^ Though singly we seem weak. 

United we are strong to smite or scoff, 

Ofi^ would-be tyrant, off 1 1 ! ” 

Cbtobch aki) STAGm,-— Let no rabid Church- 
men, of any school of thought, ever again take 
exception to the irreligious character of play- 1 


advertisement of the Lyceum Theatre in The 
Timee for March 13 : — “ During Holy Week 
this theatre will be closed, re-opening on 
Saturday, March 28, with The Bells^ which 
will also be played on Easter Monday night.” 
Could any arrangement be more thoroughly 
in harmony vnth general ecclesiastical prac- 
tice ? Any liturgical student knows that the 
bells are played once on Holy Saturday, and 


IS a matter of course. 


TRACKS FOR THE TIMES.’ 

[A Magistrate has just decided that the Police 
have a right to interfere with the growing practice 
of using the public roads of the Metropolis at night- 
time as running-grounds for athletes.] 

I COMB from haunts of smoke and grime, 

I start in some blind alley, 

And race each night against Old Time 
Enthusiastically I 

I dodge past frightened City gents, 

And sometimes send them fiying. 

Which makes them cherish sentiments 
Not wholly edifying. 

I wind about, and in and out, 

Along the crowded pavement, 

While here and there the mockers fiout 
My costume and behavement. 

I slip, I slide, I flash, I flee 
Amid the teeming trafdc, 

And drivers often use to me 
Idioms extremely graphic. 

I murmur when a Lawyer’s view 
Absurdly tries to hinder 

My turning public roads into 
A private path of cinder. 

Yet still to “ spurt,” agile, alert, 

Shall be my one endeavour ; 

For Cits may stare, and Jehus swear, 

But I run on for ever I 







THE BLIZZARD. 

Mes. Sellom-Festive “At Home” (ajtd the Best Place too!), Maboh 9, 1891. 

(10 to 1 Nobody turns up.) 

A DIAET OF DOTEE. 


^ March, 1891.— Fearful storm in the Cbsunel, when the Victoria is all but lost. Proposals 

m all the newspapers for the immediate commencement of an adequate harbour. 

rti 1392.— Hurricane in the Channel, when seventeen ships are lost, and the 

Club Tram Boat (without passengers) is carried, high and dry, as far as 

by the force of the weather. Renewed suggestions for the immediate building of an 

adequate harbour. 

May, 1893. — Cyclone in the Channel, in which the British Fleet disappears. The news- 
papers once more ur^e the immediate commencement of the proposed adequate harbour. 

June, 1894,— Disaster in the Channel. Every single vessel swamped, owing to the 
ternfio weather. Again the Press invites commencement of an adequate harbour. 

July, 1895. — Members of both Houses of Parliament, invited to take part in a State 
fpLotion at Calais, having been put to considerable inconvenience, immediate orders are 
given for the prompt commencement of the much-needed adequate harbour at Dover. 

August, 19— .—Proposed adequate harbour having employed the hands, night and day, 
of thousands of workmen, at enormous expense (owing to urgent pressure), is at length opened 
to the public, amidst universal rejoicing. I 
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PUNCH, OE THifl LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[March 21, 1891. 


MR. PUNCHES POCKET IBSEN. 

{0(mde)ise(Z and JUvised Version h/ Mr, F.'s Ovon Harmless Ibsenite,) 

No. L-EOSMERSHOLM. 

Acr I. 


Sitting-room at HoBmershdlmj with a stove^ flower-stand^ windows^ 
ancient and modern ancestors^ doors^ and everything handsome 
about it, Rebecca West is sitting knitting a large antimacassar 
which is nearly finished. Now and then she looks out of a 
window, and smiles and nods expectantly to someone outside. 

Madam BLeeseth is laying the table for supper, 

Rebecca {folding up her work slowly). But tell me precisely, 
what about this White Horse ? ^ [Smiling quietly. 

Madam Helseth, Lord forg^Te you, Miss I — {fetching cruet-stand, 
and placing it on tahU)---\yoLt you're makiug fun of me ! 

Rebecca {gravely). No, indeed. Nobody makes fun at Rosmers- 
holm. Mr. RosiiER would not understand it. {Shutting window,) 

Ah, here is Rector Rrou*. {Opening door,) You will stay to 
supper, will you not, Rector, and I will tell mem to giye us some 
little extra dish. 

Kroll {hanging up his hat in the hall). Many thanks. {Wipes 
his boots,) May I come inP {Comes in^ puis down his stick, sits down, and 
looks about him ) And how do you and Rosjcee get on together, eh ? 

Rel, Eyer since your sister, Beata, went mad and jumped into the mill- 
r^e, we haye been as happy as two little birds together. {After a pause, 
sitting down in arm-chair,) So you don't really mind my living hsre all 
alone with Rosmer ? We were afraid 
yon might, perhaps. 

Kroll, Why, how on earth— on the 
contrary, I shouldn’t ohjeot at aU if 

yon {looks at her meaningly)— 

Reb, {interrupting, gravely). For 
shame, Rector; how can yon make 
snch jokes I 

Kroll {as if surprised). Jokes ? We 
do not joke in these parts— hnt here is 
Rosheb. 

[Enter Rosmer, gently and softly, 

Rosmer, So, my dear old friend, you 
haye come again, after a year's absence. 

{Sits down,} We almost thought 

that 

Kroll (nods). So Miss West was 
saying — hut you are quite mistaken. 

I merely thought I might remind you, 
if I came, of our poor Beata’s suicide, 
so I kept away. We Norwegians are 
not without our simple tact. 

Rosmer, It was considerate — hut 
unnecessary. Reb — 1 mean. Miss 
West and I often allude to the inci- 
dent, do we not ? 

Reb, {strikes Tdndstickor), Oh, yes, 
indeed, {Lighting lamp.) Wheneyer 
we feel a little more cheerful than usual. 

Kroll, Ton dear good people I {Wanders up the room,) I came 
because the Spirit of Reyolt has crept into my School. A Secret 
Society has existed for weeks in the Lower Third I To-day it has 
come to my knowledge that a booby-trap was prepared for me by 
^e l^d of my own son, Laurits, and I then £scoyered that a 
hair has been inserted m my cane W my daughter Hilda! The 
only way in which a right-minded Schoolmaster can combat this 
anarchic and snbyersiye spirit is to start a newspaper, and I thought 
that you, as a weak, credulous, inexperienced and impressionable 
kind of man, were the yery person to be the Editor. 

[Reb, laughs softly, as if to herself, Rosmer Jumps up and sits 
down again, 

Reb, {with a took at Rosmer), Tell biTp now I 
Rosmer {returning the look), I can’t— some other eyening. Well, 
perhaps {To Eroll,) I can't he your Editor— heoause a low 

voice) I— I am on the side of Latjrits and Hilda ! 

Kroll {looks from one to the other, gloomily), H'm I 
Rosmer, Yes. Since we last met, I haye changed my yiews. I 
am gomg to create a new democracy, and awaken it to its true task 
01 making all the people of this country noblemen, by freeing their 
wills, and purifying their minds I 
Kroll What (fo you meaa P [.TaTtet up his hat. 

Jiof^r {bowing hts head), I don’t quite know, my dear mend : it 
was Reb I should say. Miss West’s scheme, 

Kroll Wm\ {A suspicion appears in his face,) Now I begin to 

belieye that what Beata said about schemes no matter. But, 

under the circumstances, I will not stay to supper* 

T, T j , [Takes up his stick, and walks out, 

Mosmer, I told you he would be annoyed. I shall go to bed now. 


I don’t want any supper. [Se lights a candle, and goes out ; pre- 
sently his footsteps are heard overhead, as he undresses, Rebecca 
pulls a bell-rope, 

Reb, {to Madam Htst-seth, who enters with dishes,) No, Mr. 
Rosmer will not haye supper to-night. {In a lighter tone,) Perhaps 
he is afraid of the nightmare. There are so many sorts of White 
Horses in this world I 

Mad, H, (shaking). Lord I lord I that Miss West— the things she 
does say! [Reb. goes out through door, knitting antimacassar 
thoughtfully, as Curtain falls, 

Acr 11. 



Rosmbr's study. Doors and windows, bookshelves, a writing-table. 
Door, with curtain, leading to Rosmbr’s bedroom, Rosmer dis- 
covered in a smoking-jacket cutting a pamphlet with a paper- 
knife, There is a knock at the door, Rosmer says, “ Come 
in, Rebecca enters in a morning wrapper and curl-papers. 
She sits on a chair close to Rosmer, and looks over his shoulder 
as he cuts the leaves. Rector Kroix is shown up, 

Kroll {lays his hat on the table and looks at Reb; from head to 
foot), I am really afraid that 1 am in the way. 

Reb, (surprised). Because I am in my momrug wrapper and 
curl-papers? You forget that I am 
emancipated. Rector Xroll. 

[She leaves them and listens behind 
curtain in Rosmeb’s bedroom, 
Rosmer, Yes, Miss West and I haye 
worked our way forward in faithful 
comradeship. 

Kroll (shakes his head at him 
slowly). So I peroeiye. Miss West is 
naturally inclined to he forward. But, 

I say, really you know Howeyer, 

I came to tell you that poor Beata was 
not so mad as she looked, though 
flowers did bewilder her so. (Taking 
off his gloves meaningly,) She jumped 
into the mill-race because she had an 
idea that yon oughtto marry Miss West ! 

Rosmer (jumps half up from his 
chair), I? Marry— Miss West! my 
good gracious, Kroll ! I don’t under- 
stand, it is most incomprehensible. 
(Looks fixedly before him,) How can 

people*; (looks ajt him for a moment, 

then rises,) Will you get out ? {Stm 
quiet and self-restrained,) But flrst 
tell me why you neyer mentioned this 
before ? 

Kroll, Why? Because I thought 
you were both orthodox, which made 
all the difference. Now I know that 
you side with Lalrits and Hilda, and 
mean to make the democracy into 
noblemen, and accordingly I intend to 
make it hot for you in my paper. 
„ [Me slams the door with spite as Rebecca enters 
from bed-room, 

Rosmer (as if surprised). You— in my bedroom ! Yon haye been 
listening, dear ? But you are so emancipated Ah, well ! so our 

J ure and beautiful fiiendship has been misinterpreted, bespattered ! 
ustibecause yon wear a morning wrapper, and haye Hyedhere alone 
for a year, people with coarse souls and ignoble eyes make unpleasant 
TOmarks ! But what really did driye Beata mad ? Why did she 
jump into the mill-race ? I 'm sure we did eyerything we could to 
spare her !^ I made it the business of my hfe to keep her in ignorance 
ot all our interests— I, now ? 

Reb, You did — ^but why brood oyer it? What'dbes it matter? 
Get on ^th your great, beautiful task, dear, (approaching him 
cautiously from behind), wiTming oyer minds and wills, and creating 
noblemen, you know-y/oy/*^^ noblemen ! 

Rosmer (walking about, restlessly, as if in thought). Yes, I know. 
I haye neyer laughed in the whole course of my life — ^we Rosmers 
^n’^and so I felt that spreading gladness and light, and making 
the democracy joyful, was properly my mission. But now—l feel 

^ upset to go on,^ Rebecca, unless (Shakes his head heavily,) 

Yes, an idea has just occurred to me — (looks at her, and then runs 
h%s hands through his hair) —oh, my goodness, no — carCt, 

_ - _ . , [Re leans his elbows on table, 

Reo, Be a free man to the full, Rosmer— tell me your idea. 

Rosmer {gloomily), I don’t know what you '11 s^ to it. It 's this. 
Our plat<mic comradeship was all yeiy well while 1 was peaceful and 
happvf, Now that I 'm bothered and badgered, I feel— ti; Ay, I can't 
exactly explain, hut I do feel that I must oppose a new and liying 
reaUty to the ^^awing memories of the past. I should, perhaps,, 
explain that this is eqpiyalent to an Ihsenian proposed. 


“ Taking off his gloves meaningly.’' 

Good morning! 


Mahoh 21, 1891.] 


PUNCH, OR THlfl LONDON CHARIVARI 


JELeh. {catches at the chairback with Joy)* How? at last—B. rise at 
last I {Recollects herself,) But what am I about ? Am 1 not an 
emancipated enigma ? {Puts her hands over her ears as if in terror,) 
What are you saying ? You mustn’t. I can’t think what you mean. 
Go away, do ! 

Rosmer {softly). Be the new and living reality. It is the only 
way to put Beata out of the Saga. Shall we try it ? 

Reh, xTever I Do not — do not ask me why— for I haven’t a notion — 
but never ! {Nods slowly to him and rises^ White Horses would 
not induce me I ( With her hand on door-handle,) Now you know ! 

\_8he goes out, 

Rosmer {sits up^ stares thunderstruck at the stove^ and says to him- 
self), Well— I— am . \^Quick Curtain, 

[The remaining two Acts of this subtle psychological study unavoidably 
' held over.] 


'"KEEP YOUR HARE ON!"^ 

Jjsc not following the advice given in the headline to thw article, 
clever Mr. Pineeo has made a mistake. Zady Bountiful with only 
a very little Ha-re is a disappointment. The majority of tiuMse who 
go to Hare’s Theatre ” (they don’t speak of it as “ The Garrick”) 

go to see the Lessee and Manager in a 
new i«rt: and they go to see a lot 
of him : they don’t ask merely for a 
gmall piece of Ha-re, if you please, 
though -(hey might be satisfied with 
^ ^ ^ small piece. Everyone goes 
' expecting to see him in a good part 
iJ in a good Comedy, his good part being 

equal to the better part of the whole 
" entertainment ; and if they don’t so 

Hare’s Theatre. ««« disappointed, my 

was Mr. Getobt’s happy translation 
of Zes Oiseaux peculiarly successful ? because^ it was a light, fresh, 
and pretty piece, wherein the occasional phrase in a nmor key was so 
artisticidly introduced as to be a rel& to our enjoyment of the 
humour of ihe characters and of the situations ; but all this would 
have gone for comparatively little had it not been for the excellence 
of Mr. Haee’s rendering of the first-rate part of Goldfinch^ which 
did not consist of occasional flashes, only fo collapse and disappear 
in the penultimate Act, but continued right through to the end, 
dominating everything and everybody. This is not so with Zady 
Bountiful, The appearance of Roderick Jfferonj who is no creation 
of the Author’s, as he admits, but merely Mr, Skimpole under 
another name, raises hopes at the commencement, which are blighted 
long before the finish. The part gutters out, as does Mr. Cuaei-es 
Geove’s John Veale, another “promise of spring.” Young Mr. 
Gilbbet Ha EE makes a most creditable first appearance as Sir 
Zucian Brent, Bart, He is easy and natu^. 

Eor the greater part of the educated audience, it might have been 
more usefru if Sir Richard Philliter, Q,C,, had gone about with 
an old Eton Latin Grammar in his pocket, instead of a Horace ; and 
if Miss H a TV . Roeke had divided with him the quotatioii, “ Nemo 
mortalium omnibus horis sapiV^ He, being rejected, might have 
commenced, ** Nemo mortalium, and she might have continued, 
omnibus horis then, both together, *^sapifJ* Or when she 
had snubbed him, he might have made some telling remark about 
“ Verhum personale,^^ and so forth. The introduction of a quotation 
from Horace is likely raiher to be resented than appreciated by the 
victims of a superior education. What a bad ^[uarter of an hour or 
so Paterfamilias will have when Materfamilias asks him for the 
translation of these lines from Horace ! Poor Pater will pretend not 
to have ‘ ‘ quite caught them ; ” or not been attending ; ” but to himself 
he will own how entirely he has forgotten his Latin, and perhaps he 
will make a good resolution to himself to “look up his Horace 
again.” Then the learned young lady will be asked by her Mamma, 
or by her sharp young bothering sister,^ “what that Latin means,” and 
though she might be able to construe it when she sees it, to translate 
it ofihand at one hearing is a difficult, and she will evade the 
question by saying, “ Please, don’ t talk ! I want to listen to the piece.” 

The youth in the Stalls, fresh from college or school, will^ be about 
as much equal to the translation offhand as is young Sir Zuman 
Brent when asked by Mr. Cathcaet to give the meaning of the 
Latin on the ancient brasses in the old church, and they won’t thank 
you for bringing school studies into playtime. On the whole, 
nothing is gained by this Dr. Panglossian introduction of Latin 
quotation ; it doe^’t help the action, nor emphasise a character, nor 
does it strengthen a situation, to bring in even the most appropriate 
lines which are not “in a language understanded of the people.” 
Sir Richard Philliter^ Q.-0»rinight*be-knoTO in private life to his 
friends .as Sir Hoeaoe Datus {Non (Edipus), Mr. Cathcaet ’ s 
Pedgrift^ parish clerk and sexton, js an excellent little character- 
sketch, as IS also that of Mrs, HornuU, thej^ew-opCner. 

As for Mr* Eobees Eobbetsoh and . Miss Kate Eoeze, they 


seemed to me to be what the author had made them— t.e., stagey. 
Miss Doioees Deummohb, as Mrs, Veale^ is *very good, and Miss 
Maete Lotoeh, except in one stagey bit in tLe Thud Act, plays 
with great care and judgment. The interior of the eld country 
church (Act HI.) is a masterpiece of scenic art and stage arrange- 
ment,— a perfect picture by Mr. W. Habtoed. I wish I co^d 
say the same of the dinoument of the intermpted marriage, which 
' strongly reminded me of a pictorial heading to some exciting chapter : 
in a penny novelette or The Zondon Journals It is a very weakfimsh, j 
and not strengthened or improved in any way by tbe line Sir Richard \ 
Philliter, Q,G,, has to say, on which the Ciuttain descends. And j 
what does everybody exclaim afterwards? Simply, “Why there’s 
nothing for Have to do in it. We thought we sLoiud see him again, 
and that he would come out all right at last.” That ’s the feeling. 
They can’t hear the idea of their favourite flrst-clasa Comedian 
being a sordid, swindling old villain, unless the character he excep- 
tionally amusing. Zady Bountiful might be termed “A bald piece,” | 
because it has so little Haee. 

THE BOAT-RACE TEN YEAES HENCE ! 

( When no doubt it will be conducted m skicthj scierUificpririciples,) 

The crews were met together on the day fixed for the event in 
the Council JRoom of the Combined Universities Barge moored at 
Putney. Fifteen of the athletes wore the usual training mufti, 
which contrasted sttongly with the garh of the sixtecnih— a com- 
plete suit of fiannels. “To quote our ancestors— ‘ Why this thus- 
ness ? ’ ” asked the Camford Stroke, as he recognised cue of his own 
men in this strange apparel. 

“Why not?” replied the other; surely we are not going to 
pull in tweeds ? ” 

“We are not going to pull at allj” explained the leader of the 
Oxbridge Eight, courteously ; “I tbinlr we can manage the matter 
in a more satisfactory fashion. It was all very "well in tLe Nmeties 
to race in real earnest, hut now that we have reached the Twentieth 
Century our civilisation teaches something better.” 

“ Certainly I ” returned the Camford Stroke ; “ and I tbiT»k we 
had better get at once to business. Who has the sworn information 
of our respective coaches ? ” 

“ I have,” replied the Hon. SoHcitor to the rival Boating Clubs ; 

“ and, if you will allow me, I will produce them — or rather %t, for the 
coaches have affirmed jointly.” 

AIL present bowing acquiescence, the man of law, putting on his 
spectacles, and opening a brief-bag, produced a document, and read 
as follows : — 

“ It is our opinion that Oxbridge, as the heavier crew,^ has an 
advantage over Camford, which is only lessened, and certainly not 
entirely removed, -by the better training of the latter. Moreover, the 
steering of the Oxbritee coxwain is iufiTiitely preferable to the 
steering of his rival. The times of the various teials, too, ^ve in 
every instance given a distinct advantage to Oxbridge. ^ Again, they 
have a better boat. So, given fine weather, the result is a foregone 
conclusion. Oxbridge must win, although no doubt Camford would 
make a good fight for it, and come in a respectable second.” 

“I suppose we may add, ‘barring accidents’?” suggested the 
Camford Stroke, with rather a forced laugh. 

“Sirl ” exclaimed the Hon. Solicitor, with some severity. “In a 
company of gentlemen like those present, accidents always are 
barred I” 

“ duite so,” admitted the Camford champion, and I suppose our 
committee of the latest Senior Wrangler and tlie youngest Double 
First have considered what I may call the atmospheric conditions 
under which the race would have taken place ? ” 

“ Yes, Sir, we have, and those conditions are all unfavourable to 
the success .of Camford,” was the ready reply. 

“ Then I thiTik we have hut one more thing to do — ^to give three 
hearty cheers for our opponents,” said the Oxbridge Stroke, and a 
minute later the rafters rang with loud applause. 

“ But why shouldn’t we have rowed it out ? ” asked tbc gentleman 
in flannels— he was a Freshman— a little later. ** Surely mat would 
have heeu more satisfactory.” 

“Not at all,” was the reply. “ The plan is merely a survival of 
the fittest I ” and his answer afforded general satisfaction. 

Sbelley Hevised. 

Most rhyi^g men ' 

Are cradled into poetry by fashion, 

And learn as formula what they print as passion. 

Tns Development of Africa, by A. S.^ -WEp:TE, k ad^iti^d. 
This is White on Black, and no pliayer^ in ha nd.! It Buould he im- 
mediately foUow^-%^ fWhite, or Who takoi 

Exciting match, one life each. .. , 


lirlpliSiPlgii 



CONFUSION WORSE CONFOUNDED. 

Jmes, ** OoN-FOTmD it all 1 Somebody *s taken mf Hat, and left this filthy, beastly, shabby old TuiNa instead 1 ” 
Brovm, “A— I beg yoke pabdon, but that happens to be MY Hat 1 '* 


OPT m THE STABLE. 

Sead Groom JB-lf-r loq* 

Kept in I Yes, by thunder ! Be *t prudence or blunder, 
Goy's fondness for Tithes or bad weatber, or wbat, 

Tou^re kept in tbe stable, though fit, ay, and able 
To lead the whole field and to win by a lot. 

A hunter I never bestrode ha^ as clever I 
Tithe f Pooh ! Me ^s not in it, my beauty, with you. 
You 've breed, style, and mettle, and look in rare fettle. 

If Jhad to settie, you know what J’d do ! 

These gentlemen-riders deem all are outsiders 
Save them ; as if gent ever made A 1 jock ! 

Ah I ^AM L. Gobdon,* poor chap, had a word on' 

Such matters. I ’ll warrant he sat like a rock, 

Am went like a blizzard. Yes, beauty, it is hard 
To eat off your head in the stable lie this. 

Too long you have idled ; but wait till you ’re bridled ! 

The hunt of the season I swear you won’t miss. 

lij been hard weather, although, beauty, whether 
Tw that altogether your chance that postponed, 

Or whether Boss Solly committed a folly 

1 mfl-tter ! A comelier crack he ne’er owned, 

AMough ’tis I say it who shouldn’t. The way it 
Has snowed and has frozen may be his excuse ; 

Hut when you’re once started, deer-limbed, lion-hearted, 

I warrant, my beauty, you ’ll go like the deuce. 

A le^ head and fiery, strong quarters, and wiry, 

A loin rather light, but a shoulder superb,” 

Tl^’s Gohdon’s description of IseuU. (All whip shun 
v^en Tiding such rattlers, and trust to the curb.) 
T^mare was your sort, lad. I guess there’U be sport, lad. 
When you make strong and near the last jump. 

Anfi you, when extended, look “bloodlike and splen<£d.”| 

Ah I poor Lindsat Gobdon was sportsman and trump. 

* Ad a m Xindsay G’Obdon, the ardent, horse-loving Australian poet. 


I see your sleek muzzle in front I It will puzzle 
Your critics, my boy, to pick holes in you then : 

There ’s howling “ Hjstobious,”— he ’s but a sorry cuss 1 
Weg, too, that grandest of all grand old men ; 

He ’s ridden some races ; of chances and paces, 

Of crocks versus cracks he did ought to be judge. 

He sees you are speedy; when Mobley sneers “ Weedy,” 

Or Lab doubts your staying, Weg knows it ’s all fudge I 

We ’re biding our time, lad. Your fettle is prime, lad ; 
Though we ’re frost-bound now, open weather must come, 

At least after Easter ; and, beauty, when we stir, 

And forge to the front, lad, we ’ll just make things hum. 

In spite of much ruction concerning Obstruction, 

I wish—tn a whispei — we ’d started before, 

And, forcing tbe running, discarding all cunning, 

Bomped in — as we ’midst a general roar ! 

MORE IBSENITY. 

at the Royalty. “Alas, poor Ghosts I” A shady piece. 

No money taken at the doors ” on this occasion, which is making a 
virtue of necessity. This being tbe case, Ghosts was, and if played 
again will, be witnessed by an audience mainly composed of “ Head- 
Iwads.” Lively this. ^ Tne Critics have spoken out strongly, and 
those interested in this Ibsenity should read the criticisms pre- 
ramably by Mr. Clement Scott in The Telegraph and Mr. Moy 
Thomas in The Daily News, Stingers ; but as outspoken as they 
are true and just in all their dealings with this Ibsenian craze. 

* 

“ Les Oiseaux.” — ^Mrs. Ram says she pities any unfortunate man 
whose wife has a fearful temper. She knows one such husband who 
qmte quails before his wife, “ and I ’m not surprised,” adds Mrs. R., 

for 1 know her, and she ’s a regular ptarmigan.” 

Tmb Coming Census.— Cablyib said, “The population of the 
Bnti^ Itopire is composed of so many millions, mostly fools.” 
Will the Census he taken on the First of April ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Baron can MgHy recommend The Wages of Sin, by Lucas 
Maiet, “ I am informed,’^ says the B. de B.- W., that tins is the 
nom de plume of an Anthoress. This Malet shonld be !Femalet.^^ 
Be this as it may, the Baron, who is discretion itself, will not attempt 
^ to penetrate beyond the 

--V n ^^2.* Some of the writing 

^ n!\r ^ thank 

H ^ heaven, my old sesthetic 

U fnend, “O-the-pity-of-it” 

-'17 P ^ occurs only once; and 0 
I p ! the pily of it when he does 
so, and gives a ‘^Mattdie 
PosTLETHWAiTE tone 
-/"r to the passage in question, 
j ^What^^s ^^^hnffle^^mean? 

\ ' ' v' ^ right to create words ; 

\ '■ when G-enins does so, 
;• \v the very sotind of the word 

II conveys its meaning with 
frequently without 
the context. *But I’m 
, htiffled,” says the Baron, 

“if I understand it here.” 
Still “hufl3.ed” is a good- 
substitute for strong lan- 
guage, when you ’re ruffled. Don’t let the light-hearted reader 
be deterred by the slow pace of Volume One ; but stick to it, ^d 
avoid skipping. A selfish mean cuss is the ‘ ‘ hero,” so to style him ; 
and personally, the Baron would consider him in Society as a first- 
class artistic bore. The character is drawn with great skill, as are 
they all. The description of ilfrs. Crookendon^s aiter-dinner party 
is as life-like as if it were a well-staged scene in a well-written 
and well-cast Drama, 

*‘I have been dipping into Country Souse Sketches, by C, C. 
Ehts,” says the Baron, and have come to the conclusion that if 
the author, youthful I fancy, would give himself time, and have 
the patience to ‘ follow my Lever,’ flie result would be a Jack 
Hinton Junior^ with a smack of Soapey Sponge ip. it.” The short 
stories are all, more or less, good, and would be still better but for a 


certain cocksureness about them" which savours of the man in a 
country house who will insist on telling you a series of good stories 
about himself, one after the other, until the guests in the smoking- 
room, in sheer despair of ever getting their turn of talking about 
themselves, or of turning on the tap of their own good stories, light 
their candles, yawn, and go pensively to bed. 

My “raithfol Co.” informs me that he has been reading some 
very excellent Sketches of England, by a “ Poreign Artist,” and a 
“Poreign Author.” The latter is no less a person tiian the genial 
representative of the Journal des EUbats in London, Mens. 
P, Ytt-uaus. My “ Co.” says that, take it all round, this is one of 
the best books upon La Eerfide Albion he has ever read. Both 
scribe and illustrator are evidently fond of the “Foreigners” they 
find in the British Isles. Mons. Ytltars, however, makes one 
startling assertion, which has taken my “ Co.” by surprise. The 
“ Foreign Author” declares that “laughter never struck his ears.” 
Now our Monsieur is an admirable raconteur, and if he ever told 
one of his capital stories to an Englishman of average intelligence, | 
he must have heard laughter. He has also read a rather strange 
work called, What mil Mrs. Grundy^ sayf My “ Co.” declares that, 
considering its subject, the book, which is not without merit, might 
be recommended as a disciplinary exercise during Lent. 

Says“ Co. Junior,” to the Baron, “Sir, I,’vejust come across Axtstih 
Dobson and his Four Frenchwomen^ “Hold!” cries the Baron, 
frowning. “No scandal.” “Nay, Sir,” quoth “Co. Junior,” ner- 
vously. “’tisbut the title of a book.” “That is another thing,” 
says the Baron, waving his hand, “ proceed I ” “ It is about Mile. 
BE CoBBAT, Madame Bolanb, the Princesse be Lamballb, and 
Madame be Genbis. I recommend it, Sir. Tolls, Lege ! ” And 
with a bow “ Co. Junior,” withdraws from the presence. 

Guoth the Baron, “ I was looking again into Saint Monica, just to 
see if I might like it any’ better than I did on the first occasion— 
which, “with me hand upon me heant,” as Doctor O’ ft. says, I 
cannot say I do,— when I came upon the following misprint, — “ This 
woman, nevertheless, worshipped him as the god of her idoliaryE 
It’s a beautiful word, “idoltary,” and so much better than the 
ordinary way of spelling it. So, after all, there is more in Saint 
Monica than I had expected. In fact, its chief fault is that it is 
too much spun out ; and, just at this time, Saint Monica mustn't be 
associated in any sort of way with the House at Cambridge where 
they spin. The Baron be Booe-TYobms. 


TO A DEBUTANTE. 

Fair Maiden of unclouded brow 
Who, gaily, ’mid the gay the gayest, 

To England, Home, and Duty now 
Oblation payest. 

Gay seeming,— if the milliner’s 
Can cheer, the florist’s homage sightly ; 

And yet, unless my fancy errs, 

Thou shudderest slightly. 

Is it a sigh for childhood’s hliss, 

A dread of what is coming, come what 

May matrimonially— or is 

It draughty somewhat ? 

St. James’s corridors are long 
As Art, as Life thy raiment brief is 

(Except the train, of course)— and strong 
Mamma’s relief is. 

In vulgar phrase, “ Tour mother knows 
You’re out,” at length. Such triumphs 
too dear 

Are sometimes purchased. I suppose 
She fidgets you, dear. 

“The Countess I— how, child, to the Earl I — 
Those terrible Htbe Parttfs I Their posies 

Look qnite too vulgar ; cut them, girl. 

How red your nose is ! 

“ ftuick I take the powder-pnfiE, my love— 
Not on yonr bonquet or your hair now I— 

Don’t bungle so ; you’ll drop that glove— 
Please take more care now. 

“You stoop like any bourgeoise chit. 

Who ’d think you educated highly ? . 

No, not so stifi. Do blnsh a bit. 

And simper shyly.” 

Ah I Maiden fair of cloudless air, 

This kind of thing is hardly pleasant. 

Indeed, I ’m thankful not to wear 
Thy shoes at present I 


“THE FLOWERS THAT BLOOM.TRA-LAI” 









' In the Times for March 12th appeared a 
notice of The Spring Flower Show, wherein 
it was stated that a silver medal was awarded 
to Mr. Babr for his pretty collections, which 
included the spurius Henry Irving.” There ’s 
an “ 0 ” omitted, of course, but it ’s the same 
word* Who is the “ spurious Henry Ir- 
vine”? YHiere does this flower of the Drama 


flourish,^ away from the Lyceum Theatre? 
What and where does Henbicus Spurius 

f lay ? Does he appear in the Hare-BeUs ? 
s he to bloom in Covent Garden? or is it, 
after all, only a plant ? There is only one 
Henricus Irvingus, and he ’s not spurius.” 

ftUEER ftUEEIES. 

1Tti!at.th.-~I am not an invalid, hnt I suffer 
from giddiness, a feeling of snffocation,^ with 
excruciating pains, and apparent cessation of 
the heart’s action. I am also so nervous, 
that, whenever the door is opened, I begin 
to scream londly. My mental feebleness 
finds vent in puns that have alienated my 
oldest friends, Conld some Correspondent 
explain these symptoms ? I do not believe 
in Doctors, but am taking “Soft-sawder’s 
Emulgent Balsam of Aconitine,” It does not 
seem to have done me much good yet, but 
that is probably due to my not having tried 
it long enough.— Bather Anxious. 

A Danchng-on-Nothing Gibb.— Talk of 
The Dancing Girl at the Haymarket— of 
course people will talk— why she ’s nothing 
to the girls who dance to M. Jacobi’s luimit- 
able hallet-music at the Alhambra. Here 
they have a magic show, which “puzzles the 
ftuaker ; ” and I don’t mind admitting that 
I was the qnaker when I saw a fair and comely 
young lady up in the air standing still and 
dancing on nothing at all I Certainly “Aero- 
lithe” is as good as any of her marvellous 
predecessors, the YauisbiTig Girl included. 
As a conjuror, Mr. Cabi F'rrtz, who I take 
to be the inventor of the above illusion, 
is also nncommonly neat, and this “Ten 
o’clock,” to all lovers of the marvellous, can 
be recommended by 

The Faculty por Amusement. 
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ITO, WE IsTEYEE MEOTION HIM!” 

{Hbr Majesty in the eveningmtnessed the performanee 6lTh^ 
Gondoliers j a Comic Opera, composed by Sir AnTSWa Sullivan, 
in the Waterloo Chamber, by the Sav(w Theatre Company, 
under the management of Mb. E. D’Oylt Gabtb, — From 
the Times Court Circular, Monday, March 9.] 

“ A Comic Opera, composed by Sir Abthtje Sdujvak.” 
Q,aite so. But where does W. S. OtEBBET come in ? Let 
ns see. After givingr the programme, and after givinir 
all the characters and the supers, the words “ Dramatis 
FersoncB^^ occnr as an after-thought, and underneath 
are the names of the Musical Pirector, Stage Manager, 
Wig Provider, &e., &c. Well, “ W. S. G-. ” doesn’t come 
in here. After the highly successful performance, 
E. P’Otlt Caete, says the Times C. C., “had the honour 
of being presented to Hee Majesty, who expressed her 
warm appreciation of the manner in which the perform- 
ance was conducted.” Did E. P'OriT t hink of men- 
tioning that “ the words ” were by W. S. G-. ? And then 
it is told how P’Oylt refused to take any payment 
for the performance. Hoble, generous-hearted, large- 
minded, and liberal D’Oyly! Sir Aethue Couetlt 
Sflliyae’s name was to the Bill, and so his consent to 
this extra act of generosity may be taken for granted. 
But what said Sir Beiam be Bois G^ilbeet? By the 
merry-maskins, but an he be not pleased, dub me imight 
I Samingol Will PPybt be dubbed Hnight ? And what 
I sort of a Knight ? WeB, remembering a certain amusing 
little episode in the more recent history of the Savoy 
Theatre, why not a “ Carpet Knight” ? 

A Mere Sugoestion eoe I^bxt Time.— L ast Tuesday, 
under the heading of “To-day,” the Times announced 
that “ at the Society of Arts Mr. J. STAmnE Gaedner, 
as Cantor Lecinrer, would discourse ou ‘ Enamelling and 
Damascening,’ Professor H. HTJSBgoMEE being in the 
Chair.” Our excellent Bushian Professor was the rijght 
man iu the right place, heiug so interested in theatrical 
matters ; hut, at &e same mu^ wouldn’t the lecture on 
“Damascening,” or “Howto Dam-a-scene,” have been 
more suitably given at the Playwreokers* Club, with 
Mr. Jekijmxt Jbetjm in the Chair? 

SoKO OE THE Beixs oe Bichmoni).— “ Turn again, 
Whittaker, Eirst Mayor of Richmond.” 


ESSENCE OP PARLIAMENT. 

Exteaoted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday Night, March 9. — jN^aval Estimates 
on again. Approach delayed by action of Cameron; House been 
Counted Out on Friday; necessary 
for Government to set up Supply 
again; formal Motion made by 
Jackson; Cawtjieon objects; deeply 
distressed to think ikat Govern- a 

ment shonld have fallen so low as 
to permit Count Out. “It’s really mgSB 
shocking,” he said. “Here we are 
brought from our peaceful homes 
to London at this inclement season, 
to do the work of the nation. 

Assembled as usual on a Friday 
nip:ht ; important business on ; 

Ministers and their friends go off 
to dinner ; and, it being round 
there are not Forty Members pre- 
sent, House is Onuuted Out at 
half-past eight. Hight absolutely 
lost; Sitting criminally chucked 

“ ^h ! ” I said, sympathetically; 

“must have been very hard upon 





you. sternly attending to yoi^ duty 
whilst others gambolled iu the 


shade. And then to he suddenly 
Counted Out! How many of you 
were there when the Count was 

”^Well — er-you see, Toby,” « Comt ” Cameron, 

said Cameron, almost blushing ; “ the fact is I wasn’t there myself, 
though that, of course, does not deter me from invoking censure on 
‘ ters. Indeed I am not sure that the oiroumstanoe doesn’t place 



A NEW SECT. 

*‘Ani) is the new Curate ifARRiBD, Mrs, Jenkins?” 

“Oh no, Ma’am. He ’s what they call a CbalybeatsT' 

me in a more favourable position. Outsiders, you know, see most 
of game. I was outside; had, in fact, comfortably gone off to 
dinner, expeotog other people would stop to make HoiJbe* But 
they didn’t, and I feel I’m just the man to make it hot for Oxb 
1 Morality and Ms friends, who ought to have been here.” 

Other people didn’t seem to see it in quite that light. Condem- 
natory Motion negatived by 184 Yotes against 42. 

House thereupon took up Naval Estimates. Instantljr Commodore 
Harcottrt appeared in omng ; landed on Front Opposition Bench, 
diffusing unwonted smell of stale mussels and seaweed. Com- 
modore looked very imposing pacing down quarter-deck towards 
Mace, with telescope under his arm, sou’wester pulled wdl over his 
ears, and unpolished sqnare-toed boots rising above his knees. A 
blizzard outside ; snow and wind ; bitterly cold ; but the Commodore 
soon made it hot all round. Fell upon Jokim spars and sails, stem 
and starn. “ Regularly elaw-bawiTnered him, ” as George Hamjt.ton 
said, drawing on naval resources for adequate adjective. Accused 
him of making a speech that would have become Ciecablbs the 
First. Talked about levying Ship Money ; threatened a revolution : 
hinted at Hampben, and, unrebuked by the Speaker, called 
unoffending Prince Arthur the “youthful Stj^ffobb.” 

Splendid performance, only wanting an audience.^ But the storm 
inside House burst as suddenly as the blizzard without. Nobody 
knew that the Commodore was close-hauled, and meant business. 
Few present to witness the perturbed scene on the Treasury i 
Bench:— O lb Mob a t.tty huddled up against Georgib Hamilton, 
who was nervously tearing sheet of paper into meaimred strips; 
Jokim shaking in every limb, and white to the Bps ; Prince AbxHur 
most Buccesrful of the group in maintaining his self-possession, though 
evidently not liking file reference to Steafforb. The Commodore, 
looking in his tarpaulins considerably more than six foot hi^h, 
stormed and raged what time the snow and sleet beat a wild 
accompaniment on the melancholy windows. 

Business done, — Commodore HARCouRTgoes again on the rampage. 

Tuesday,— iRowhSJ) Yincent rather staggered to-night. Favoured 
by fortune and file ballot, had secured first place for Motion on 
Fiieniy Societies. Dsefol thing for coming General Eleotion to he 
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xcneziibersd as advooats of cause, of W^orkiug Man. Bestowed siuoIl 
CEure on terms of Resolution ; inrited Government to encourage inore 
general voluntary provision for sickness and old age. Tten a^oitly 
dragged in tlie axiom that “ Sound prin- 
ciples of provident Insurance should be 
included in the subjects prescribed by 
the Education Code for instruction in 
elementary schools.” That meant to draw 
Old Mn uAUT Tv ; succeeded d merveille. 

“Toby, dear boy,” he said to me, 
half closing his eyes, and folding _ his 
arms, whilst a far-away look melted into 
newer softness hia kindly countenance, 
“ that reminds me of old days. Many 
a time have I written out in' my copy- 
book, ‘Take care of your l^’eighbour’s 
Pence, and your own Pounds will Take ! 
Care of Themselves.’ ‘ Borrow an Um- j 
brella, and put it away for a Rainy 
Day,’ ‘Half a Currant Bun is better 
than Ho Bread’; ‘A Bird in a Pigeon 
Pie is better than three in the Bush.’ 
Got heaps of copy-books filled^ with 
these and similar words of wisdom. 
Howabd Vincent is quite right. If 
there was more of this in our elementary 
schools, there would be, if I may say so, 
more men like me. You rememoer what 
"Who’s-This said, * Let me write their 
copy-book headings, and I don’t care who 
manes their laws.’ Howard Yincbnt is 
on the right tack ; think we shall accept 
his Resolution.” 

So it would have been, if that eminent 
strategist had foregone his speech. If 
he had laid Resolution on the table, and 
said, “ There yon are,” Government would have accepted it, and 
he would have had a night of triumph. But he would speak. 
Spoke for an hour, and utterly rained chances of the Resolution he 
recommended. 

Hebbert Maxwell, put up from Treasury Bench to reply for 
Government, did his work admirably. After fearful fiasco with 
Charlin last Friday, Old Moealitt checked disposition to give 
young Ministers opportunity of distinguishing themselves. If Max- 
well made a mull of this, following on Friday week’s catastrophe 
with Cha p lin, it would he serious. Maxwell won more than 
negative credit of not making mistake. He delivered excellent 
speech, showing collate mastery of subject, 

JBtisiness dom^ — ^Bfouse Counted Out again. 



Thursday . — An Irish night at last. Ouite a long time since we 
talked of flie distressful country. Wouldn’t gness that Ireland was 
to the fore by looking at the 
Irish quarter. Usual when 
Prince Abthde is on his feet 
expounding and defending 
his policy for Irish camp to 
he bristling with contradic- 
tion and contumely. To- 
night only five there, includ- 
ing Breb Rabbit. Brer 
Fox promised to come, but 
hasn’t turned np. Under- 
stood to he engaged in com- 
position of new Manifesto. 

Towards midnight Prince Arthur, 
wearied of the quietude, observed that 
he_ didn’t believe there was a single 
Irish Member present. Whereupon 
Holan, waking from sleep, under 
shadow of Gallery, indignantly shouted 
out, “What?” Tanner, just come 
in, roared, “ Oh 1 ” “ Ah I ” said Prince 
Arthur, and the conversation termi- 
nated. 

Explanation of singnlar abstention 
is, that business under discussion is 
Vote on account of Relief of Distress 
in Ireland. Prince Arthur asks for 
£55,000 for that purpose ; wouldn’t do 
for Irish Members to obey their first 
instinct, and oppose Vote moved by 
Chief Secretary. If they were there, they might he expected to say, 
“ Thank you ; ” so they stay away, one or two just looking in to 
contradict X. W. Russell — “Roarmg” Russell, Sarx calls Htn — 
when he gave an account of what he saw during a recent visit to Ireland. 
fiusimss done ^ — Relief voted for Irish Distress. 



Mr. Swift M‘HeiIl ‘‘prating.’^ 


Friday Lo ! a strange thing happened. Fell asleep just 

now, amid deadly dulness, dejpth of which no one outside House can 
comprehend. Woke up, nearing familiar voice. ’Twas the voice of 
Prince ARTEnuR, I heard him complain ; something about Ground- 
rents in London. Hot quite his subject ; voice, too, didn’t seem to 
come from Treasury Bench. But no mistaking it ; same tone ; same 
infiection. How I come to think of it, more like way he used to talk 
before be came to govern Ireland, Opened eyes; looked down; 
behold I it was brother Gerald, opposing Stuart's Motion on Land 
Tax. Very odd ; think I ’ll go to sleep again. 

Business done. — ^Slept. 


THE S0NG:0E the BACILLUS. 

[Hot a week passes without our hearing of a fresh agent to destroy the 
Bacillus.] 

Once I flourished unmolested, now my troubles never cease : 

Man, investigating monster, will not let me rest in peace. 

I am ta’en from friends and kindred, from my newly- wedded bride, 
And exposed — it ’s really shameless— on a microscopic slide. 

Sure some i)hilbaeillic person a Society should start 
For Protection of Bacilli from the Doctor’s baleful art. 

Eoch the evil game first started, aud his lymph came squirming in. 
But, ’twixt you aud me, Bacilli did not care a single pin. 

We went elsewhere in the body, and it only made us roam, 

But it ’s hard, you must admit it, to be worried from your home, 

Aud methinks the hapless patient had much rather we had rest, 
When he finds ns wildly rushing up and down his tortured breast. 

Then came Bernaleih and his dodges ; his specific is to flood 
All the circulation freely with injections of goat’s blood. 

That is really rather soothing, and it doesn’t seem to hurt. 

Though they lacerate your feelings with an automatic squirt ; 

Time will show if it’s effective, but ’twill be revenge most sweet 
If the patients take to bntting every single sonl they meet. 

Hext fierce Liebriech, quite a savage, has declared that we shall die 
Shattered and exacerbated by attacks of Spanish fly. 

We should like to ask the patient if he thinks he ’ll live at ease, 

With his system impregnated with that vile cantharides ? 

We perchance may fall before it, waging an unequal strife, 

But it ’s any odds the patient will be blistered out of life. 

Therefore, 0 my friends^ take heart, and these indignities endure, 
Although every week brings news of an indubitable cure ; 

We have lived and flourished freely ever since the world began, 

And our lineage is as ancient surely as is that of man ; 

While I ’U. venture the prediction, as a wind-up to my song. 

That, despite these dreadful Doctors, we may haply live as long. 

BLOHDEL DP TO DATE. 

{A Fragment froTn a History of the Future,) 

And so it happened that the King was taken and imprisoned, no 
one knew whither. His followers, saving one, treated the matter 
very calmly. The exception, who was supposed to be wanting in his 
wits (he played on the barrel-organ), determined to do Ms best to 
rescue Ms Royal Master; and an idea occurred to Mm. He had 
noticed that when he performed on hi 4 musical instrument those 
who, perforce, were obliged to listen to Mm acted strangely. Some 
of his audiences had ihrowned, others had shaken their fists at him, 
aud all had gone quickly away. Only once had a loiterer stayed 
behind, smiling a sweet smile, as if he were enjoying the music. To 
Ms regret, Blondel subsequently ascertained that the apparently 
charmed listener was stone deaf. So he argued that if his musio 
had so great an effect upon the population of Ms native village it 
would work marvels in the wide world without. And thus, with a 
heart full of hope aud courage, he started on Ms travels. 

He wandered, turning the handle of his organ, for many a weary 
mile. He passed through towns, hamlets, and cities ; the people 
put their heads out of their windows, and urged Mm imperiously to 
be gone ; and as he hurried away he gazed at their faces, hoping to 
have seen the King, his Master, but without avail. He felt, that were 
His Majesty to hear Ms music, there would be a further supply of 
language savouring rather of the dicing-house than the cathedral. 
But, alas ! Ms search was in vain* At length, he reached London, 
and found it as silent as the grave I There were no German bands, 
no Higgers, not even a hurdy-gurdy ! Greatly surprised, Blondel 
asked a policeman the meaning of tMs strange, this unlooked-for 
quietude ! 

“ Strike up that organ of yours,” said the constable, surlily, “ and 
I will soon show you ! ” 

Blondel turned Ms handle, and was immediately arrested. 

“What for?” echoed the policeman; “why, lor infringing the 
provisions of the Jacobi Street Music ProMMtion Act I ” 

And with this brief explanation Blondel was carried off to prison J 


HOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contrihutions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wifi 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 
there will he no exception. 
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It was a g^aiit Postmaster that armed hiTn for the fray, 

And, oh, his eyes were gleamiog as he summoned his array: 

To north and South the message went, to W. and E., 

And where, ’mid piles of ledgers, men make money in E,C* ; 

From Highgate Hill to Putney one ory the echoes wakes. 

As the Postmen don their uniforms and shout aloud for jRAnncs, 

“Brave Postmen,” spake an officer, who gazed upon the throng, 
i e tramp the streets by day and night, your hours are very mng ; 
^t since you love the G-. P. 0. that thus your feet employs, 

We must not see you flouted by a perky pack of boys. 

S vdft r^y round the Master who quavers not nor qu^es, 

Our Bed Enight of the Pillar-Box, the adamantine Batitrs, 

“ ‘ Messengers’ P "We ’ll teadi the 
Pubuc sense. 

Which consists in looking pleasant while we pocket all their pence. 
Though the papers rave, we care not for their chatter and their fuss. 
Th^ must keep at home their messages, or send them all through Us. 
j^d we ’ll cru^ these boy-intruders as a mongoose crushes snakes. 
They hare sown, but we shall reap it— 'tis the will of Mr. Ruxes.” 
****** 

there, and listened,^ and his angry face grew red, 
Like the tape thatBiJps delights in, and he 6hook his ancient head. 
BAtirns, he cried, I doubt your wisdom, and 1 much incline to 
scorn 

Those who trespass on their neighbour’s land, and cart away his com. 

Let the man who makes the oven and laboriously bakes 

Take the profit on the loaves he sells, nor yield it all to B^titrs, 

“You say you ’ll do the thing yourself : Monopoly decrees 
That, rf boys go making honey, they must lose it, like the bees. 

But, oh, be warned, my Postmaster, it ’a not a pleasant thing 
To incur a bee’s resentment and to suffer from its sting : 

(to change my humble parallel) I like not him who takes 
A nest prepared by others, like the Cuckoo-Postman BATirma t ” 

SoPNi) AOT) Sa^.— W e hear that Mr. W. IC. CnLmxus is to be 
Shaftesbury. Years ago, to the popular inquiry. 

‘ Wko ’s CmJPCTHS ? ” there was but one answer, ‘f The Safe Man?’ 
Good omen for the Shaf teshury. 


BAR BARRED I 

SCEir^.4 Pt^KamenUry CommitUe Poom. Committee stifina 
ctt harse'-shoe table, JBar (crowded at table covered planSy 
wstardSy buns^ agreementSf and ginger •‘beer, JELuge plans hanO’^ 
xr^iow^e View in distance of 8t, Thomas's Hospital. JEasU 
V'est JJiddlesex JRailway Extension Sill under considetatwn. 
Expert Witness standing at reading-desk under examination. 

Junior Counsel {for Promoters), Yon have told us that there is 
a cutting at Burnt House Mi l l , coloured red in plan — ^in your opinion 
do yon tbirik that the road passing by Hoggsborongh, coloured 
green, could be so diverted as to avoid the necessity of ihrowing a 
bridge over tbe River Crowe, coloured yellow ? 

Expert TV itness {^ith great deliberation^ and illustrating his 
remar by references to a large plan). In my opinion I think the 
necessity of building a bridge over tbe River Crowe may be avoided 
by skirting the Swashbuckler Estate, and by making a new road 
that would cross the proposed line by a level crossing at Twaddle- 
^mb, and ultimately reach Market Goosebury, coloured blue, by 
followmg the course of the Raisensworth, coloured black. 

Junior Counsel Thank you— that will do. ISits down. 

First Cross-Examining Q,C. {suddenly entering from another 
Committee Room, looking for his Junior— aside). Where on earth 
have we got to ? 

^airman of Commi^ee. Is this witness cross-eysTniped P 
First C,-E, Q. C, Certainly, Sir. Now I think you say that it is 
necessary to make a bridge over the River Crowe, coloured red in 
plan r 

^‘upert Witness. No; I say that if the Swashhnokler Estate is 
skirted, &8. ^ ^ \_Repeats the answer he has already given, 

Second Cross— Examining Q. C, {entering hurriedly, as his learned 
brother sits down). One moment, please. Now you say that it is 
absolutely necessary to 'pass the River Crowe, in plan colonred red. 
by a bridge? * 

Expert JVitness, On the contrary, I say that if the Swashbuckler * 
^ r • [Eepeats his answer for the third time, . 
Imra 0.-^. Q. C7. {entering hurriedly, as his predecessor resumes 
his seat). And iww, Sir, that my learned friends have asked you 
'Uiexr questions, I have to ask you mine. Be kin d enough to say. 

^ the Right Hon. Chairman and the Hon. Members 
of the Committee, whether, in your opinion, in the constraotion of 
the proposed line, where the road reaches the neighbourhood of — 
{consulting p/an) — Market Goosebury, coloured blue in the plan, 
and, M you ^11 see, runs through the— (tnapacte plan closely)— 
SwashbucMer Estate — yes, the Swashbuckler Estate — and comes, 
as you see, if you refer to the chart, near Twaddlecomb — having 
now sufficiently indicated the looalit^r, I repeat, will you be kind 
eimugh to say whether, in your opinion, the necessity of hnilding 
a bridge oyer the Elver Raven — (is prompted by Junior) — ^I shonld 
sa]^ oyer the River Crowe— conld he avoided ? 

Chairman of Committee (interposing), I would suggest that, as 
tos question has been answered three times, the witness be excused 
further examination at the hands of Counsel not present at the 
examination-in-chief. 

First C,-E. Q. C, (warmly), I consider this an infringement of the 
wivile^es of the Bar. The Bight Hon. Chairman must remember 
that it IS possible that a single reference in the examination-in-chief 
may only require cross-examination on the part of the Clients whom 
we represent. Besides, an expert witness’s examination-in-ohief is 
very seldom shaken, and all we can possibly want is a note taken by 
a learned friend who has acted as a Junior. All of us are occasion- 
ally wanted elsewhere. 

Necowrf C.-E, Q,C, (indignantly), Y&ni and how can we attend 
to OUT Clients interests if we are not allowed to he in two places at 
once ? 

Third C,-E, Q, C, (furiously). Yon ha ve no right to act upon 
an old ruling that was never enforced. Why, such a regulation 
would rum us — and many of us have wives and children I 

\^Exeunt defiantly, to returny later on, ready to brave imprison- \ 
imnt in the^ Chek Tower, if necessary, K,B, — Tip to date 
the Tower is untenanted, 

“ Ik THE Name of the Law— Photooeaphs I ”— Me. A. Bbieplbss, 
Jnnr., having received a respectful iuvitation from some Brook Street 
Photographers to favour them (yithout charge) with a sitfang, “to 
enable them to complete their series of portraits of distingnished legal 
gentlemen,” regrets to say that, as he has already satfo^lanbther Finn 
makmg the same request (see Papers Fump-Hatiille Cbwffl^he 
IS unable to comply with their oonrtedijrf request. However, he is j 
pleased to hear that a similar petitipn has been forwarded to otheri^ ! 
of his learned friends, one of wh<xm. ymtes to say, he “pofsqsses a 
wig, and the right to wear it, bulb that there his connection witiuthe 
Law begins and ends.” , Mr«.As.» Bim®Fr<B5SS, Junr., wishes the Mdhs- 
1 triems Firm every success in their public-spirited undertaking. ! 


o 
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PUITCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 

GOSCHEN CUM DIG.; OR, THE (FAR FROM) DYING SWAN. 

(A Long Wat attbr Lobd Tjbnntson.) 



^*WhAT I LIKE ABOITT THIS KeOESS IS ITS PeBFEOT QuIET ! ” 


** Were I to go further into detail, I should show 
Tou Uiat the floodgates of (finanoi^) abuse have 
Men opened eren to a much larger extent than I 
have desmibed. We are getting into a system 
under which Parliament is treated, and the 
country is treated, to the exhibition of fictitious 
surpluses of revenue over expenditure/^ 

Mr, Gladstone {at Hastings) on Mr, GoichevCs 
Finance, 


I. 

The backwater was snug and fair, 
j^d the gay Canoeist cavorted there. 
Thinks he, ‘‘ I have built up everywhere 
A reputation for pluck and stay ! 
Amidst the reeds the river ran : 

Behind them floated a Grand Old Swan, 
And loudly did lament 


The better deeds of a better day ; 

Ever the gay Canoeist went on, 

Making his memos* as he went. 

H* 

^ My foes are pi<iued, I must suppose, 

But cannot see their way to a ‘ Cry.’ ” 

(So mused the man with the Semite nose, 
As up the backwater^e swept.) 
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'J'- ! Ill'll III ill J'.iV, I hill ^ \ L 


“ Wliat I like” (said he) in this nook so shy, 

Is that 1 am qxdet, and free as a swallow, 

Sqnaring aeooxints at my own sweet will, 

With neyer a fear of the Bigr Swan’s Bill I 
The Swan’s as quiet as though he slept. 

I fancy I ’ye ftmked the fierce old fellow I ” 

m. 

The Grand Old Swan came out of his hole, 

Snorting with fnrioTis joy* 

Hidden by rushes he yet drew near, 

Behind the Canoeist, until on his ear 
Those snortings feU, both full and dear. 

Floating about the backwater shy, 

Stronger and stronger the shindy stole, 

Filling the startled Canoeist witii fear ; 

And the jubilant jobatmg voice, 

With menaces meaning and manifold. 

Flowed forth on a “ snorter” clear and bold 

(As when a party-procession rejoice 

With drums, and trumpets, and with banners of gold), 

Until the Canoeist’s blood ran cold, 

And over his paddle he crouched and rolled ; 




(If it were but reading the evening star) : 

And the Swan he rufOLed his plumes and hissed, 

And with sounding bufiets, which seldom missed. 
He walloped into that paddler gay 
(Bent on enjoying his holiday). 

He smote hm here, and he spanked him there, 
Upset his “ balance,” rumpled his hair. 

“I’ll teach you,” he cried, with pounding pinions, 
** To come intruding in my dominions ! ” 

And the frightened fiags, and the startled^eeds, 
And the willow-branches hoar and dank, 

And the shaViTig rushes and wobbling weeds, 

And the wave-worn horns of the echoing bank, 
And the (]hrand Old Swan’s admiring throng 
(Who yelled at seeing him going so strong) 

Were flooded and fluttered by that Stentor song I 


The Pboposkd Oin EioiiiAisr BArrauBT.— “ CODIUI ? 

Rona I *’ by all means, and may ** Hjecnex’s holy shade ” 

never be less I But doesn’tlit seem rather like^a contra- “ Goon HiSAVjfiiTS I What a Swell 1 What is it ? Tba-vioet ? Weddiho 
diction in terms, for Old Etonians to sit down to anEaten Bbtsatt^ast ! ” 

Dinner?— Yours, once removed, “Oh ho; only going to my Tailob’s. Must bk decently debssed when 

A Secth-Fobmosus Ptjbe. I go to see hot. He's so beastly Ceitioal I” 



ABOUT THE COURT. 

At the Royal Court Theatre, which, as I read on the illustrated 
House Programme, is “ licensed by the London County Council to 
the Proprietors, Mrs. John Wood ^d Mr. A. Chtjdlbigh,”— is the 
Lohd OHAKBTTftT.ATN out of itiutMs quarter? (how can there be a 
Court without a Lord Chamherlaln?}, and, “under which king, 
Bezonian? ” Was it in the days of Land?— but nomatter. 

To resume. At the aforesaid Court Theatre is now being performed 
an original Farce, in Three Acts, written by Mr. R. R. Lumlex. 
Ah ! Ah I Lumley^Ms isn’t quite up to your other piece, Atint 
Jack, Mrs. John Wood is invaluable, and keeps the game alive 
throughout; while AaTjtLun Cecil’s Duke of Donoway— not a 
Comedy Duke, hut a Duke in farcical droumstances— is excellent. 
Weedon Geossmith is funn:^, but in make-up, tone of voice, and 
mannerisms, the part seems mixed up with one or two others that he 
has played, and is ve^ far from being in the same category Jwifh 
Aunt Jackie crushed Solicitor. Bbandon Thomas as Captain Itoland 
Gurney^ -R.iV’,, is very naturaL The Office Boy of Master Wilson 
and the little Gridd of Master Westgate (very near Birchington 
when the boy is in Mrs. Wood’s hands), are capital. Miss Cablotta 
ItECLEBcq’s Duchess is equal to the occasion. The two girls’ parts are j 
unnatural and uninterestin g. What ought to make the success of 
the piece is the scene where Weedon Geossmith volunteers to sing 
“ The Wolf^^ and everyone talks and chatters until the Babel ends 
in an explosion. It convulses the house with laughter ; and if this 
situation had been so contrived, — as it might have been, allow me 
to saj,— as to end the Act, the Curtain faRing on the climax, the 
dashing down of the enraged musician’s song and the exit of the 
Duke, the run of The Volcano would have been insured from now to 
Christmas. Is it too late to retrieve this ? To quote the title of 
one of Anthony Tkollope’s novels, “ I say Ho I ” There is so much 
that is genuinely funny in the piece, that if the alteration is done 
with a w^ hie et nunc^ why within a week the piece could he fixed 
securely in its place for the London season, and beyond it. Let 
fitnny little Weedon reconsider his make-up, and come out as the 


fiaxen- headed M.P. of a Saxon oonstituenoy. And a word in his 
ear, — Sothebn fashioned Lord Dundreary out of a worse part than 
this. The Volcano shouldn’t “ bust up.” That ’s my opinion, as 

A Fbiend at Codex. 


A SCHOOL OF CRITICISM. 

From the Queen^ A Correspondent writes : — 

“ JoTTBNALiSM. — waut to become a Bramafic Critic ; how should I begin ^ 
I am fond of going to the theatre, but find it difficult to remember the plot o, 
the play afterwards. What kind of notices do Editors prefer?— 

Isn’t it Mr. David Andeeson who has set up a fiourishing School 
for Journalists ? Why shouldn’t there he a Sdiool for Critics ? The 
Master would take his pupils to the Theatre regularly, and could 
lecture on the Play as it proceeded. Should Managers and Actors 
be so blind to the best interests of their Art as to refuse to allow the 
play to be stopped from time to time to allow of the Instructor’s re- 
marks, then he would have to wait until after each Act, and retire 
with his pupils into some quiet comer of the Refreshment-room, 
where he could give his lecture. Or teacher and pupils could hear a 
Scene or an Act every night, — ^and if they paid for their places (a 
reduction being made for a quantity), the particular drama they 
patronised would be considerably benefited by this plan. 

There might he a nniform or an academic costume for these oriri- 
oal scholars— say Shakspearian coUars, Dndergraduate gown, and 
portable mortar-board, to fold up, and be sat upon. There might be 
a row reserved for them at the back of the Dress Circle, and twenty- 
five per cent, reduction on tickets for a series. The M.C., or Master 
of Critics, would take a fee for ajeourse from each pupil. Fee to 
include seat at theatre, instmetion, and supper afterwards^ 

Impoetant Contbibution towards the XJnivjuesal Language.—’ 
“ Hallo I ” being the recognised tdephonio summons in use b6l\,eei]i 
companies and individuals of all nationalities, may be already con- 
sidered as “ Hallo’d by a variety of associations. ” 
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MR. PUNCHES POCKET IBSEN. 

{GoTidms&i amd Bevised Version hy Mr» P/s Ovm Harmless Ihseniie,) 
2^0* L— ROSMERSHOLM (coirci.xrDEi).) 

Act IIL 


gravely )— I understood where your ddiverance lay— and I 
acted. / drove Beata into the mill-race .. . There! 

Msmer {aj^ a short eiletfce). H’ml Well, Knom— (faAe* up his 
A0Q--1E von ’re tinolrmg of walking home, I ’ll go too. I ’m goi^ to 
be OTtbodoz once more — after ths ! s s 

XroU [severely and impressively, to Eeb.). A nice sort of vouna 


walertny-pot Her crochet antimacassar lies in the arm-chair. K^^ilspell^pe.) M&damHBXsS^TB:^ I have jnst bad 

Madam Hedseth: is nibbing the chairs with furniture-polish ^ rashmg White Horses. Bring down my hair-trunk. 

from a large bottle, JEnter RosMEU, with his hat and stick in his \,£inteT Madam H., wvth large hair-trunk^ as Curtain falls, 

hand. Madam Helseth corks the bottle and goes out to the right, a ttt 


.* J. A. w# JVO vtPVWCr c»/*uir yupa (/M'S/ W ■/ Act IY. 

Helecca, Gfood morning, dear. {A moment of ter— crocheting.) Have ^oie evening, Rebecca West stands by a lighted lamp, with a shade 
m seen .^otor Eroixs paper this morning? There’s something over it^ packing sandwiches, &c,, in a reticule, with a faint 
)Out you m it. smile. The antimacassar is nn thp. stn-F/±. PAOTum-n 


you seen Reot( 
about you in it 


nr* • J3 ao/T%AT T. y.v ,, 1 he antimacassar is on the sofa, JS'w^er Rosmeb. 

Oh, ingeey {Tuts down and stick, and takes up Ttosmer {seeing the sandwiches, ^c,). Sandwiches ? Then vou are 
aSoM^^eroom.) Eeoll goingl Why, on earth,— I understand I ^ j 

ade it not for me. (Reads some more,) Oh. this la tnn hnH ? tiaqt* t> • a . « 


...vvorf.w * VAX, AUUCCU. 1 V****'® UVWIi WTJtt SblCK, tCTlW iaK€S up 

paper, H’m! (Reads — then walks about the room,) Eeoll has 
made it hot for me, (Reads some more,) Oh, this is too bad! 

1? TI'D'E'rt/V A 1 AV* t mi 1 tt 


made it hot for me, (Reads some more,) Oh, this is too bad! Reb Bear von upvat i*« 4-^^ -u x 

Emecca, they do say ^h n^ roiteM thiMsI They actnaUy But how did yon geT^ with knomT ^ ^ * “®‘ 

|5iS3i1SSkaS4j SKME— ^ 

■i X w«. oiM to „?&.!""* »*). I d-„t tMoi, d«., a.. 

shan’t— never now* I have just i when 

seen ^ loti^are left^to yourself-^ut I ’ve 

dear? We must really not overdo ^ -Rosmer. What, another f I 

th^ White Horse I ^ f essionr^ \ 

where Beaxa (Ruts on h^^hai Reb, (sitting close to him). It is 

—takes it off again,) I’m begin- only a little one. I bullied Beata 

ning to be haunted by — no, I h — » mill-race— because of a 
/fon’jf mean the horse— by a terrible | wild uncontrollablo (Rosmee 

suspicion that Beata may have I moves uneasily.) Sit still, dear- 

been right after all I Yes, I do Tin.g)ntrollable fancy— for yow/ 

heKeve, now I come to tbmV of - f w Rosmer (goes and sits on sofa), 

it, that I mnst really have been goodness, Rebecca— you 

in love with you from the jfirst. you know I 

T^me ^our opinion. ^ jumps up and down as 

and still crocheting), Oh-^%M^ -ReS. Don’t be alarmed, dear, 

^aotiysa^p-sueh an odd question it is all-over now. After li^g 

Rosmer (shakes his headi. Per- ^ you showed me all your thoughts 

haps ; I have no sense of humour ^ without reserve, — ^little by little, 

—no respectable Norwegian has nQ-n 0.1*4. *1,0 -d • e i.*. ®®^®^ow the fancy passed off. I 

-and want to know-be- d^e/s'desoeuded ou 

cause, you see, if I was iu love ^ v??“ Northern dips. The 

with you, it was a m, and if I ono© eonviuoed myseW of that ^^r^yrt to M you. ®““®^™*^’ "^ery— hut hardly Uvely. And 

Xel. (Jireaking out). Oh, these old anoes^*^^u^r! ^^Here^is enough fra one evening ? 

your hat, and your stick, ioo ; go and take a wX XaS ^ H®v® Paet^/Wme ! 

[RosHsa takes hat and stick, first, then goes out and takes a (Stl^^^IifL ,I had m idea of tiiatsort 

toalk ; presently Madam rfiisErH appears, anX^^l Zat nAt i.V» A joke 1 (».) Ah, no-no, I 

something. Eebecca tells her sotmthing. They whisver thonsht I once 

fooatte-.*' Madam H. mds, and showlln EeX Sna^nl w«ft« discovery that, if one ’is only 

you had no right to your father’s name f’ I’d no’‘Jfea*^ wo^d on^ Pm ^fi\ ag^nsf Aj* will), Tes, one thing— 
mmd my meutioniug such a trifle I 1“^ i yet 

Xeb, [breaking out). ! do mind. I am an emanoinatod eniimii l.n+ rLJSnr, “ 5 ®““®“ I want to recover faith in my 

I retain a few little preflndioes aiSU. I don’t like ownta|te*SyS SS’ ttd8“?omnot “ *• 

And, after ^^oStn thSri^l toS'^e BuaS^T’ ^^®®® y®’i i’^P “to 

^ '^Po^e, ami put. Ho. 

“is I ^ I .dn .... 


Shan t— never now* I have just 

^ W e really not overdo ^ 

where Bea.t^^(^% o^^^hai 
—tadces it off again,) I ’m begin- 
ning to be haunted by — no, I h — \ 
donH mean the horse— by a terrible It 
suspicion that Beata may have | . i 
been right after all I Yes, I do 

believe, now I come to tbinlr of |1 ^ -5<X5 

it, that I mnst really have been 
m love with you from the jfirst. 

Tell me your opinion* 

Reb, (struggling with herself, 
and stdl crocheting). Oh — ^I can’t 
^aotiy BSL '^ — such an odd question 

haps ; I have no sense of humour ” 

—no respectable Norwegian has 
—and I do want to know-be- 
caiTO, you see, if I was in love 

with you, it was a sin, and if I once convinced myself of that 

T> z T- .V ,, ITVanders across the room, 

Reb, freaking out). Oh, these old ancestral prejudices! Here is 
your hat, and your stick, too ; go and take a walk. 




begins 




’ going with me, or am 1 going 
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[Boshbb takiz his hat and sticky ReBecca her reticule^ with 
sandwiches. They go out hand-in-hand through the door^ 
which tMy leave open. The room [as i$ not uncommon with 
rocms in Norway) is left empty. Then Madain 
enters through another door. 

Madam m The cab. Miss— not here ! [Looks out,) Out together 
-at toe of mght-upon my-no^ on the garden-seat ? [Looks 
mt of wmdow,) My goodness! whed is that white thing on the 

bnage ^the JSorse at last I [Shrieks aloud,) And those two sinfnl 
creatures mriTiiTig home I / «. vw unv wxuui 

JSnter Eosmer and Rebecca, out of breath, 

Nosmer [scarcely Me'fo get the words out). It ^s no use, Rebecca 

gening. We can»t be expected 
^ footbridge wtoh already has a White Horse on it. 

T filionld we inmp at all? I know 

^ that I xeaRy have ennobled yon, which was all J wanted. 

recovering faith in my mission at the 
^ ^ R^ecoa — his hand on her head) 

M no judge over ns, and therefore 
Iceb, [interrupting gravely). We will bind onrselves over in onr 
own ]^ofinisanees to come np for judgment when called upon. 

Lmadam h elseth holds on to a chair-lack, Rebecca finishes 
the antimacassar calmly as Curtain falls, 

A GEAND OLD WETTEETJN! 

and, to crown the hole, I was 
LizzMd, I thinlr, as they called it, on that awful 
Monday mte, Md ^t was pretty nearly a settler for both my old 
bones and my breth, and mighty ha’ bin gnite so, if one of the 
^ werry kindest Members of the old Cop- 
poxashnnaslnoson, whohadbinjadining 
Jag “ Yf yith a joUy party on ’em, hadn’t kindly 
i toeoted my notise to about a harf bottle- I 

^Wt S m fullof werry fme old Port, with the remark- v 

^ just about what a 

WSLJBSkJ^rxovf yo?,^axits, Mr. Robert, to take you ome 

^■’’l most orfnl nitel ” And so it b 

HHR — ^ didn’t waste a single drop aj 

'Wmn 1 However, I wm obligated to have a good w 

Bt 1 rest, iwhioh 1 took out mostly in w 

blit, jest as I was preparing to w 
S6t out for the “Grand Hotel,’’ in comes my d 
The “Tipper’s ’’Strike, “on; andhe says to me, “Gnvnor,” says w 
, , “®,Tr iiotise as he allers calls me Qnvnor ai 

when he wants me to do sumtbink— “Iwantsyoutodomethefavonr ia 
to ask Afr. P«ncA to do. you a favour.” “Why, what do you vi 
mean?” says I. “ Why, ^ is w^t I means,” sa/s he. “ Ahocrt w 
me graMert Mer^as ewer in the hole world gave np fifty years of m 
^ n^fid Irte to tning to nmke hundreds of stupid boys mto clever Bi 


THE JOLLY TOTING WATEEMAN. 

(Zafest Version,; suggested by a Case at the Zondon, Sessions.) 


TA 1 Madeira it caught his pleased eye. 

-K looked so nice, he rowed up stea<Bly, 
xrmsf erred that cask to his boat right readily : 

^d he eyed the dear drink with so eager an arc, 

Por the name on the cask not a jot did ne care. 

When mart Ebbabb Saeql got that cask in his wherry. 
He cleaned it out — ^partly — with swiggings not sTnall^ 
And '^th his companions — ^what wonder f — ^made merry : 

Madeira ’s a wine that ’s not tippled by all. 

One fancies one hears ’em a langhmg and cheering, 
Sa^EBBABB, “ My boys, this is better than beering ! 

A Waterman’s life would be free from ail care 
If he often dropped on treasure tove like that there.” 

A^ yet but to tbink now how strangely things happen I 
They bopped him for “larceny by miding,”— that ’s all ! 
But SahIi couldn’t read, and the jury was kindly. 

So Ebbabb got off, though his chance appeared small, 
gow would this yonn^ Waterman keep out of sorrow, 

Ho derelict casks let mm— shall we say, borrow ? 

Madeira is nice, but you ’d best have a care, 

Before swigging the wine, that it’s yonrs fair and square ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


~ o — wvv^A. XU xivA^? nvxiu up nrcy years or 
to n^ful life to trying to make hundr^s of stupid boys mto oleyer 
boys, and hundr^s of bad boys into good boys, and hundreds of 
dull boys mto ^tty boys, is a going for to have a testymonial given 
mm by stm of them hundreds of boys, me among ’em, to sellybrate 


mm by stm of them hundreds of boys, me among ’em, to sellybrate 
his Jewbilly, same as the Q^xteebt had the other day, Ewery one of 
us as lives m Londou will jump at the chance; but the boys as he 
tons out mom the great City of Lundon Skool is such reel fust- 
raters, that they gits snapped np direckly by Merchants and peeple. 
and sent aU over the world for to manidge their warions buzjzmesses 
there, so we don’t know how to get at ’em ; but as Mr, Punch goes 
wherever any smart, ckver English chap goes, if he wood most 
kmdly let tos littel matter be mentioned, the grandest, and suck- 
Ms wittiest Skool Master of modern times wood get 

,, prowd I was to lissen to his words; and 
this IS what I can add to them from my own knowlidg. There’s 
^ of the old boys, as isn’t qmte as yxmg as when they left 
t j 1 S® ^<^xmed a clnb to dine togelner snmtimes, and tork of 

old toes, like senserbel feUers as they is; and Mr. Joseph Ha-r-rts, 
the geimelman m question, is allers there, and allers has to make 
a speech, and I am amost allers there too; and, to hear the joyful 
snouts of arty welcome with which his old pupils greets 1dm when 
he rises for to spe^, and their roars of larfter at his wit, and to 
run, and to good-humer, while he is a speaking, is so wery re- 
maikabel, that I snmtimes wnnders whether it doesn’t, a good deal 
^ it, nse from the tot of his great School being so close to 
Mr, Punch s own ho^ce. But this is over the way, as the great 
TOter says. May I be alowd to had tiiat my spesnal frend, and 
hewOTybody s spesh^ tond, Mr. Coobe, is redty to receive any 
number of subsknpshuns at 30, Hew Bridge Street, E.O. j^obebt 


^ CAtWAaoi? and Ymth of Pickens, a sort of short postscript to 

• Fo^iap ® very well got up by its publishers Hbtchinsob & Co . 
■ win mter^those who for the tidrd or fourth time are going thron^h 
t a course of Hicbens. ® 

\ X. H amateur of pocket-books and note-books. The 

s best pocket-book must contain a calendar-diary, 

> ^d as littie printed matter, and as much space 
for notes, as possible. Ho pocket-book is perfect 
without some sort of patent pencil, of which the 

be eaji^ TAe Walker Foeket-hoek, «r Pedestrian^ Companion - 
fov’ as He who may r^,” so, -with this handy oombina- 
ttwi, ^ He who -wi^s ^y TOte.” The Baron is led to mention 
apropos of a novelty by T. J. Smith aito Dowmbs, called The 
8elf-registertng Poe^ mte-book, a very; neat invention, gud < 
Wote-book only, but of which only one size has the invaluable 
patent pencil. The ocdii^ pencil entafls carrying a ImifA. and. 

that man, he comes 

from. Sheffield”— yet it is a defect which is a constant source of 
worry to the ordinal note-taker. Otherwise, Messrs. Bhuh xot) 
Dot^ artless in making the pencil serve as a marker, so that 
the latest note can at once be found, is decidedly ingenious,' and 
may probably be found most nsefuL Pxperientia docet; Barotms 
tentaow. 

While on the subject of pocket-books, the Baron must thank 
Messrs. Casseix & Co, for tiie pocket volumes^ of the National 
Libraiy e^ted by Henbt Mobley, and ventures to recommend as a 


_A PBorai^CE^“ My life is in your hands,” asthe Auto- 

biograptot said to his Publisher. 


— V — -'J xu.v^xij!ix, €wxu vuuvuiTos uu xecouiiiiena as a 

^ re- real travellmg eoinpani(m, Pssat/s, Cieil and Moral, by M-aneis 
^ deal Bwon. In the eighteen^ Essay “ Of Travel,” the oiiief Diariats, 
dose to Letts abb Sob,” might find a motto for their publications. The 
e great Baron directs ^eir attention to tiiis side of Bacon from whioh this 
Id, and is a slice,— Let Diaries, thereforeJie brought in A new read- 
lye any mgfor adyertismg purposes 'would change “Let” into “Letts,” or 
)Bebt. be mt^olated in brackets. ” A cheeky way of treating 

Bacon,” says the Baron’s friend little Euj!f jiikan (Author of Funni- 
A x if nothing worse than this can be said against 

> Auto- the Barones suggestion, why, “ Letts adopt it,” says ^ T 

Tiai Babon be Boob-Wobhs. 




'VN\\\\\V I 


MOMENTS WHEN LIFE IS REALLY WORTH LIVING. 

(The Anmtal Visit to the Family Dentist,) 

^ "W-SLL, MI DBAS YOTIKa LiDT, I ’iB lOOKBD yBBT OABETOILT, AMD THBKB ’g ABSOIOTELT NOTHINO FOE ME TO DO TO TOD THIS TbAE I 


PEIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL. 

**Inthe vordfl of the Postmaster-General, spoken yesterday (March 18 th) 
firom his room in St. Martin’s-le-Grand, and distinctly heard by the head of a 
corresponding department in Paris, the triumph of the Intemational Telephone 
IS an accomplisht d fact* *-^Daily News, 

Ma^o /— yow there f That ’a the cue international, 
Henceforth we ’ll hope, and we trust it may lead 
To colloqniea pleasatit, relations more rational. 

May saucers” and tubes telephonic succeed 
In wttmg the world “ by the ears,” in a fashion 

Hot me^t by the nien who invented that phrase* 

May nail-biting nagging and rancorous passion 
Die out, like a craze I 

^ ought to behave us 
A little bit better for all our new light. 

nothing can save us 

If Science can’t cool down our fondness for fight. 

With so many chances of “ tf^lking things over,” 

Luce comrades in council, across the broad sea, 

.Nations ought to be nice, as a girl and her lover 
At five o’clock tea! 

Eh? Vox et pr ester ea nihil f What matter 
How close ears may seem if the hearts are apart ? 

so easy as-oyniiwl chatter ; , 

Jjistr^t s diplomatic, and satire sounds “smart.” 
as HAiiras suggests, there is something in hearing 
T -x btunan voice ” o’er some three hundred miles. 

In spite of the scorn that ’s so given to sneering. 

The hate that reviles. 

old sotemer 1 

ly^oul^biTik of the Telephone were he alive. 

Wm snm at me savant, and mock at the dreamer. 

Who else, though, so hard for humanity strive P 
iJigiLoiri. s sworn backers are woefully numerous : 

this as her frieni : 

The Sentimeiri fiouted by swashbuoUers humorous 
Sways, at the end. 


If language was given our thoughts for concealing, 

The Telephone — *tis but a travelling Voice I — 

I Heed not be the agent of reckless revealibag, 

And caution must often be candour’s wise choice. 

' Unwisdom is sure to be sometimes caught napping, 

And tongues may wag foolishly e’en through the wire." 
facilities freer for summary snapping 
Ho sage can desire. 

Great diplomats, proud of their “ able dispatches,” 

From trustinj^ the tube with their wisdom may shrink. 

The brain that in secret shrewd policies hatches, 

May not care to canvas ’cute schemes “ o’er a drink,” 

Yet tunes must be many when sense will be winuerj 
chatting of trifies, which nations have riled. 

As freely as though vis’^d-vis at a dinner. 

And carefully “ tiled,” 

How England and France can thus gossip together. 

And Cabnot and Saiisbtot thus nob-a-nob. 

We ’ll hope for set-fair international weather. 

Oitt Eatkes and their Roche appear well “ on the job.” 

The Telephone’s triumph at least is not sinister. 

T hings should go easier somehow— with care, 
when patriot Minister greets patriot Minister, 

JSdllo I — are you there f ” 

Anoxhbb TeiiEphoeic Sttgoestioh, — Connect the Theatres and 
Opera Houses by Telephone with all the Clubs. On payment of a 
fixed ch^ge, any meniber should be able to hear just as much of the 
piece or Opera as he might require. Something above the price of a 
Stall to'be the maximum charge for one person to hear entire Opera. 
For h^ the Opera, say six shillings; for a guarter of it, three-and- 
SIX. For hearing one song in it, eighteen-pence ; and, if certain 
songs be in great demand, the prices could be raised. 

Epig*ra*wwatxc DjtfPujfiiioir op most Pubiic Banquets wupc Post- 
PBANMAn Oeatobt.— Stufi and Honsense*” 





SUFFERING ON THE “SILVER STREAK.” 

ThSSB GbOTIEMEN (AITSE a raw HouES’ EEST) EEOr.‘ETm OTAOTMOTOIT is FATOUB of the PEOPOSBD CflANKEl Tottoae Kailwat. 


HANDS AS THEY AEE SHOOK 

(I^ew Style,) 

Int healtMep times, wlieiL friends wonld meet 
Their friends in chamber, part or street. 
Each, as herennder, each wonld greet. 

Yonr level hand went forth ; yon clasped 
Tonr crony’s 5 each his comrade’s grasped — 
If ronghly, neither friend was rasped. 

Such was the good old-fashioned cne 
Of honest Briti^ “ How d’ye do 
I think it manly still— don’t yon ? 

Bnt noWf when smng aeqnaintance hails 
A set that wonld be “ smart,” bnt fails. 
Another principle prevails. 

The arm, in lifted cnrve displayed, 

Broops limply o’er the shonlder-blade, 

As needing some chirnrgeon’s aid : 

The wrist is wrenched of Joites and Beowit, 
Those ornaments of London Town ; 

Their listless fingers dribble down : 

Beowe' reaches to the knnckle-bones 
Of thns-excmciated Joites ; 

BEOWifs hand the same affliction owns. 

At length his finger-tips have pressed 
The fingers of his Jones distressed ; 

Both cnrvatures then rink to rest, 

A sort of angnish lisped proceeds 
Erom cither’s month, bnt neither heeds 
The other’s half-heroic deeds. 

Ezhansted, neither mnch can say ; 
Complacent, each pnrsnes his way ; 

And JoisiES and Beown* have lived to-day, 

Por both have songht by strennons strain 
To demonstrate, in face of pain, 

That friends they were, and friends rmain. 

Ah, wonderfnl I Can Poets deem 
Mf-sacrifice a fading dream ? 

Are salntations what they seem ? 


Is BEOwer some Altruist in disguise. 
And J ONES an Ibsenite likewise, 

That thus they flop and agonise ?— 

Or are the pair afflected fools, 

Who catch by rote lie silly rules 
Of third-rate fashionable schools ? 

OOXJET COLD ! 

{A F<igefro7n the Diary of a Gkaperon,) 

They commanded her to rise early. She 
Imew that the day’s doings wonld be a ter- 
rible ordeal, bnt she came of a bold and 
sturdy race, and felt herself equal to any 
emergency. And so as the morning broke — 
as daylight crept through the foggy air— she 
prepared for the ^crifiee. Yes, sacrifice; 
for was it not a sacrifice to barter away youth, 
pride, nay, life itself I And I had a hand in 
the matter I Ah, me — ^bnt away with vain 
regret I 

I have been told since that they were hours 
and hours arranging her toilette. So long 
^d it take that she was scarcely able to break 
her fast. She had, I believe, a cup of tea, and 
if ramour is to be credited, a couple of slices of 
thin bread-and-butter I Well, it is over now, 
and I can think of it almost without tears ! 

I called for her shortly after noon— for the 
lot had fallen upon me, and I was destined to 
attend her to her doom— she was very calm, 
andjeven smiled as I kissed her. She shivered 
a little as she sank beside me. I bade her 
to wrap her shawl more dosely around her, 
and after she had complied with my com- 
mand she seemed more at ease. 

^d now our conveyance had come to a 
fall stop. ^ We were surrounded by a sea of 
vulgar, hideous faces, griimixjg and mocking 
at us I My charge clung to me for protection, 
^daughter and the jeers increased tenfold. 


composure, and gazed at the multitude with 
the dignity of an outraged queen. And theu 
laughed the more ! Laughed the more I 
At length we were set free, and made our 
way to a large apartment, where we were 
^vested of our wraps, and left in costumes 
better adapted to late June than to early 
March, or mid-December. We were then 
ordered to advance. We were driven from 
one bitterly, cold room to another, until we 
^ew not whether the blood was circulating 
in our veins, or had frozen. W^e had many 
* fellow-sufferers, and these poor creatures 
pushed against us, and fought with us. The 
great object of everyone was to get to the end 
of our journey I 

She staggered bravely along, until at last 
they took away the yards of satin she carried 
ro^d her arm, and spread it out behind. 
Then her name was uttered, or, rather, mis- 
pronounced. She sank on her knees; and, 
on regaining her feet, was hustled away, to 
follow a number of fellow-victims who had 
been treated with like indignity. 

^ Once more there was the bitter cold. This 
time the draughts were met in that and 
endured, until the conveyance arrived to move 
us on— she to stand for a couple of hours 
amidst gossiping friends, and I to go to bed. 

But the seeds of death were sown I She 
! never recovered the shook, and an addition to 
the inscriptions above the family- vault tells of 
her early decease I 

And who was this poor girl? A homeless 
one, wandering the streets of London ? or a 
political prisoner, on her way to Siberia? 
Heither ! She was merely a dihutante^ attend- 
ing her first (and last) Spring Drawing-room 
at Buckingham Palace I 


Xnen x oast her away from me roughly, 
whereupon followed yells mhced with savage 
laughter. She, poor girl, regained her 


Hote (5y Our Own Noodle)^ *— Father 
Buonaparte^ at the Olympic, judging fromihe 
account of it in the Timee^ seems to consist 
of “apart” for our ’W’n.soN^-BAHEwrr, the 
remainder being skeletonish, or “ honey.” 
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EAIKES EEX! 

Somebody once said that ultimately the Solar System wonld 
probably become a branch of the General Post Ofiee. The present 
jPostmaster-General is obviously of opinion that that state of things 
has already come about. 

To rule a realm as limitless as space. 

With the great G. P. 0, as Central Son, 

Baizes is the man. Of Great Panjandrum race, 

He ’s Autocrat and Oracle in one. 

The Universe indeed vrere no great shakes 
Without Baizes Bex for Buler. Vivat Baizes 1 1 1 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBAiCTED PBOM THE DIART OP TOBT, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ March 16. — ^House of Commons 
really looked to-night as if it meant hghting. Ho lack of matter 
for ouarrel. Even before public business was reached. Orders 
bristled with Motions raising controversial points. Lord CnuAiNJisL- 
Tannel, that man of peace, was to the fore; his Bill, extending 
Manchester. ShejQield, and Lincolnshire Bailway into London via 
Lord’s Cricket Ground, down for Second Beading. That redoubt- 
able Parliamentary Archer Baumann also on alert. Has taken 
under his personal cha^e the social and material welfare of Me- 
tropolis; at one time Ha-rrt Lawson, on other side of House, 

t disputed supremacy of position with 
him,. But, as Sabz says, Baumann has 
immense advantage of making Liberal 
speeches from Conservative side. 

“If,” says Sabz. “I had to begin 
my Parliamentary life again, I womd 
sit for a Tory borough, and advocate 
Badical notions. If it were possible, I 
wonld, with such a programme, like to 
represent one of the Universities, Ox- 
ford for choice. There’s a sameness 
about fellows who get up from Liberal 
benches and s^ut Badicalism, or about 
men who talk Toryism from the Conser- 
vative can^. It ’s what was expected ; 
what the House of Commons enj'oys is 
the unexpected. Gbandolph knows 
that very well. If he’d come out as a 
Liberal, he wouldn’t have been half i 
the power he is. The secret of success 
in political life, my young friend, is to 
sit in darkness, ana clothe yourself wiGi 
light. The thing doesn’t hold good in 
the converse direction. A man sitting 
on Liberal benches, and talking Toryism, 
C will gain cheers from other side, but 
y not much else. Look at Hobsman in 
the past ; look at JoziM in the present. 

Cupid’s Bowmsu. v CaAircmtra or the 

^ Exchequee; but, even with that, I 

suppose you wouldn’t call him a political success ? ” 

Baez a little prosy and opinionated ; otherwise a good fellow. 
Whilst his homily in progress ground considerably cleared. Man- 
chester, Sheffield, and Lincolnsmre Bill put off till to-morrow ; Ken- 
sington Subway Bill withdrawn; Baumann triumphant. Still 
remained public business ; Old Mobalitt led off with proposal to 
take Tuesdays and Fridays for morning sittings and Opposition 
mustered in great force ; Mr. G. present, riowing with ms own 
eulogy on ABimis. Old Mobalitt moved resolution with depre- 
catory deferential manner ; only desire was to do his duty to Q,ue£n 
and Country and meet the convenience of Honourable Gentlemen 
sitting in whatever part of the House they might .find themselves. 
Evidently expected outburst of indignant refusm, long debate, and a 
big division. Some indignation, but little debate and no ffivision. 
Everyone on Opposition Benches seemed to expect some one else to 
declare himself iireconcilable. Wlien question put, a pause; no 
one rose to continue the successive brief spee^es ; before you 
could say James Fekouson, Government had, on this 16th of March, 
practically secured all working time for remainder of Session. 

** I feel like Clive,” said Old Mobalitt; “or was it WATanicN 
Hasttnos ? Anyhow I m aznazed at my own moderation.” 

Business done. — Morning Sittings arranged for rest of Session. 

Tuesday.— “ Lords ” and Commons came in conflict to-day under 
novel oiroumstanoes. Lord Tannel-Chunnel, pending settlement 
of question about making his Channel Tunnel, is promoting new 
trunk line of railway.^ Me^s to bring the Manchester, Sheffield 
and Lincoln line straight into London ; terminus comes in by 
Lord’s Cricket Ground; invades the sweet simplicity of St. John^ 


Wood: artistic popula- 

tion of that quarter up 
in arms ; shnek protest 
in Lord Chunnel-Tan- 
nel’s ear, and shake at 
him the angry flst. But 
Tannel-Cbcunebl not 
a Baron easily turned 
aside from accomplish- 
ment of his projects. 

Squares Committee of 
“Lords ” ; impresses 
into support of his 
scheme representatives 
of all the big towns on 
the route; Manchester, 

Nottingham, Leicester, . 
all cheer him on; Libe- 
rals, Conservatives, Dis- 
senuent Liberals, swell 
his majority. Second 
Beading of Bill carried 
by more than two toone. 

“How’s that, Um- 
pire?” Chunnel-Tan- 
EEL asked, carrying 
out his bat. “Well 
played, indeed!” said 
the Speazeb. 

Seemed at one time as 
i£ blood would flow, and 
gore would stain the 
floor of House. Babnes 
and Wiggins were in it, 
but what it was allabout 
not quite clear. Some- 
thing to do with a coal- 
truck. As far as could 
bemadeoutfrom choked 
utterances of Babnes, 
there hadat someremote 
period been a coal-truck 
despatched to London 
by the Midland route. 

Something happened to 
it; either it was de- 
layed, or it arrived 
empty, or it didn’t ar- 
rive at all. However, 
it was quite clear’ to 
Babnes that the time 
had come when a new 
line of railway giving 
direct access to London 
from the Midlands was 
an urgent necessity. 

Wiggins observed to be 
wriggling in his seat 
during the Babnes 
oration. Made several 
attempts to catch 
Speattru’s eye ; at 
length succeeded; his 
suppressed fury was 
terrible to behold; his 
rage Titanic. Heat least 
knew all about Giat 
coal-truck; though, as 
far as House was con- 
cerned, he did not 
succeed in lifting the 
mystery in which 
Babnes had enveloped 
it. Whether it was 
Wiggins’s coal, or 
mierely Wiggins’s 
truck: whether Wig- 
gins happened to be 
in the truck when it 
went astray ; or whether 
it was Babnes that was 
in it; or whether no- 
thing was in it but 
the coal ; or whether, 
coming back to an 
earlierpoint, there was LOBDS IN THE GOMHONS. 
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iw coal in the iarnck when it did (or did not) arrive at St. Pancras : 

were ^xxiestioiis the House vainly pursued, withered, as it was, 
T^der the wrath of WigctHSts The only point clearly perceived was, 
that WiOGiES is a Director of Midland Hailway. 

In ordinary circumstances there are 
not to be found in House two more 
affable men than BAmnes and Wigouts. 
jbnongst many other virtues, Wiggiws 
IS, Saek tells me, one of the best judges 
of cigars in House, and is never without 
a sample in his case. It is sad to think 
that a man so gifted by nature, so 
favoured by fortune, should let his angry 
passions rise round a coal- truck. House, 
contemplating the episode, glad to shut 
it out by rushing off to Division Lobby. 

JBuiineis done, — Manchester, Sheffield, 
and Lincolnshire Railway Bill, Read a 
Second Time, by 212 Votes to 103. 

Thursday, — House engaged in con- 
siaering Lords’ Amendments to Tithes 
Bill. .Things as dull as usual ; House 
^arly empty; walk about corridors 
tea-room, newspaper- room, and 
1 library ; 'almost deserted ; in smoking- 
room came upon little group playing 
cards : three of them ; Soucixoe-Q-ene- 
BAL, Chajblles Russbll, and Asquitb:, 
Lockwood looking on. 

“ About that Coal Truck? suppose,” I said, “ they ’re playing 

snot whist I Lockwood whispered, keeping his eye 



THE OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE BOAT-RACE. 

(March 21. Oxford won ly half a length,) 

ffUEAT 7 atio T Ttrae oyiaI. a waaa 'ionn 





r, ^ i V-/Ji A KK Hi i I gaW VOT! 

^OU did that very clumsHy.) It ’s the Tranby Court 
^S6 yon know. I in not u itf but myjeamed brethren here hold 

bound, in the interests of 
meir ehents, to master the intaraoies of the yame. I must say they 
^ye manned very sucoessfully to subordinate their horror of 
wmitog. Kusseli,, you know, has a positive distaste for any game 
V H ®®y«> *• Bamster must sometimes put his preju- 

icM in his pocket. AsaiOTH bnngs to the game a serious aspect that 
^tevdy sancti&s.it. As for Edwabd Cmke. he’s Xdeffly 
^ble. He was trying la poucette just now when I called out to hm 
Ti?on to, my learned friends say they S 
make themsdves acquainted withit. But I hope itwon’t lead tOMv 
breaking up of families. I ’m told the Judges ^ 

V T eases in London 

beforeWhitsmtide, impelled by a similar sense 
of duty. Me also studying Baccarat. The L. C. J. 
m reported to have developed a wonderful talent. 

As a f^ily man, and Recorder of Sheffield, 

I m glad I ’m not briefed in the ease.” 

Business done, — ^Tithes BUI. 

JWdby.— Young Hasrt Liwsoir, with his 
Deavtt TTO, moved Resolution approving the 
opemg for wr^ honrs, and under'speoial 
regulations, of the Rational Museums and Gal- 
leries, clo^d in London to the public on Sun- 
days, made capital and convincing speech * 
supported by 'men like John Lubbock, and! 

*om Conservative side, Matke and Eicho! 

Earlier in sittmg, the voice of Whitechapel, 

Hoxt^, Shoreditch,^ and Bethnal Green, had 
been heard by petition, praying for the boon. 

But dear old Robeet Eowdee knows better 
what IS good for the people. Opposed Motion. 

Odd MoEmiT, who never goes into his picture 
gallery at Greenlands after midnight on Satur- 
day, whipped up Government forces ; Motion 
lost by 166 against 39. > * « 

Mr. Brae, who h^ been watching Debate 

Pioter gaJleries ouSuiiVMteruoous.l.^<’, 
iiutiness done.— Mi. Buwa’s ; and very effectively, too. 

“Plat, Stale, and Unprofitable. »» 

farewell I Ere this you may have found 
The World you swore was flat is really round. 

But many a brains beneath his hat. 

SweMs that the World is round, 4nd flnds it flat, 

NOTICE — Eej’ected Communications or Contributions, whether ws w xx 

accompanied by a StaiLped and A^frw’sed'IS^oiCco^^M ^ 


Who writes of pampered softness ? Confusion on his pen : 

A j plnck in England, and still her sons are Men. 

^d sM the lads go gaily forth in snow, or wind, or rain, 

With hearts elate to row the race, and spurt, and spurt again. 

A De^th to you, brave Ampthild : the cheering echoes far ; 
for Edetchee and the Rickadds’ la.ds—nohile fratrum pUr, 

A slwut goes up for Widkinsok, the stalwart and the strong, 
f or Reggie Rowe, and dauntless Rent, who kept the stroke so long, 
f or irooDE, the tidy bowman, and Heywood-Lowsdalb too ; 

Thnce ttety cheers for all of them, that gaUant Oxford Crew. 

years speed onward, and others wield the oar, 
ihough others race and win or lose where we have raced before ; 
pough others, while we watch the sport, should play as we have 
^d scorn us prosy greybeards— shall Edik’s glory fade ? [played. 

Robdb, and Loed, and Eeakcedyk, they each shall have their cheer 
A j Beaddok, small, hut quick of eye, who craftily did steer, 

A j Rowdatt, and Fogg-Edliott, and Lakdade, of the Hall, 

And f ISON, sturdy Corpus man— we cheer and praise them all. 
runch loves all sturdy men and true, by whom great deeds are done, 
And toasts and cheers with all his might the Crews of ’91, 


LEGAL MAXIMS. 

(Suggestiom for alteration and adaptation to Modern Manners and 
Customs^ after the J txeTcson decision hy the Court of Appeal . ) 

Common Law,-^^ The tradition of ages shall prevail,” save when 
it rans counter to the opmions of a leader-writer of a daily paper. 

. (y . Ro right shall be without a remedy,” save when it 

IS seiitimentally suggested that somebody’s right 
may be somebody else’s wrong. 

(2.) ** Equity follows the law,” at such a dis- 
tance that it never comes up with it. 

.(M J® equality,” save when a man’s 

wife IS lif-erally his better half. 

(4.) “ Where there is equal equity the law 
must prevail, ’ in any view it pleases to take at 
the instance of the Lord Chancellor for the time 
being. 

the equitiee are equal the law 
prevails,” in any eonrse it likes to pursue. 

looks upon that as done which is 
agreed to be dop,” especially when, after obtain- 
"Jg goi(f ultimately finds him- 

C'onifrocfr.--(l.) “AH contracts are oonstmed 
accordmg to to intentions of to parties,” save 
^ subsequently changes bis mind. ^ i 

of fbl I 

in^^ thSSal niwSrr sngry correspondence 

low 2-f ® contract should in general be oonstmed according to the 

M certainly not in partiotflM. 

a cannot be given to vary, hut may to explain 

toU h^ revM^ed!*’ someone suggests that this pr^tice 

®f“PV* an agent does it himseK,” unless it is con- 
sidered sdvisaMe to take an opposite view of to matter. 

^ia,thet shaH have the custody of his ohil* 
Mthoiii^**^* beyond his control ^d defy his 

“ A landlord has a right to receive his 
money on something else. 

ife » X 1? ^ 1“®'“ ^ a right to to sooiW of his 


w me uer company elsewUere. 

Birihrtght of an Englishman, {Popular traditionally hut strictly 

vSf oX'tTf howeTMrS:^ 

but only the pied a terre of to lawfnUy wedded si 
luoomCr -- — 


sharer ci his , 

Old FAtttbtr. Akxio. 

Q’DERIES.— (hr^TiwATB ok the Bettish Istsrs.— A s the ! 

?®®®* *1^® SlngUA blimate, woSd • 

I*«at of to irat^ in some way^y. 
Elorida*rS^.v?r^iI?^ I^aces somewhere on the south oi 
of iSb front a.vdoajto in to neighbourhood ! 

hi ■*•* ? ^ x,“? “®* a man of tclenCe,' l^t I should I 

e glad to hear your opinion of the ffcheme.T-’SuEjficW.'^ ykbiic' Coid. j 
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MR. PUNCHES POCKET IBSEN. 

(Condensed and Jdemsed Version hy Mr, T's (hom Harmless Ibsenite,) 
ISTo. IL-NOEA ; OK, THE BIRD-CAGE (ET DKKISYOIT). 

Act L 

A Itoom tastefully filled with cheap ^ Art^furniture, Gimcracics in 
an etagh’e: a festoon of chenille monkeys hanging from the 
gaselier > Japanese fans^ skeletons^ cotton-wool spiders^ fiogs^ 
and lizards^ scattered everywhere about Drain^pipes with tall 
dyed grasses. A porcelain stove decorated with transferable 
pictures. Showily-hound books in book-case. Window. The 
Visitors^ bell rings in the hall outside. The hall-door is heard 
to open, and then to shut. Presently Hora walks in with 
parcels; a Porter carries a large Christmas-tree after her — 
which he puts down. HoKA gives him a shilling — and he goes 
out grumbling. Hoea hums contentedly, and eats macaroons. 
Then Hettvtrk puts his head out of his Manager's room, and 
Hoea. hides macaroons cautiously. 

Helmer (playfully). Is that my little sq.Tiirrel twittering— that 
my lark frisking in here ? 

Nora. Ess I (To herself.) I haye only been married eight years, 
so these marital amenities haye not yet had time to pall ! 

Helmer {threatening with his 
linger). I hope the little bird has 
anrely not been digging its beak 
into any maopoons, eh ? 

Hora {jbolting one, and wiping 
her mouth). Ko, most certainly 
not. (To herself.) The worst of 
being so babyish is— one does 
haye to tell snch a lot of tara- 
diddles 1 (ToH.) See what J^e 
bonght— it^s been such fnni 

\_Hums. 

Helmer (inspecting parcels). 

H’m — rather an expensive little 
lark I 

\^Ta7ces her playfully ly the ear. 

Nora. Little birds like to haye 
a flutter occasionally. Which 

reminds me (Plays with his 

coat-buttons.) I *m such a simple 
ickle sing— but if you are think- 
ing of giying, me a Christmas 
present, make it cash ! 

Helmer. Just like your poor 
father, he always asked me to 
make it cash— he neyer made any 
himself ! It ’s heredity, I suppose. 

Well-weUI 

{^Goes back to his Bank. HoEA 
goes on humming. 


to see your husband go out with Mes, Lutden— from which, being a 
person of considerable penetration, I infer that he is about to giye 
her my post at the Bank. How, as you owe me the balance of dB300, 
for which I hold your acknowledgment, you will see the propriety 
of putting a stop to this little game at once. 

Pfora. But I don’t at all— not a little wee bit ! I ’m so childish, 
you know— why should I ? [Sitting upright on carpet, 

Krogs. I will try to make it plain to the meanest caj 
When you came to me for the loan, I naturally required some 
additional security. Tour father, being a shady Q-oyemment 
official, without a penny— for, if he had possessed one, he would, 
presumably, have left it to you— without a penny, then, I, as a 
cautious man of business, insisted upon having his signature as a 
surety. Oh, we Horwegians are sharp fellows ! 

Nora. Well, you got Papa’s signature, didn’t yon ? 

Krogs. Oh, I got it right enongh. Unfortunately, it was dated 
three days after his decease— now, how do yon account for that f 
Nora. How P Why, as ^oor ^2^®* aiid couldn’t sign, 


I signed /or him, that’s 


nly somehow 
I tell yon I 


I forgot to 
was a 


?ut the 
Ly, nn- 



dateback. ThaVs how. Didn’t 
businesslike little thing ? It ’s ye^ simple'. 

Krogs. Yery— hnt what yon did amounts to forgery, notwith- 
standing. I happen to know, becanse I’m a lawyer, and haye done 
a little in the forging way myself. So, to come to the point— if I 

get kicked out, I shall not go 
alone I [He bows, and goes out. 

Nora. It can’ ^ he wrong I Why 
no one but Keogstajd would haye 
been taken in by it ! If the Law 
says it’s wrong, the Law’s a 
goose — a bigger goose than poor 
little me even! (To Hy.™EE, 
who enters.) Oh, ToEyALD, how 
yon made me jump I 
Helmer. Has anybody called ? 
(Hoea shakes her head.) Oh, my 
little squirrel mustn’t teU naughty 
whoppers ! Why, I just met that 
fellow Keoostap in the hah. He’s 
been asking yon to get me to take 
him back— now, hasn’t he ? 

Nora (walking about). Do jnst 
see how pretty the Christmas- 
tree looks I 

Helmer. Heyer mind the tree 
—I want to have this out about 
Xeoostad. I can’t take him back, 


because many years ago he forged 
a name. As a lawyer, a close 


Knter Mrs, Linden, doubtfully. “ Boo ! 

Nora. What, Cheistina— why, how old^vyou look I But then 
yon are poor. I ’m not. Toevaxd has just been made a Bank 
Manager. (Tidies the room.) Isn’t it really wonderfully delicious 
to be well off ? But, of course, you wouldn’t know’. We were poor 
once, and, do you know, when Toevaid was ill, 1— (tossing her head)— 
though 1 am snch a friyolons little squirrel, and all that, I actually 
borrowed £300 for him to go abroad. W asn’t that clever ? Tra-la-la I 
I shan’t tell yon who lent it. I didn’t even tell Toevald. I am 
snob a mere baby I don’t tell him everything. I tell Dr. Rane, 
though. Oh, I’m so awfully happy I should Eke to shout, “Dash 
it all! ” 

Mrs. Linden (stroking her hair). Do— it is a natural and innocent 
outburst— you axe such a child 1 But I am a widow, and want 
employment. JDo you think your husband could fi.nd me a place as 
clerk m bis Bank P (Proudly.) I am an excellent knitter t 

Nora. That would real^ be awfully funny. (To TriiT.TMntE, who 
enters.) Toevald, this is Oheistena ; she wants to he a clerk in your 
Bank— do let her I She tbinV^ such a lot of you. (To herself.) 
Another taradiddle I 

Helmer. She is a sensible woman, and deserves encouragement. 
Come along, Mrs. Linden, and we ’ll see what we can do for you. 

[He goes out through the hall with Mrs, L., and the front-door 
is heard to slam after them. 

Nora, (opens door, and calls). How, Eiocr. Ivab, and Bon, come 
in and have a romp with Mamma— we will play hide-and-seek. 
(She gets under the table, smiling in quiet satisfaction ; Kbogstad 
* him). Bool 


Oh, I oeg your 
‘though 1 may be 


enters-^NoiBJL pounces put upon 
pardon. I don’t do this kina of thing generally’ 
aEtdesillyl 

Kri^fstM(poMely). Don’t mention it. I called beoause I happened 

Ton. 0. 3 


observer of human nature, and 
a Bank Manager; I have remarked 
that people who forge names 
seldom or never oonflde the fact 
to their children— which inevit- 
ably brings moral contagion into 
the entire family. From which it 
follows, logically, that Kbogstad has been poisoning bis children 
for years by acting a part, and is morally lost. (Stretches out his 
hands to her.) I can’t bear a morally lost Bank-cashier about me I 

Nora. Butiyou never thought of dismissing him till Chbistina 
came! 

Helmer. H’m I I ’ye got some business to attend to— so good-bye, 
little lark I [Goes into office and shuts door. 

Nora (pale with terror). If Keogstad poisons his children because 
he once forged^a naine,_I must be poisoning EaiMT, and Bob, and 

’ t pause ; she raises 

, I can stiU draw a 

play with the children any more— 

(hotly)— 1 don’t care— I shall, though I Who cares for Keogstad P 
makes a face, choking with suppressed tears, as Curtain falls. 


H.B.- 


doal problem of whether Hoba is 


as much of a doll, a squirrel, and a lark, as she seems, and if so, 
whether it is her own fault, or Htuto ' «... ..i. . ^ ^ 


in subsequent numbers. 


: ■FTtuttstru’s or Society’s, will be solved 


Laoje than Hevbe.— At la&t by the authority of the 
L. C. C. his Grace of Bedeoed has been notified that within three 
months from now “ Looks, bolts, and bars must fly asunder ” la the 
parish of St. Pancras, where henceforth existence of all such obstruc- 
tion is to cease. We nope that the gate-keepers, whose occupation is 
gone, have been amply provided for, as they will now have no gates,? 
but only themselves to keep. Mr. Punch has persistently advocated 
the reform. And now. Gentlemen^ how about Mud Salad Market,- 
which, like Scotland in MacbWls time, stands where it did 
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A T.AMTA, this? ITay, obvious coil, and hiss most unequivocal, Poor'LTCius bad excuse. Wbo might ref use worship to Lamia, 
betray Ihe Snake ; “ now a lady bright ? 

As fell ophidian as in £eroe meridian of Afrio ever Inrked in swamp But fonl>fanged here, deroe-eyed, a shape of fear, the serpent stands 
or brake ; revealed to general sight, 

And yet Corinthian LTcrus never doted on the white-throated A loathly thing, close^ knotted ring on ring, of guise unlovely, and 
chamer^of his soul inf ectious breath ; 

With blinder passion than our fools of Fashion And yet strong witchery draws to those wide jaws 

Feel for this gruesome ghoul. Whose touch is shamefulUdeath. 
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See how the Euttering things on painted wings, foolish as gnat- 
swarms near the shrivelling maze, 

Flock nearer, nearer I Forms, too, quainter, queerer, frog-dupes of 
folly, rahbit-thralls of craze, 

Butterfiy triflers, gay-plumed would-he riflers of golden ohalioes, 
of poisoned flowers, 

Flitter and flutter in delirium utter, 

As drawn by wizard powers. 

Oh, ‘‘Painted Lady,’^ Summer coverts shady, the greenwood home, 
the sweep of sunny flelds, 

A butterfly beflt; but where’s the wit that mire-befouled to the 
swamp- demon yields ? 

Oh, birds of Iris-glitter, black and bitter will be the wakening when 
those gaudy plumes 

Fall crushed and leaden, as your senses deaden 

In poisonous Python fumes I 

I Ye gobemouehe creatures of batraohian features, who “go a-wooing” 
such a fate as this. 

Have ye no vision of that doom’s decision ? Have ye no ear for 
rattle or for hiss ? 

I Salammbo’s craving, morbid and enslaving, was sanity compared 
I with your mad love. 

As well the swallow the fierce shrike might f oUow, 

Or hawk be chased by dove I 

Tantalus’ gold is all such Lamias hold ; ’tis Devil’s dice such TWammon 
vassals throw ; 

A sordid fever fires each fool-believer in the gross glitter, the unholy 
glow. 

Tile is your DagonI Circe’s venomed flagon embruted less than 
doth the Lamia’s wine. 

Than Oomus’ cup more perilous to sup— 

As snakes are worse than swine. 

The poet’s snake enchanted, who so flaunted her borrowed robes 
amidst the daflodlLs, 

Hath piteous touches. She, from Fate’s clutches, free some brief 
space, “ escaped from so sore ills,” 

Moves our compassion. But this modem fashion of Snake Enchanter 
looks unlovely aU. 

Greed’s inspiration its sole fascination. 

Low selfishness its thrall. 

“A Serpent I ” So the Sophist murmured low, and “Ltcius’ arms 
were empty of delight,” 

TiAMTA had fled I Would that some sage cool head, some modem 
Apollonius, with the might 

Of sense magnanimous, would banish thus the bestial Lamia of our 
later day, 

Whose fascination draws a nohle nation 

To sordid slow decay I 

Danije not “in it” I— The Italian language is to he excluded 
from the Indian CiviUServioe Examination. “ The story is extant, 
and written m very choice Italian,” said Samlet^ and Suattspearb 
knew that the reference would be intelligible to his audience. But 
Samlet “ up to date” in this “ so-oalled nineteenth century” would 
be compelled to give tbe speech thus, “ The origiaal story, I believe, 
is written in the Italian language, with which none of us here are 
acquainted.” But, after aU, the candidates may be inclined to adapt 
the Gilhert-Sullivan words and music to the occasion, and smg— 

** So, in spite of all temptation, 

At the next examination 
They ’U bar I-tal-i-an!” 

Though, years hence, it may happen that they’ll be sorry they , 
weren’t compelled to get up Italian as one of the subjects. 

“P Woaojr, in Our Hour op Ease!”— which line would make 
a suitable motto for our very useful, chatty, and interesting weekly i 
contemporary entitled Woman, Jt of “ headings,” the only i 

one in the above-mentioned publication to which objection can 
possibly be taken “on the face of it” is “Wrinkles.” Wouldn’t 
“^VTiispers” be better? It is quite enough for Woman to appear . 
with lines, hut it’s too had that wrinkles mould he added while she . 
is yet so yoxmg. ; 

“ Cw ARLES OUR Friend.” — Once again occurs an illustration of j 
the applicability of Dickensian characters to modern instances. In 
last Thursday’s Times, by special Eazzle-Dalziel wire, we read of 
the return of another great Arotic explorer, Mr. Washburton Pikp, 
after having braved dangers demanding the most dauntless courage. . 
Here, then, are two single gentlemen rolled into one : it is Tike and ] 
Tluck combined. ] 
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BEATUS POSSIDENS. 

“ I ’VE OCME ABOUT A JOB. I HEARD THERE WAS A BOT WANTED.” 

“ Oh, YOU ’eard as there was a Boy wanted, did yer I Then 
you’re just TOO LATE, ’OOS MASTER *S SOOTED 1” 

WANTED EOE THE ETON LOAN COLLECTION. 

1. The earliest specimen of the Birch. {Suggested ly a Merry 

2. Salt-ce^ar used for holding the Salt at Montem time. 

3. Specimen of Haberdashery, from an Eton “ Sock” shop. 

4. Model of the most powerful “ Long-glass ” from “ Tap.” 

5. Chips from the Earliest Block, with authentio history of 
Etonian Original Transgression, or “ First Fault.” 

I 6. Documents tracing the connection between “Pop” and the 
Pawnbroking business. 

7. Specimenof LowerBoy’sHat,wlthmotto,“/3'w5 

8. Portraits of Eminent “ Sitters ” on Fourth of June and Election 
Saturday in the early part of present century. 

9. Scull of a “ Wet-Bob” originally feathered. 

10. A copy (perfect and signed) of another boy’s verses. (iV. A 
Not very scarce.) 

11. Portraits of eminent Landlords who, acting on Sheridan’s 
advice, have “ke^t up the Xtopher.” 

12. Also, portrait, with life and times of the crabbed old Thames 
Waterman, known on the river as “ Surly TTatx,” 

[Any future suggestions that may be sent to us mil be entirely at the 
service of tbe Duke of Fife and others, interested in promoting mis most 
interesting exhibition,] 

A Publisher and his Friends.— In order to worthily celebrate 
the hearty reception, by the critics and the public generally, of this 
most interesting and successful work, the present representatives of 
the great publishing firm of Murray will give a grand banquet, 
and, with Smiles, will sing in chorus the once popular refrain, ‘*^We 
are a Murray family, we are, we are, we are I ’’ Prosit J 

To Those it mat Concebn.— In reply to several Correspondents, 
Mr, Punch begs to suggest that Anthony Trollope would eertainly 
have observed, “ I say ^es /” had he been told that Coijhns 

had written “ I Say JVo ” 
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THE WAY OF WESTMINSTER. 

(A Story of the Parliamentary Bar,) 

“Toir will not forget, Sir,” said my excellent and admiraWe clerk, 
“ that to-morrow you have to appear before a Committee of the 
House of Commons, in the matter of the Glogsweller Eailway 
Extension 

I glanced somewhat severely at PonTTNOTON, but was gratified to 
— find that his face was quite free from any 

suggestion of levity* I was the more pleased 
with the result of my investigation, as, trath 
to tell, the delivery of a brief in the matter 
of the Extension of the Glogsweller Eailway 
Company had been somewhat of an event in 
my life. I had never before had the honour 
of practising at the Parliamentary Bar. So for 
months my mind had been entirely occupied 
with the date fixed for my appearance in the 
Committee Room of the House of Commons, 
.. known technically, I believe, at St, Stephens, 
f as ‘'upstairs.'' 

^ “ You will be sure "to meet me there, to- 

morrow, PoktinghonF" I observed. 

“ Certainly, Sir,” replied my clerk. “ But, 
• 1 j ^ down at the Mayor’s Court 

with 1^. Cw-i-RT.-RS 0’Mrii3iGi.N in the morning, I daresay you won’t 
mind if I come with {your sandwiches and sherry, Sir, at two, or 
thereabouts.” 

I acqmewed, somewhat unwillingly. O’Mullioatst shares with me 
the good omces of ^ Poet^oton, but generally contrives to secure the 
lion’s portion of his services. I had arranged— understanding that no 
adjournment was made for luncheon — ^that some refreshment should 

conveyed to me during the day's proceedings, so that my voice 
should lose none of its wonted resonance (owing to famine-produced 
weakness) when the time arrived for my advocacy of the cause of my 
clients. Those clients had, so to speak, but a collateral interest in the 
day's proceedings. ^ The ^eat Horth-East Diddlesex Eailway were 
promoting a Bill to’carry a new line into the neighbourhood of the 
Glogswener Extension, and my duty was confined to cross'^examin- 
ing one of the expert witnesses tibat I knew would be asked to 
support the G. H. E. D. E. To be candid, we had a goods dep6t 
near their suggested tenninus, ^d were fearful that their proposed 


mastering it. ^ 

On mornmg following my conversation with Poetinoton, 
duly robed (I had put on my wig and gown in Chambers), I travelled 
by hansom to Westminster, and presented myself at the side 
mtrance to St. Stephen's Hall, I had no difficulty in finding the 
Committee Boom devoted to the consideration of the alleged 
neoessitiM of the Great Horth-East Diddlesex Railway. It was a 
large and pj^eas^t apartment, with a distant view through the 
wmdows of St. Thomas's Hospital. At a horse-shoe table sat the 
Committee, some four or five gentlemen, who might have filled 
equ^y appropriately any one of the pews reserved in the Royal 
Courts for the accommodation of a Special Jury. I took my place 
^ongst a number of my learned brethren, who were perfect 
spangers te me. The table in front of us was littered with plans, 
oWts, and documents of all descriptions. A ac. brought witi 
him a mrge bag of buns, and two cups of custard, and there were 
other refreshments nmgled with -,the exhibits before us. On chairs 
at the side were Solicitors ; at our back, separated from us by a 
bp, wpe the Public. On the walls were hanging huge charts, 
pai^m^c proportions the proposed progress of the pro- 
jected line, Jjx the comers of these charts were explanations why 
such a part was coloured green, or red, or blue. During the day’s 
proceetogs an attendant was told ofi to trace the course of a 
counsels harangue by pointing out, with a leeturer’s wand, the 
■ various places referred to in his speech. 

j ^a^ed to find that the expert whose evidence it was my 
^ty to test by cross-examination, was soon in the witness-box. 
He was a gentleman of considerable bulk, which gave one of my 
leai^d fnends, who was the first to take him in hand, the oppor- 
of sa:rag, that he was a “witness of great weight,” a remark 
which caused much laughter— even the Chairman of the Committee, 

^ a somewhat austere person, ^ indulging in a stealthy smfie at the 
mgemous sally. Such waggish flashes as this, I need scarcely say, 
were most welcome, and aSorded, when they came, a pleasant relief 
V ^ Jwcessary ^yness that characterised, perforce, the proceedings. 
As the hands of the clock progressed, waiters carried into the Com- 
mittee vanous hght refreshments, such as brandy-and-sodawater. 
sandwichp, and b^. My colleagues, too, when not actively 
m tte dMlamtorv duties of their profession, partook ^ 
the Tiends with whioh they had proyided themselTes before the com- 


menoement of the day's labours. Thus the cups devoted to custard 
soon were empty, and the paper bags, once occupied by buna, 
crumpled up and discarded. I gazed at the clock. It was past 
two, and I was getting terribly hungry. I felt that my voice was 
becoming weak from famine. This would never do, and might 
endanger my clients’ interests. I looked round eagerly for Pohtinu- 
TON. He was nowhere to be seen. I whispered to a colleagne, 
“would the examination-in-chief last much longer?” and was told 
it could not possibly be concluded within a quarter of an hour, I 
made up my min d to hasten to a refreshment-bar I had seen in the 
corridor before I had entered the room, and hurriedly left my seat. 
I pushed my way through the public, and had scarcely got outside 
when I found my faithfol clerk laden with sandwiches and sherry 
making post-haste towards me. 

“ Get back. Sir, as quick as you can,” he cried, as he thrust the 
invigorating ingredients of my midday meal into my hands ; “ run, 
Sir, run; I hope they haven’t noticed yonr absence 1 ” 

Rather ofiended at the peremptory tone adopted by my subordinate 
I returned to my seat, and was pleased to find that the examination- 
in-chief was nearly ended. I pulled myself together. I drank a 
glass of sherry and finished a sandwich. My voice was in excellent 
tone, and I felt that the crisis of my life had indeed been reached. 
I knew that it was now or never. I had this great chance of dis- 
tinguishing myself by pleasing my clients and securing a practice 
at the Parliamentary Bar, whioh might mean hundreds, nay, thou- 
sands a-year. I imagined my children at Eton, my wife in a 
carriage and pair, my address in Grosvenor Place, AH I had to do 
to secure these tardily-attained luxuries was to protect my clients 
by my careful attention to their interests. The moment at lengtii 
arrived. I rose to cross-examine. 

^ “And now, Sir,” I said; feeling that I was' master of the situa- 
tion, and that my voice had a magnificent resonance, whioh was 
striking terror into the heart of the witness before me, “Jam going 
to put a few questions to you 1 ” . 

“I beg pardon,” said the Chairman, promptly— “ you will do 
nothing of the sort. 'Ton were not present during the whole of the 

witness’s examination-in-ohief, and so we decline to hear you I ” 
*****% 

I could have wept I The momentary search for sandwiches and 
sherry had ruined me I Eton and Grosvenor Place vanished together 
(in the carriage and pair) for ever I 

Bump^Mandle Court, (Signed) A. Beotless, Jtoioe. 

OLLENDOEPF IN LONDON; 

OR, THE COCrarET'S PAMTT.IAE PHRASE-BOOK. 

Ho. I.— At the Estate Agent’s. 

Bate you some nice houses to let furnished P— Here is our Cata- 
logue, Sir* 1 perceive that most of these are Queen Ajuie houses ; 

“sanitation perfect; ” where is the satisfactory explanation of the fine 
i advertisement ?— It is in Spain with the other castles (idiom) .— 
What is “Queen Anne ” Tietoria comes first, Elizabeth second, 

but Queen Anne is (the) last. ^Is then sanitation also something?— 

I It is the little game of the big builder ; it is all vour (my, his, her,) 

eyes. Can we have some nice furniture ?— You can have (the 

furniture of) Chippendale, Sheraton, M‘Adam,orLonis-Qumze. ^It 

is too dear.— No, Sir ; my brother bought it yesterday of the clever 

carpenter. ^I was, done hy^you or by your brother; I require a 

room for my mother-in-law (neuter). — The good mother-in-law 
i sleeps in the chamber of boxes (box-room), but the evil mother-in- 

law prefers the best bed-room. ^How many persons are you ? — We 

I are sixteen. — ^You are, indeed, suited, Sir ; it is an eight-roomed 

i house, Is not; the noble drawing-room smaller than we have a 

mind to ?— On the contrary, it is very lofty. There is room near 

the chandelier, ^Where is the “moderate-sized garden” ?— It is on 

&e leads with the broken flower-pots, the capital smuts, and the 

industrious oats (masculine or feminine). Is it then much larger 

than a postage-stamp ?— Decidedly not. Sir. It is also nearly as 
sticky. Much rain produces weeds. Where are “the bath- 

rooms”? I only perceived a watering-pot.~Ajiy rooms in whioh 

yon put baths, are bath-rooms. What is then the price?— The 

exorbitant client of the first-class agent demands four hundred 

guineas for the season. ^It is too much.— He would take less in 

some minutes; hut my comTiniggion will rest the same. ^Here are 

“Commanding mansions,” “Bijou maisonettes,” and “Desirable 
residences.”— It is not difficult ; the mansion that has a back-stairoase 
IS ooMiandinf:, the “ Bijou ” is for the newly-married, or the actress, 

hut the “Desirable residence” is what you desire. ^What is then 

the “square haU” ?— It is neither round nor oblong; therefore it is 

squMe. It is likewise in a square. Is it geometrically the same ; 

as the Bridge of Asses? — I do not know. Sir. ^Where U the 

capital accommodation for the poor servants ?— It resembles the dark 

Ke^el of the sad dog. What are dilapidations and electric light ? 

—The first, Sic, is what you break; the second is what breaks you, 
—If I were to let my own house, and then to myself take it, 


Apeil 4 , 1891 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


would it be bn the same terms ?— No, the buyer is usually sold, but 

the seller lores the first of April. ^If another agen^ere te let my 

house, would you, likewise, expect commission ?— Why not r I am 
the best friend of the little lawyer with the long nose.— I wm 
inouiring of you about flats.^ — ^It were better that you should^ be 

$harp. Sir. 1 was not bom yesterday (proverb.)— Bight (adjective) 

you are, Sir ; we will write (verb) to you till you take or let some- 
ihing, not alone I, but also some others ; if yourefuse me something, 

I win be very discontented. ^Have you ever let well alone ? (idiom). 

—We have let many things alone (bare), but you must, notwithstand- 

ing, pay for the fixtures. think I will be going.— Here are 

pens^ paper, and a form of an attorney.— No, I thank yon.— W e 

not charge for this interview, but one must live. dp not 

see the necessity (t). Anecdotes in Appendix). — ^The Necessity is the 

mother of the inventory. ^Who is the .Caretaker^?— She is the 

great-grandmother of the superannuated laundress. She becomes 

sleepy during the Winter. Shall we send her to .your house ? 

Not if I know it (expletive). Receive the assnranoe (insurance) of 
my highest consideration. By the bye (intetiection), which is the 
t<i>most storey The topmost story is the last thing you have 
heard me mention. I salute you, Sir. 


TATtEN UPON TRUST. 

{A Fair^^Vnfairy Story, Founded upon a Magic Act,) 

Qsoe upon a time there existed two fatherless and motherless 
orphans, who were just old enough to work for their liying. Un- 
fortunately they Md not know how to dig, were too raoud to beg, 
and h M oonsmentious scruples that prevented them from stealing. 

Besides, one of the two was a girl ; and there 
were not many openings for her. And matters 
would have gone veiy hard with them, in- 
deed, had not a .distant, but benevolent 
relative, kindly died and left them as a legacy 
^ of money, of which they were to have 
the interest until tibey attained their majority, 
when it was to be divided equally between 
them. They were oveijoyed, and rumed to 
fhe executor, who happened to be a lawy». 

“Yes,” said the man of costs, “lam indeed 
f > charged with the execution of the trust, imd 

^ for your own sakes I hope you will not give 
me much tiouble, as 1 shall, under the conditions of the wiU, have 

And -alter &e\ad entered their visit (which he called an attend- j 
anoe) in his diary, to be subsequently copied into a ledger, he bowed ! 
them out. 

So the two orphans disappeared a ittle crestfallen ; and they soon 
discovered that their legacy had the faculty of diminishing. The 
lawyer immediately transferred the money, which was invested in 
what he called “ second-rate securities,” into Consols, and this cost 
something, and considerably ^iiminished their income. When the 
two orphans remonstrated, the lawyer said, that as he made scarcely 
more than out-of-pocket expenses in the matter, he did not fed 
justified in incurring the slightest risk. 

“I am only a simple girl/^ murmured one of the orphans, with a 
nervous blush : “but does not a recent statute give trastees power 
to invest the tiinds of ^eir css^tit qm trusts in securities yielding 
a larger return than 2iGosohens?”^ , -i 

“ Do not bandy words with me, Miss,” replied the lawyer, angrily; 

I skftii act as I please, and if you.or I ask for the estate to be 
administered, it wifi cost you a pret^ penny.” , ^ . 

“Which no doubt will find its way into your pocket,” returned 
the maiden, simply. “But surely a 4J mortgage on real property 
"be obtained without risk, if you do., not act contrary to the pro- 
visions of the Trustee Relief Act?” XI. 1 . . P v 

But the lawyer was verjr angry, and threatened her that if she 
made any further complaint he woidd appeal to the Chancery 
Bivirion of the Hi gh Court of Justice, which would mean, probably, 

the absorption of me entire estate in a rigantio bill of coste. ^ 

So, wim a sigh, the maiden and her brother retired. Tlmt ^ght, 
as she was rit&ig ovmr tiie fire, before retiring to rest, sm had a 
dream, when a nice-looking old gentleman appeared before her, and 
asked her “ why die was so sad ? V , 

'“Because we have a lawyer for our trustee, who is most un- 
oblimg, and expensive. I am afraid, kind Sir, you cannot hdp us.” 

“Bo not say so until you have perused this scroll,” he replied, 
with a benevolent smile, and the gave her a paper. “ To-monrow, if 
your ^stee again threatens you, and offers to retiio, take him at 
his word. If I replace him, I will do all you wish — enter into 
mortgages, invest your oax>ital to the best possible advantage, and 
make mvs el f s^nerallv amiable.” 

But^ how shall we pay you for so much kindness ? ” asked the 
now OVerioy^ maida Ti- 

‘^By a tariff fixed by the Gfovemment. It will be my duty te do 


my best for you, and I shall have no personal interest in running up 
costs like the common (or garden) kind of family Solicitor.” ^ 

1^ the next day, when the lawyer began to threaten to resi^, the 
orphans took him at his word, and all that the nice-looking old 
gentleman had foretold came to pass. And when the orphans were 
getting the best possible interest for their money, at a trifling 
expense, the maiden looked at the scroll which had been given to 
her, and found it was inscribed, “The Public Trustee Act.” 

And, so far as the lawyer, who had been discarded, knew (or 
cared), the maiden and her brother lived happily ever afterwards. 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mokb about Biojlkjb^s. By the loving hand of Perot FmaEUAx-n 
the Bookmaker,— not sporting, but literary. Of makiTig books, with 
Pjerct Pm there is no end. He is the king of the Bookmakers, 
Per ct JV6i. This time it is the Hutory of the Poithumous Papers 
of the Pickwick Club, published by Chatuait Aim Hatx, and 
“inscribed”— why not “dedicated P”— to Hbnet PiELDrisraBiciCKirs, 
son of “ The On^.One,” the Master. Interesting f Of course it is, 
anything about Bicsxns, specially in connection with the immortal 
PvckwiSc, must be interestmg, and for chatty, gossiping book- 
tnakiug we only say, “ Give us Fm.” He is to the manor bom. 
He is neither romancer: nor poet: “jpoeto nasdtur non ‘Fm.'” 
Occasionally Fnz is a|;gravatingly reticent. For instance, at 
page 16 we read, “Pico or three years apo”— which? two or 
tliTftAp — curious and amusing coincidence brought the author^ s 
son, a barrister in good y)rootico Which son? His name? 
There were more sons than one: were they aR barristers? And 
was this one the oily one in good practice?— “iwto connection with 
his father^ s famous book. It occurred at a trial on the CVrcmY.” 
WTiich Circuit? Which is “ the Circuit” ? The Baron, who is now 
the Last of the Barons but one, only asks because the phrase “on 
Circuit” would not have required his query ; but “ on the Circuit” 
is] another pair of shoef^ '-i”!^ <na/.” What trial? When? At 

f . 17, “ Tm Judge entered into the humour of the what 

udge ? Ihe Baron is of mdnion that in the well-known advertise- 


ment about the Waverley Pen, quoted in a note at ^25, the correct 
order should be, “ The P^wich, the Owl, and the naverley Pen,^^ 
—not Piricwiok last. Bid Cu- avt.es BiciBisrs ever write to Fokster 
that he was getting on like a house o^ Jtre^^ f Surely this should 
be a “house a-fire,” or a house on fire”: for a “house o^ fire” 
means a “house of fire,” iriiich is not what the expression is intended 
to convey. At p. 51, in a note, Fuz says, 

“ ‘ Phis, Whizz, or something of that kind, 

was T. Hood’s Was it? If so, Jr® 

where does the joke come in ? 

My friend, the late Geoegfb Bose, better 
known as **Aeliiue Eeexchiet,” nsed to 
say that DicaDBES took Sam Weller from (as \ 

1 understood Mm) a obaracter in one of 

O’Kvrve’s comedies. TMs statement was 

given on the authority of Mr. B-atib Bee- K Wi 

EABD. But I am bound to say I can find . ^ X-jX I I 

nothiug like Sam in O’Hbeee’s ; but I have \ \ M ” 

found Bicekes there bodily. It is in So. 1, ^ \A \\ i 

Act L of Lifers Vagaries; or, The Neglected 

Son. “‘OhP exclaims Faeot, my 

papa was to see me— oh 1’ {Seeing DlCEmfS, j 

runs; he stops her if ^ And, oddly enough, ^ 1 

in this edition of r 1798, frequently as the 'A ! IF" —ttv 
above-mentioned obaracter appears, it is 
*‘on tkig occasion only’^ that the name is spelt with an E. 

Mr. FmzovuAT.u at p. 136 of tMs book, says^ that ^ actor iiamed 
Pait Vat.tb appearing as Simon Splatteraash, in^ a piece called The 
Boarding-House, was in the habit of “ interlardmg his conversation 
witii metaphorical illustrations” — and then follow the examples. 
The Bo(trding-P[ouse, however, is not by O’Rewjs, but, m appears 
from a note in Sketches by Boz^ was being performed when Dicmm ^ 
short tale of The Boarding-House app eared. For my part, I long 
ago came to the conclusion that Sam Weller was absolutely ^ ong]^ 
creation, as far, that is, as anything outride the imnmtenu feums 
of fancy and fairyland can be an oririnal creation. Our Frrz^ gives 
Calvebdex’s ‘R'^aTifiTTiation Paper, and also an Oxford imit^on of 
it,wMoh, however, is not by any means np to the O^tbwet-Blades 
mark. There is also a preface to Piekioick, specially interesting, as 
not being found’ in later editions. Then our Futz^mforms ns how 
many dramatic versions of Pickwick there have been, swne with 
and some without music, bringing the list down to the l^st 
“Dramatic Cantata” (it oughtn’t to have been so describe^ as there 
was dialogue in it), the music of wMdh will always hold a first place 


he the gifted descendant of the Wise ^d Murioal King SoioicoE. - 
Altogether a vote of thanks riiould be prewnted to Perot 
V fTg fl-TOAT.'n far Mi entortaiiring, uastruetive, and most readaMe hoox 
on the immortal says Tbob Baeoe de Booe-Wokbw. 
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TELEPHONIC COMMUNICATION. 

{off to Pari$\, ‘‘Don’t oet, Danlino, It’s too sad to leave tod, I KNOwi 
Birr TOD OAN talk to iJLr takee jdst as if we were togethbe— only be oarefdLj as 
IT ’s Expensive I ” , 

Wife, “ Is IT, DAELINQ ? HA-HA-HADN’T TOD SETTEE LEAVE ME A FEW BlANK CHEQUES ?” 


TALKING BY TIME, 


already obliged tiie Bel^Dm Postal Authorities 
to out down the time aLLowed for a telephonic 
communication between Paris and Brussels, 
from dve minutes to three, it is to be presumed 
that the rush of public patronage that may be 
expected when the wire is opened between 
London and the Ereneh Capital, will soon 
necessitate the substitution, in place of the 
promised ten minutes, of an allowance to each 
i^eaker of a minute, or at most a minute and 
a half for his interview, which it may con- 


fidently be expected will not unfreQuently 
take the following shape : — 

Inexorable Official, Now, Sir; your turn 
next. 

iShuts intending London Talker m, and 
switches him ** on.” 

London Talker, Dear me! How quick 
they are, one hardly knows what one is about 
1 wonder how loud, now, one ought to speak. 
Better shout. Anyhow, I’ll try that first. 
{At the top of his voice through the tube,) 
Hullo! Hi! Isay* Are you there? 

Paris Listener {replying). Oh! don’t bawl 
like that. Of course I’m here, I’ve been 


waiting quite half a minute; thought you 
were never going to begin. But I suppose it is 
Jones I am speeding to ? 

London Talker, Oh yes, I’m Jones. It’s 
aBright. But can’t you recognise my voice ? 

Paris Listener, Not when you bawl fit 
to break the drum of one’s ear. But come, 
now, get on quick with what you want to say, 

London Talker, All right— I’ll get on. 
But now tell me, do I pitch my voice about I 
right now? Can you catch distinctly all I say? 1 

Paris Listener, Oh yes ! Bother I But do 
get on. Timesgoifast. 

London Talker, What? I didllt catch 
that last word. Time ’s what ? 

Paris Listener {very distinctly ^ with em- 
phasis), I said— that— time— was— going fast. 
Can you hear that ? 

London Talker, Oh yes, I can hear that, 
and most distinctly. Keally, it is a .most 
wonderful invention. 

Paris Listener, Oh, bother the invention! 
Do come to business I What did you want 
me for ? 

London Talker, Oh, of course. Well, it 
was just this. I thought 

Inexorable Official, Time ’s up, jSir. 
Trouble you to make room for this Lady. 

{Switches him “ ojf,” and turns him out. 


"THAT CON-FOTINDLAHD DOG!" 

Mr. John Bull loquitur 

” Love me, love my Dog! ” Well,* I don’t 
want to fiog 

The fine but excitable fellow. 

With a nip on his tail e’en a Bull wouldn’t fail 
To bounce round a bit, and to bellow. 

I ’d do mg square best with the greatest good 

If only he*’d— just for a moment— stand still. 

Stand still, with a nip like crocodile’s grip 
On one’s caudal appendage ? Ah, just so I 
Iknow’tis a task that seems too much to ask. 

I’m reasonable, — or I trust so. 

But there is the Lobster, it’s holding on fast. 
And— hang it I this state of afiairs cannot last! I 

How came it about ?^ That’s a matter of 
doubt, 

Which there isn’t much use in discussing. 
To part them’s my aim; I would manage 
^ that same 

Without either fighting or fussing. 
Newfoundland or not, there ’s no dog finds it 
nice 

To live very long with its tail in a vice ! 

I want to get near if I can, but, oh dear ! 

The Dog to my call won’t attend. I 
Conceive, if he would, it might be for his 
good, 

I’d hit on some modus vivendi. 

But if Dog wonH stand still, and if Lobster 
wonH loose, 

My heartiest help cannot be of much use. 

One Andeocles bold eased a lion of old 
Of a thorn in his foot— a great worry ! 

But Andeocjees, sure, would have failed of a 
cure 

If poor Leo had kept on the scurry. 

As you, my dear Dog, do at present. Verb, 
sap, J 

Do just let me get at the Lobster, old chap I 

While it ’s fast to your tail, and you wriggle 
and wail. 

And romp all around, the best master. 

And kindest of heart. Dog and Lobster can’t 
part. 

Lont think I deride your disaster ! 

The pinch of it might make an elephant 
prance ; 

No, all that I ask is— give, me a chance ! 






John Bmx. “ IF I COULD ONLY GET HIM TO STAND STILL, I COULD SOON SETTLE THE LOBSTER ! 
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A TEN MINUTES^ IDYL. 

Lipe is a farce, a dreary roxmd, 

A fraud— of that there ’s not a doubt, 
Although I ’ve onlv lately found 
It out. 

Bad boldly masquerades as good,^ 

Fruit turns to ashes in the taking, 
Unpleasant very is the rude 

Awaking. 

’Tis Spring, when something, so one leams, 
Seems to affect the burni^ed dove, 

And when a young man’s fancy turns 
To love. 

With window open to the breeze, 

The tramp of passers-by unheeding, 

I sit reclining at mine ease, 

A-reading. 

I ’ve read enough—and not amiss 
I rather fancy now would be 
A little rest— ah ! what is this 
Iseef 

A sight that ’s almost past belief, 

And makes me think I mu8t;be_raving, 
For there a girl a handkerchief 
Is waving I 
Like to a light that in the black 
And inky night shines o^er the main, 

It disappears, and then comes back 
Again. 

I know the house quite well— I ’ve heard* 
Her father ’s something in the City, 

And she’s a blue-eyed girl absurd- 
-ly pretty. 

By Jove I she does it with a whirr, 

It’s clear this ine^ressive she 
Is given to the fortiter 

In re. 

Of course it’s forward— and indeed 
It’s worse— it’s shockingly imprudent 
Thus to encourage me, a need- 
-y student. 

Her form is shadowy— I must^ 

Oet^out my glasses, so to brmg 
Her nearer. Tes— the range is just 
The thiug I 

♦ # # * ♦ 

Life is a farce, without a doubt! 

The cause of all this fuss^and fluster 
Is just a housemaid shaking out 
Her duster 1 


m THEIR EASTER EGOS. 

lord fSaltshury. — ^Allegorical Cartoon re- 
presenting Behaitnia. astonished at the suc- 
cess of her recent Foreign Policy. 

Mr. Gladstone.— Tociket Edition of Cyclo- 
psedia of Universal Information, copiously 
mustrated, for the use of veteran Statesmen. 

The JSmperor of Germany. — ^Prize Homily 
on the Art of Governing, with special refer- 
ence to the science as applied to the subordi- 
nation of “ temper.” 

Mr. Parnell.— Sculptured Group represent- 
ing the Reptile of Egotism turning the tables 
on St. Patrick, and endeavouring to drive 
him out of Ireland. 

The President of the United States . — ^An 
Italian Iron— over-heated. 

Bx’-King Milan of Servia. — ^A Monthly 
Cheque for amusement and travelling ex- 
penses, but not including a return ticket to 
Betoade. 

The Post-Master-- General. — One hundred 
Receipts for getting into hot water. 

Mr. Sheriff Augustus JSTarm.— Draft Pro- 
posal for buying up and working the British 
Government with duly audited Schedule, 
lowing how the “takings” could be more 
than doubled by spirited management. 

Mr. Jackson of Clitheroe. — Prize Farce 
entitled, “ Lyndi Law and Couiugal Rights.” 


MEET WHO HAVE TAKEN ME IN- 
TO DINNER. 

(By a Dinner-Belle.) 

K'o. ni.— The Great Uhknowk. 

Hk was a dapper, dumpy thmg, 

With nought decisive on graven 
But smiles, like footlights flickering 
O'er visage shaven. 

And it^ that kind of social myth 
Where every guest (and each a rum one) 

Is Somebody, because the kith 
Or kin of Someone. 

The Great Siberian Victim’s Aunt, 

The Godfather of Colonel Copt, 

And some affinity I can’t 

Recall to Daupet. 

In fine, a Tussaud’s once removed, 

Not waxworks, but their far connections ; 
The names, the attitudes, approved, 

But mere reflec&ns. 




f} 





Our hostess, wont to pedigree 
Her portents, slurred his surname sweetly ; 

So up my smiler tripped— to me 

Unknown completely. 

Thus mystified, I needs must bruit 
The weather — “ It was rainy, rather. 

“ Tes,” he rejoined, “It does not suit 
My Poet-father ; 

“ Strange how the damp ^ects great men ; 
My nephew, not the Wit, the Artist, 

You know paints always smartest when 
It rains the smartest.” 

“ In «7fl^er-colours ?” feebly next 
I faltered, falling quite to pieces : 

“ No, no,” he murmured mildly vexed, 

“ You mean my nieces. 

“ Those delicate young paintresses 
Of Idyls in Cobalt and Bistre, 

Though for Impressionist success. 

Give me my sister. 

“ My nephew, he ’s inspired of course. 
Divine, quite autre ^ chose : en href yon — 

Forgive an uncle’s pride — perforce 
Adore my nephew.” 

Reeling with Relatives, I quite 
My compass lost : to shift our bearing, 

“ Who is file Lady on your right ? ” 

Quoth I, despairing, 

“ That Beauty, like the portraits I ’ve 
For sale beheld of Miss Beixe Biltok.”— 

‘ * She ? She ’s the representative, 

The last, of Milton I ” 

This was too mudi: whatcowWItry 
To burst from suck a tangled tether ? 


The shops for neutral ground, thought I, 
Eclipse the weather. 

The shops I The very thing. I dared 
The snops. ‘ ‘ How wonderful was W hub- 
let!” 

Dazed at the Wizard’s name he stared, 

And shuddered slightly. 

A silence froze his ready twang : 

No more he smiled — from that fell minute, 
Heiolt the First — to speak in slang — 

Was scarcely in it. 

That smilelessness I What meant the^ curse ? 

Who could the skein unravel P I did. 

This was the Diner “ Univers- 
-ally provided.” 

Renowned, if nameless— hired to be 
Salvation of a banquet’s ruin, 

“ Monsieur Le Quatorzieme ” took me, 

And may take you in, 

THE MERRY GREEN WOOD. 

An ”Bjoping^ Forest** Chorus. 

** For ever and again the Corporation of London 
send down their protegeSf the young City sports- 
men who may, or may not, know how to load a 
gun, hut who are very keen on ‘Sport.* Then 
the herds are driven hy beaters towards the gallant 
huntsmen, the forest re-echoes with the report of 
guns, and next day you can trace the whereabouts 
of the wounded bucks and deer by tracks of blood 
among the bushes, and hy impressions on the grass 
where the maimed creature has fallen in its mght 
for life.” — Pall Mall Gazette, 

Chorus of Huntsmen. 

Oh, we like, —we love the Merry Greeu Wood. 

As should Huntsmen bold of fiie proper sort ! 
And we would hit the stag if we possibly 
could ^ — 

As is meet with such palpable sons of Sport. 
Away to the forest we cheerily run, 

And wait for the heaters’ welcome cry ; 

And though we are new to the use of a gun, 
What matters ? At anything we ’ll let fly ! 

So Sing hey, sing ho, for the startled deer ; 

We warrant we ’ll hit him, if he comes near 
And we ’ll send him lame and limping away, 
With a shot he ’ll remember for many a day I 
For marry come up ! ’ But it would be absurd 
To expect a Wd Sportsman to bag the whole 
herd! 

So he blazes away ; and he hits one or two ; 
And they hobble away in some thicket to lie, 
And, after a day or two’s suffering, die : 

We don’t see precisely what more we could do, 
Than shont fiiat “ we love Ike Merry Green 
Wood!” 

And would settle the stag,— we possibly 
could J 

The following advertisement appears in 
the Standard : — 

A Lady wishes to have twice from the country 
a SUPPLY of LIVE SPAREOWS, for a 
favourite cat. — Address, &c. 

There is an uncomfortably blood-thirsty 
look about this “Lady’s” desire to supply 
her favourite cat with some downright real 
Sport. For it is to he presumed that she 
intends her well-oared for pet liteally to do 
the unhappy sparrows to death in.tho most 
approved fashion. How will she manage it F 
Clip their wings, and set 'feem on the^ draw- 
ing-room floor; or tie strings to their legs, 
and let the favourite oat “go for them?” 
Cats must he fed. But it is not neoess^ 
to provide them with a “Supply of Live 
Sparrows ” twice, or even once. We submit 
the subject to the notice of the S.P.C.A. 

One Pound Notes.— Probable rate that a I 
fashionable prima donna will charge for a 
song in the near future. 
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OUR OPENING (SUN) DAY ! 

JEhnancijpcUed Blu&~B/ibboMd BritUh TTorlcTnan loguUut : — 

Tesh, Fa-rbt liAirsHujx mosli entiidy rigt’ I 
’WiLEBiDSH mtislx blesh his nameshake I Had a fnglr 
Only lash Shnndaysh. Fan shied I saw snakesh. 

Frigh’ful to watch ’em'wrigglxmg, when one wakesh 
Over the qnilterpane — mean connter(inilt. 

Liqnorsh are lovely, when you’re that waysh huilt ; 

But snakesh ish pizen I So ish liqnorsh, too— 

Leastwaysh, so w hebidsh La.wshon and hish crew 
Alwaysh dedaresh I Ho matter 1 Hash’ral Museum, 

Mush better than the Jim- JaTTish I EughI Ishee’cml 

All eyesh and limbsh, all twists, ^Mid twirls, and 
twiddles ; 

Tails ]ike long corkscrewsh, gogglesh in thei- middles ; 

Big headsh, and bony bodysh-i-fiigh’j^y fnsky 1 
Fancy sush things living in Irish WhishVy, 

Like animalcu — ^what’s it ? in — hie — ^water I 
Ho matter! I ’ve sworn oilsh I Polly, my daughter. 

Made me Good Templarsh 1 Ho more horrorsh now I 
To Heaven’s broad blue vault I lift my brow, 

A shober Br — ^Bri’sh Workman ! So old BuKPxn, 

The lecturer, putsh it. He ’sh a rare tub-thxunpec . 

Itsh Easter Shunday, and I am not tigh’ 1 
Bri’sh Woriman — ^Hash’ral Museum 1 Thatsh orngn. 

Feelsh bit unsteady I IDiat dashed ginger-beer 
Gassysh— go i’ my head an’ makesh me queer I 
OnenipshI — no, no I won’t do I "Wherreaml? Lori 
Strai’ on, the plishman says, through tha’ there door. 

Doorsh blesshed wide, and these ’ere big shop-cases 

Withbitsh o’ stone and beedlesh I ^Yah ! Thosh faces 1 

Thosh eyesh, thosh limbsh, thosh bodysh, big and bony I 
Thosh wrigglewigglements I I ’ll bet a pony ^ , 

Thish ish no Hash’ralMuseum— Hash — hie — ^ral Hishtpry I 
Look at ’em ! JOook at ’em 1 1 Oh, hersh a mystery ! 

PoLLTSH, — ^where are yer ? Where ’sh that blesshed bottle ? 

I ’vesh got a peck o’ March dust down my throttle. 

Give ush that gin — ger beersh, o’ course, I mean. 

Ixwk, Polly I— shee that creature long and lean, 

CrawJdog towardsh us I Jim-JaTn*>h are not m it 
With ^hiftb ’ere Bri’s’h MuseumI Wai’ a minute! ^ 

Where am I P Whersh tha’ girl ? Can’t read this lingo ! 

Mega It moves I Got ’em apam, hy Jingo I J / 

LEAVES EBOM A CANDIDATE’S DT\BT. 

March 10 —It ias come at last, and I ’m free to confess I d^’t 
care for it half as much as I thought I should. I got the letter nve 
days ago. Here it is : — 

45, Main Street, Bxllsbury, March 4, 18—. 
giB, — have been in communication with headquarters, and I am 
informed that you are looking out for a Constituency at the^ next 
General Election. We have been for some t^e past endeavouring to 
■finii a Candidate for this Borough, and i^ould be glad to hear if we 
may submit your name to the consideration of our local Council, ^e 
political history of Billsbury must be known to you. Up to the date 
of the last election we have always been represented by a Conservative. 
In fact, Billsbiury was always looked upon as an impregnable fortress 
of sound Constitutional opinion. , ^ 

Our late Member, however, was unable to devote to the Consti- 
tuency the time and attention it required. Moreover, I may men- 
tion in strict confidence, that his^ conduct over the Billsbury Main 
Drainage Scheme alienated a considerable number of his supporters, 
and the consequence was that at the last election Sir Thohae 
Chubsok, the Liberal Candidate and present Member for Bills- 
bury, was elected by a majority of 279. Since then, however, the 
Party has rallied, the divisions in our ranks have been healed^ the 
registrations have been very much in our favour, and there is no 
reason to doubt that, as soon as Billsbury has the chance, she will 
return to her ancient allegiance. I shall be in London the day after 
to-morrow (Thursday, March 6), and shall do myself the honour of 
calling upon you. Kind^ let me know where^ and wh^ I can see 
you. I ^aJl be glad to anord you any further information. 

Tours laithfnily, James Tollaitd, 

To Eicttatiu B. Pattle, Esq., Breeident BiUehury Coneervedive 
Dr, Johnson Buildings, Temple, JSc C. Association^ 

1 dashed ofE at once to the Central Association. ^ They urged me to 
accept, and told me that even if I failed, which they said was 
extremely nTilikely, my fight would give me an irresii^ible claim 
on the Party.” Afterwairis saw Tulliamy, the Member for one of 
the Pinkshire Divisions. He said “Take it? Of course you must. 
Eidiculous to hesitate. A youngster like you, who only 1^ Collie 
four years ago, ought to be proud of the chance. If you’re beaten 


AN EASTER OBJECT LESSON. 

(At the NdtwraZ Bistory Museum*) 

“Hullo I I say, I Vb got ’em agik I Gi* me the Blue EibbohI” 

you’ll have a claim'on the Party, and mind you don’t let ’em forget 
it. Curse them, they never think of a man’s valuable services if he 
doesn’t keep on reminding them him self ; ” and then he drivelled on 
for a quarter of an hour about all he’d done for the Party, amd how 
“the shabby beggars” had refused his nephew^ the Morterton 
Recordership. It seems the other side manage their business much 
better. Hext I called on Uncle HiavEY in the Ci^. He raid he ’d 
stick to his promise of paying half my expenses, but wouldn t hew 
me to nurse the place. However, I daresay that won’t cost much. 
Eventually wrote to Old Tollaeb, and asked hm to caH^at my 
Chambers on Thursday at 3 o ’clock. Then went home and told my 
mother. She said. “ My darling boy, 1 knew you would be distin- 
guished. I knew it all along. If your dear father had only lived, he 
would have been a proud man to-day. How, mind you have mat 
horrid grating removed from the Ladies’ Gallery.” And mth that she 
kissed me ana rang for cook to tell her the news. I sloped. 

On Thursday Old Tollajo) called. It seems he’s an ^deman, 
and I only addressed him as plain Esquire. He to mow. 

What were my views on the Labour ^Gaestion? Was I an Eight 
Hours’ manP How about Vaccination and Voman’s Suffrage ? 
and all kinds of other rubbish. I had to beat about a good de^, 
and answer generally, but at last I consented to ad^MS the 
Council, and to-morrow ;was fixed as the day. If wcepted, I shw 
have to come before a Mass Meeting, and go through it aU again. It 
all seems rather roundabout, but I suppose it ’s the usual way. 

(To he continued,) 


The Bights of Counsel. 

(By a Client) 

Oh, what are the “ rights ” of the G.C. ? 

The poiut of the question but few see. 

Those rights are to do 
Wl^t suits him, if not you / 

Faith ! that’s the whole bu^ess in nuee / 

Jokin’s Latest. — “ The Surplus will be any thing but a dry sub- 
ject this year, as it is owing to a steady or (probably) uustea^ 
consumption of Drink 1 ” 



Visitor, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTJiD FEOM THE DIAET OF TOBY, M.P. 

Smite of Commons, Monday, March 23, — ^Easter Holidays begin 
to-morrow ; to-nigbt last rally rotind Eatitrs ; Postmaster harried 
from both sides of House ; the Contumacious Cobb begins it ; com- 
ments on Coroner^s conduct begi^TiiTigto pall on accustomed appetite j 
references to delioate iuYestigation in judicial circles falling flat ; so 
turns upon PosTMASTRS-GrBisrEEAL, Wants to know about the Boy 
Messengers ? Pack in full cry ; Hattciss pelted with newspapers, 
assailed with over-weighted letters ; late at night Cat^trois’ comes 
up quite fresh, desiring to ** call attention to the position taken up 

by the PosTHASTEB-Q-BirBKAi with 
regard to the Electric Call and Boy 
Messenger System,’’ just as if he 
had at the moment made the dis- 

course of lecture Ca-wtc-rob 
1 produces sort of pocket-pistol ; 

1 explains it’s the thmg you! work 

the electric call with. You press a 
button here,^ and up comes a 
~ tumbler of milk and soda ; another 
button, and you have a sausage 
and a hot potato; a third, and 
your boots are suddenly pulled ofl 
by an unseen agency; a fourth, 
and you And yourself seated in a 
hansom cab, with eighteenpence 

1 1' I'lill'i 'V wl' ii* If hand to pay your 

fare withal; a flfth, and jou’re 
awakened at four o^olook in the 
morning with au2:’apology. Some- 
. thing, you learn, went wrong with 
the machine, and it was the gentle- | 
the next floor who ought to 
q have been called at this hour. 
m.i' GiJO), d.C., with hands folded 

on knees, sat entranced, listening 
to this interesting narrative, and 
^ watching the illxutrations rapidly 

produced by CiiMBBOir, as he 
« 1 » touobed the various buttons, 

u xr WonderM ! ’ “Wonderful ! ” cried H aitb, a.C. 

^ojor knew anything like it since I read Jtrahian 
What ’s Raikes’ loss is our Q-ake,” says Wilebid LAwsoifr. 
Mnsttbiwlr this over during the Recess. 

^ For awhile B-ATir^s had peace ; quite forgotten whilst House, fall- 
mg into GfABTE’s attitude, listened to Camerob’s fairy tale. 

o^y postponed, Tobt,” he said, wearily, CAiinuROB (having 
accidentally touched the wrong button) being promptly carried ofl to 
bed in the middle of a sentence; “they’ll be at me again to- 
morrow, and will begin once more , like giants refreshed, when 

, ' - ■ ■-■■'I 
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The PiUary Post. 

&ey come back from the holidays. It ’s an old story ; the House of 
Commons must always have its whipping-boy. Don’t know whether 
you’ve sat long enough for Barks to remember Avbtob? A dead 
set TOB^ade against him, and he was ^not only driven ont of office, 
put forth from public^life. • It’s generally the Home Seobetabt who 
is fastened onl There wasWAXPOLB, chronically reduced to tears. 
Bbxtce was chivied by the cabmen, and had his hat blocked by the 
publicans. The blameless HAbcotjbt didn’t go soot free whUst he 


was at the Home Office. MAT'jLjtutfiWS has had a long run, with the 
hounds after him. How they’ve turned aside from him, and are 
yelping after me. It ’s very well for Matthews, hut a little worry- 
ing for me. Of course I don’t claim to he perfect. As Haecoxjbt 
once admitted of himself, I’m almost human. I try to do my 
duty, and protect the interests of Department committed to my 
charge. They come in touch with all classes, and naturally there is 
friction. lust now the howling is persistent, and, I fancy, organised. 
Perhaps it ’ll fall away hy-and-by. In the meanwhile, it’s rather 
wearing, so pitilessly monotonous. As you said the other day, a 
new constitutional maxim has been established. ;Once Old 
Mobalitx used to write in his copyhoo^ ‘ The Oueeb can Do no 
Wrong.’ How he may add this other, ‘ The Postmasteb-Obbebal 
Does nothing Eight.’ ” Businets done. — Misoellaneons. 

Tuesday Afternoon , — Winding up business before holiday ; rather 
a scramble at tbe end. Old Mobality, as usual, piled up heap of 

« )t through. “Ouite easy, you 

aid. “Tithes Bill, Electoral 
^moval Bill, Savings Bank Bill, 
your stride. What does the 
poet say ? Line upon Line ; 
Little by Little ; Here to-day 
and gone To-morrow. Those 
are the sound economical prin- 
^les th^should guide a man 

ue time seemed that whilst we 
rtainly here to-day, we wouldn’t 
5 till to-morrow. Tithe Bill in 
ge took a lot of flghting over. 
vonldn’tWe Electoral Disahi- 
smoval Bill or the Savings Bank 
any price. 

m I’ll move the adjournment,” 
D Mobality, in despair. 

“ Hot till you ’ve heard my 
speech,” said Dr. Ct^a-rtt ; 
pulled out manuscript from 
breast coat-pocket, began des- 
canting on the nnder-pay of 
Civil Servants in Scotland, 
whilst Ttssbb Amwerst folded 
his tent like the Arab, and as 
“Stole Away!” silently stole away. Example 

in aU parts of the House. Ciaik thoroagUy enjoySgliiMelf^m- 
ppsedly went on to. end of speech, and then adjournment. Speakbb 
. ^ Thursday to take part iu ceremony of Eoyal Commis- 

sion. Eest off, and won’t be back till Monday, 3th of April. 

Business do»s,— Wound up for Easter Holidays. 

CRITICISING THE CALENDAR. 
sTifirgestion of your Correspondent “ Easteb Ego,” who 
wishes Easter to be a fixed festival, always coming on April 20, is 
excellent. At present, Easter-tide, like the other tide, depends on 
the moon. W^hat a humiliating confession ! "Why should we any 
longer consent to he the slaves of the (so-called) Science of Astronomy P 

Yours, Repobmibg Spirit. 

See, “What ’s all this fuss about Easter being too early this year ? 
It isn’t half early enough. It ought to have come last Christmas, 
and Whitsuntide the same, and then we should have polished off 
three pubEo holiday seasons—iJuhlio nuisances, Jcall them, “at once. 

Tours, gloomily, True Phtt^bthbopist. 

Slr, ^I have just been horrified to hear that one of my boys now 
at home from school remains with us for a three weeks’ vacation I 
The early date of Easter is the paltry excuse offered by bis Head- 
master for t^s infliction. Anybody can see throngh such a flimsy 
pretext. His brother is te have his holiday four weeks later. The 
result is that the boys will see nothing of each other during their 
holidays, wMe ttieir parents wiE see a great deal too much. How 


uisplay De expected to continue under these depressing conditions ? , 
Yours, exasperatedly, Fobd Pabebt. 

SiB,“^ riting lettres to you about the Easter holy- 

days, I shoxdd like you te put in what old Bobewak — ^ he’s our 
Prmoipul — ^has been doing. We all t hiTilr it a thundii]^ shame. He 
kept ns grmding away right throng Good Friday, Easter Monday, 
and means nS to go on several weeks afterwards! The result was 
7® ^ Cross-Bun each! Old Bobeham akshally 

fixed Easter Monday for going over all the Latin irreglur verbs. Pleese 
would you say something in your valyhle eollums about old Bobetta-ml 
and oblige Yours, obedjiently, . Bvr(rrt{Tertius),Bodchekeri : | 


(KT iroriCE—Eejected CommnnicattoM or Contributions, whether MS.. Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any deseripOon wUl 
Se« n”®S‘ •coomp-Midd by a Stamped Addressed Bnrlok Coyer, « ^ 
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bad •Rnglisb. And the Me shall he of France— Fiance, where the 
ladies always leave tie dinuer-taHe before the men. Note this, and 
use it at page ninety of thy first volxtme. And thy French shall be 
worse thy English, for thou shalt speak of a frissonement^ and 


and arrived in a case which had been once need for the packing of bottles of sprang 
mm, or some other potent spirit. It is dedicated in highly n^omplimentary mg int 
terms to Messieurs Us Marronneurs glaces de Far%s, With it came a hmden 


to say, one oi xne oesii oranus UDon 

make your flesh creep. I’ll give you fits, paralytic fits, epfiepUc lite, and 
fits of hysteria, aH at the same time. Have I ever been in Paris ? Never. 

^ ^ ^ A .v. ^ amir w\a. oiinn o w 


Chapter L 


ing into each other’s, seemed to ravage out, as hy fire, the secrets 
hidden in our hearts. My blood hurled itself through my vems. 
There was somethhig clamorous and wild in it. Then I fell prone 
on the ground, and remembered that I had eaten one marron for 
dinner. This explained everything, and I remembered no more till 
I came to myself, and found the divisional surgeon busily engaged | 
upon me with a pompe d^estomac* 

Chapter III. 

Mr father, M. le Due Di Spepsioh, belonged to one of the oldest 
Drench families. He had many old French customs, amongst others 
that of brushing his bearded lips against my cheek. He was a stem 
man, with a severe habit of addressing me as “ MonJiW^ Generally 
he disapproved of my proceedings, which was, perhaps, not un- 


I WAS adeec and dreaming— dreaming dreadful, horrible, sonl- natural, taking all the oiro^stancM of the case into considOTation. 
shitte^g dZt^-dSSr^t flung ml hcad-flra^ out of bed. and 1 Why have I mentioned him ? I know 
then flung me back into . 


then unug me Daox inio 
bed ofi flie uncarpeted 
floor of my chamber. But 
I did not wake — why 
should I ?— it was unne- ^ . . 

cessary — I wanted to il'.I 

dream— I had to dream .jl.;,. 

and therefore I dreamt. - 
I was wal king home from P 

a cheap restaurant in one ^ 

of the poorer quarters of 1111111 

Paris. “Poorer quar- | | 

ters ” is a nice vague ij i| |||| 

term. There are many ! a1^|| 

poerer quarters iu a large 
city. This was one of 
them. Let that suffice i' 

to the critical pedants — 

who olamonr for accuracy js=:'=s^ 
and local colour. Accu- 
racy 1 pah I Shall the 
soariag soul of a three- 
volumer be restrained by - 

the debasing fetters of a 
grovelling exactitude ? 

Neverl I will teh you — - \ 

what. If I choose, I ^ ^ 

who speak to you, moi 

qut votis parle^ the Seine 

wall run red with the _ 

blood of murdered priests, — r — " " 

and there shall be a tide 

in it where no tide ever 

was before, close to Paris 

itself, the home of the 

Marrons Glacis, and 

into the river I shall plunge a c 

glassy, staring, haunting, dreadful 

Sie tide that never was on earth, or 


G KFE 
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lies of better things 
sometimes steal over me 
like the solemn sound of 
chuTch-heUs pealing in a 
cathedral belfry. But I 
have done with home, 
with father, with pat- 
riotism, with claret, with 
walnuts, and with all 
simple pleasures. Qava 
saris dire. They talk to 
me of Good, and Nature. 
The words are meaning- 
less to me. Are there 
realities behind these 
words— realities that can 
touch the heart of a con- 
firmed marroneur f Cold 
and pitiless, Nature sits 
aloft like a mathemati- 
cian, with his balance 
regulating the storm- 
pTuses of this troubled 
world. Bah! I fling 
myself in her teeth. I 
brazen it out. She quails. 
For, since the accursed 
food passed my lips, the 
strength of a million 
demons is in me. I am 
pitiless. I laugh to think 
of the fool I once was in 
the days when I fed my- 
self on JBaha au JRhum, 
and other innocent dishes. 


lx tUXXL XXL XU V UUCXO UCHXULV maw ' > ^ S i Z Zt_ — i 1 J "L • 

of my victim a fair lost god— and because he was a fapr lost, the cabmen loved him 
ito the heart not— and he had to die, and Ue in the Morgue- the Morpe where 
murdered men and women love to dwell— and thus he should 


Je ne sats quoi, Mon Dieu! There’s idiomatic rrenoh tor you, 
all Bprinkleo. out of a cayenne pepper-pot to make the local colour 
hot and strong. Bah ! let us return to our muttons 1 


Chapter II. 


Chapter IY. | 

Again— again— again ! The moon rose, shimmering like a Marron 
Glad over Paris. Oh! Paris, beauteous city of the lost. Surely 
in Babylon or in Nineveh, where Set'^amts of old queened i^ver 


What was that ? Something yellow, and spotted — something men, never was such madness— madness did I say ? Why ? What 
sinuous and lithe, with crawling, catlike motion. No, no! Yes, ^id I mean? Tush! the struggle is oyer, an^d I am calm again, 
yes 1 1 A leopard of the forest had issued from a side-street, a^/ de though my blood still bums tumultuously. The world is very evil. 
sac, as the frivolous sons of Paris, the Queen of Yioe, caU it. It was father died choked by a marron, I, too, am dead—;! who nave 
moving with me, stopping when I stopped, galloping when I -written this rubbish — ^I am^ dead, and sometunes, as I walk, my 
ffalio-ned. tumincr somersamts when I turned them. And_ tiien it loved one srlides before me in aerial phantom shape, as on page 4 , 


poppies, plucked from the grave of a discarded unstress. 

“ Thou shalt write,” it said, “ for it is thine to reform the wrld. 

I shuddered. The conversational “thou” is fearful at all times; 
but, ah, how true to nature, even the nature of a leopard of the 
forest. The beast continued— “ But thou shalt write m English. 

I “Spare me!” I ventured to interpose. , . , a 


“ In English,” it went on, inexorably— “in hysterical,, sad, mad, I inior Mmm- 


and on my tombstone it is written, xieie ueu uu 
cancan and ate matrons glacis all day. Be wanied ! 


Quite Eiceptiohai ThfatricAjI News.— Next Thinsday at the 
YandeviBe, the Press and thetisiml Fiee-Admissionanes will, he le^ 


voi. 0 . 
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MORE KICKS THA.N HALEPENCE. 

Volunteer Officer^ loquitur : — 

Yes, take kack tke sword I Thotigh the Timee may 

Tired ^ I whoflv of worry and snuhs. 

Ton’ll find, my fine friend, what your folly has cost 
you, late, 

Henceforth for me the calm comfort of Cluhs I 
To lounge on a cushion and hear the halls rattle [cloth, 
’Midst smoke-fumes, and sips on the field of green 
Is better than leading dow troops to sham battle, 

In stupid conditions that rouse a man’s wrath. 

CornTnissions, they say, go a-begging. Precisely! 

Incapables take them, but capables shy. 

For twenty-one years you haye narried us nicely. 

And now, like the rest, we’re on Strike, Sir. And 
why^ 

The game, you old fossil, is not worth the candle, 

Your kicks for my halft)ence? The bargain’s too 
bad! 

If you want bogus leaders sham soldiers to handle. 

You ’ll now haye to take dufiers, deadheads, and cads I 

The Times wisely says you should make it attractiye. 
This Yolunteer business. But that’s not your game. 
You’re actiyely snubby, or coldly inactive: 

We pay, and you pooh-pooh I ’Tis always the same. 
We do not mind giving our time and our money, 

Or facing March blasts, or the floods of July ; 

But till nettles bear grapes, Sir, or wasps yield us honey, 
You won’t get snubbed men to pay up and look spry. 

The “multiplication of camps and manoeuvres” ? 

All right I Let us learn in a soldierlike school ; 

But what is the good of your Bisleys and Dovers. 

If the whole game resolves into playing the fool ? 

To play that game longer and pay for it too, Sir, 

Won’t suit me at all. 1 ’m dicffirusted and bored. 

Tour kicks for my halfpence ? Ko, no, it won’t do. Sir I 
And therefore, old Tapenoddle-^take back the sword I 



TRUE SENTIMENT. 

I ’ll WRITING TO Mrs. Montjlgue, Georgie,-— that pretty Lady you used 

TO TAKE TO SBE YOUR PlGS. HaVBH’T YOU SOME NICE MESSAGE TO SEND HER ?*’ 

** Yes, Mummie ; give her my love, and say I never look at a little 
Black Pig now without thinking oe Her/” 


LEAVES FROM A CANDIDATE'S DIARY. 

[continued.] 

March ll.~I shall haye to be pretty careful in my speech to the 
Council. Must butter up Billsbury Uke fun. How would this do ? “I 
am young, Gentlemen, bnt I shoxild have studied the political history 
of my country to little purpose if I did not know that, up to the time 
of the last eieotiou, the vote ef Billsbury was always cast on the 
side of enlightenment, and Constitutional progress. The rash and 
foolish experiments of those who sought to impair the ^orious fabric 
of onr laws and our Constitution found no favour in Billsbury. It 
was not your fault, I know, that this state of things has not been 
maintained, and that Billsbury is now groaning under the heavy 
burden of a distasteful representation. Par be it from me to say one 
word personally against the present Member for Billsbury. This is 
a political fight, and it is because Ms political opinions are mistaken 
that yon have decided to attack Mm”— &o., &o., &c. Must throw 
in something about Conservatives being the true friends of workiag- 
men. Chubson is not an Eight Hours’ man, so I can go a long way. 
What shall I say next? Church and State, of course, Ireland 
pacified and contented, glorious financial successes of present 
Government, steady removal of all legitimate grievances, and 
triumphs of our diplomacy in all parts of the world. Shall have to 
say a good word for Liberal-TJnionists. Toeland says there are 
about thitty of them, all very touchy. Must try to work in the 
story of the boy and the plum-cake, it made them scream at the 
Primrose League meeting at Crowdale. 

By the way, Uncle Henry said, “ What about the Bar ? ” I told 
Mm I meant to keep on working at it— wMch won’t he difficult if I 
don’t get more work. I got just two Statements of Claun, and a 
Motion before a Judge in Chwbers, all last year, the third year 
after my call. Sleepy. To bed. 

March 12, “ George Koiel^^ Billsbury * — Left Londonhy 2*15 to-day, 
and got to Billsbury at 5*30. Tolland met me at the station with 
half a dozen other “leaders of the Party,” One was Colonel 
Chorkle, a Yolunteer Colonel; another was Alderman Moefatt, a 
Scotchman with a very broad dialect. Then there was Jerrah, 
tiie Editor of the Billsbury Standard^ “ the organ of the Pa^ in 
Billsbury,” so Tolland said, and a couple of others. I was intro- 
duoed to ^em all, and forgot wMch was which immediately after- 
wards, wMoh was most embarrassing, as I had to address them Ml 
as “you,” a want of distinction wMoh I am afiraid they felt. Tipped 


two porters, who carried my hag and my, a ftMlHng each. They 
looked knowing, but old Tolland had Muted that the other side 
had got a character for meanness of wMch we could take a perfectly 
proper advantage without in any way infringing the Corrupt 
Practices Act. Must look up that Act, It may be a help. From 
the station we went straight to the “ George,” There I was intro- 
duced to half a dozen more leaders of the Party. Can’t remember 
one of them except Blissop, the Secretary of the Association, a 
chap about my own age, who told me his brother remembered 
me at Oxford. There was a fellow of that name, 1 think, who 
came u^ in my year, a scmbby-faced reading man, We made 
hay in his room after a Torpid “ rag,” which he didn’t like. Hope 
it isn’t the same. I said I remembered Mm well. Dined with 
Tolland ; nobody hnt leaders of the Party present, all as serious 
as judges, and fell of importance. Chorklb, who drops his “h’s” 
frightfully, asked me “’owlong it would be afore a General Elec- 
tion,” and seemed rather surprised when I said I had no information 
on the matter. 

The meeting of the Council came ofi .in the large hall of the Bills- 
hury Beaconsfield Club, Tolland was in the chair, and made a 
long speech in introducing me. I didn’t take in a word of it, as I 
was repeating my peroration to myself all the time. My speech 
went on pretty well, except that I got mixed up in tiie middle, and 
forgot that blessed story. However, when I got into the butteriag 
part, it took them by storm. 1 warmed old Gladstone up to-rights, 
and asked them to contrast the state of England now with what it 
was when he was in power. “ Hyperion to a Satyr,” I said. Colonel 
Chorkle, in proposing afterwards that I was a fit and proper 
person to represent BiUshury, said, “Mr. Battle’s able and con- 
vincing speech proves ’im not only a master of English, but a con- 
sniTiTnate orator, able to wield the harmoury ” (why he put the “ h” 
there I dou’t know) “ of wit and sarcasm like a master. J’m not 
given to boasting,” he continued. “ I never indulge in badinage ” 
(query, braggadocio f) ; “ but, with such a Candidate, we must win.” 
Jebram seconded the resolntion, which was earned nem. eon* Must 
get local newspapers, to show to mother, ffiie’ll like that. Shall 
go back to London to-morrow. 

“ Fortnightly ” r. So-called “ HiNExEENni CjcNturt.” — 
Change of Author’s name. Mr, Fredbbic Harrtson to he known, 
in future as “ Frederic HarEasot’ Knowles.” 

' (Signei^ , 
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him lightly on the ear with the stochinge; then hums a little.) I 

MR. PUNCH'S POCKET IBSEN. want you to do me a great service, Dr. Rank. {Rolling up stocks 

No. n.— NOEA: OE, THE BIED-CAaE (ET DIKKISYOIT). ^JtanJc. K I oaji’t you guess why ? U shortjnlence.) Because 

' * A TT I love you! Yo^ >au’t pretend you didn’t know it I 

11. Nora. Perhaps not— but it was really too clum^ of you to mention 

The Room^ with the cheap Art-furniture at defore^except that the jugt as I was about to ask a favour of you ! It was in the worst 
candles on the Chrittmas-iree have guttered down and appear taste! {With dignity.) You must not imagine because I joke with 
to have heen lately blown out. The cotton-wool frogs and the about silk stookmgs, and tell you things I never tell Toevald, 
chenUle monkeys are disarranged^ and there are walking things that I am therefore without the most delicate and scrupulous self- 
on the sofa, hi OKA alone. respect I I am really quite a good little doll, Dr. Rank, and now — 

N(yra {putting on a cloak and taking %t off again). Bother Kbog- in rocking-chair and smiles)— now I shan’t ask you what I was 
STAT) ! There, 1 won’t think of him. 1 ’ll only tbii^k of the costume going to I ^ [Ellen comes in with a card. 

ball at Consul Sxenboeo’s, over-head, to-night, where I am to dance Nora {terrific^. Oh, my goodness ! {Puts it in her pocket. 

the Tarantella all alone, dressed as a Capri nsher-girl. It struck Dr. Rank. Excuse my easy hTorwegian pleasantry—but—h’m— 
Toevald that, as I am a matron with three children, my performance anything disagreeableup ? , 

might amuse the Consul’s guests, and, at the same time, increase Nora if o herself). Eeogstae’s card I I must tell owoiJAer whopper I 
his connection at the Bank. Toevald is so practical. {To l^s, {To Rank.) hfo, nothing, only— only my new costume. I want to 
Linden, who comes in with a large cardboard box.) Ah, Chbistina, try it on here. I always do try on my dresses in the drawing-room 

-wnn ‘Vin-vm A- wtw A •wrr.n QB TMTT irAti Aa oa iti “^a nPo'R'xr A t.T) fl.TYiTiflA Tiityi till 


Nora. Perhaps not— but it was really too clum^ of you to mention 
lust as I was about to ask a favour of you ! It was in the worst 


JDr. Rank. Excuse my easy ITorwegian pleasantry—but—h’m— 


Linden, who comes in with a large cardboard box.) Ah, Chbistina, try it on here. I always do try on my dresses in the drawing-room 
so you have brought in my old costume ? Would you mind, as my —it ’s cosier^ you know. So go in to Toevald and amuse him till 
husband’s new Cashier, just doing up the trimming for me ? ^ I’m ready. 

Mrs. L. ITot at all— is it not part of my regular duties? {Sewing.) [Rank goes into Ket-wrb’s room, and I^oea bolts the door upon 
Don’t you tkiuk, USTobAi that you see a little too much, of Dr, Rankt Aim, as Keogstad enters from hall in a fur cap. 

Nora. Oh, I couldnH see too ^ I // ik'' i JTrop^s. Well, I’ve got the sack, 


Nora. Oh, I couldn't see too 
much of Dr. Rank! He is so 
amusing— always talking about iMr 
his complaints, and heredity, and TjJ" _ _ 

all sorts of indescribahly funny f| i 
tiling Q-o away now, dear ; I j j 

[Bffrs. Linden goes. Rnter Toe- j}| 

Yki:s> from the Manager's room. If l — ' 

l^OEA runs trippingly to him. 'j| - 

Nora {coaxing). Oh, Toevald, j| 
if only you won’t dismss Reog- || ^ / 

STAD, you cau’t tbiTik how your |j|| li , j 
Ht^^k would jump about and « !( 

Helmer. The inducement would , - '• ‘ r 

he stronger hnt for the fact that, If 

as it is, the little lark is generally . i ; ' '" Wlmu i 

eng^^ in, that pertieular ocou- ‘ 

paticm. And I really get rid ti\ 

of Reoostad. If I didn’t, people \ '' Wf ' • * / 

wonld say I was under the thnmh vrji^ 

of my litue squirrel here, and then 
Eeoosiad and I knew each other ^ 
i^^ly yon^ ; ^d ^srhen^o pe^ 

he will adSress^me as, .‘‘I say| \ 

Toevald”— which causes me most ... - „ -xi. v if x - 

painful emotion! He is tactless, ^ “ 

dishonest, fawiilmT, and morally on the fit of s 

mined— altogether not at all the kind of person to he a Cashier in 
a Bank like mine. 

Nora. But he writes in scurrilous papers,— he is on the staff of 

J.1- - TIT • » -ri. >.• T . 



'W'W 


“ A poor fellow with both feet in the grave is not the best authority 
on the fit of silk stockings.” 


I /- l^>i i Well, I’ve got the sack, 

,1 / /// J and so I came to see how you are 
‘if ' li w F 1 mayn’t he a nice 

I'i/W 'T f- man,hut— (tm*^A/ee/4»tp)— Ihavea 
IS wff P heart ! And, as I don’t intend to 
ill mi rii forged I.O.D. unless 

If WJ Ml I ’m toen back, I was afraid you 
A might he contemplatiug suicide, 
or something of that kind ; and so 
” I called to tell you that, if I were 

WT^Jm/m!^ you, I wouldn’t. Bad thing for the 

complexion, suicide, and silly, too, 
^ because it wouldn’t mend matters 
rW ia the least. {Kindly.) You must 

'/ *'*' ' WJv ‘W M W i affair too seriously, 

:// ny/l M Mrs. Helmee. Get your husband 

Wi jjl ' f'fy/// M mlUm/li/ to settle it amicably by taking me 
^ Lm '^ll/i m/ mimmji'i Cashier ; thenl shall soon 

wMl! W/ Jm/Ku mSMl/ih whip-hand of Atm, and we ' 

' r,!/ Pnlf ! I shall all be as pleasant and com- 

^ mmll/ 8*® possible together I 

mi' mm iMiLm Kora. Not even that prospect 
mllik oan tempt me! Besides, Toevald 
j i||j wouldn’t have you back at any 

li /ll mk i JEroy«, All right, then. I have 

^ /# ^■ST' liore a letter, telling yonr husband 

’ all. I will take the liberty of 

^ ‘ wish yon good evening I 

{Me goes out ; presently the dull sound of a thick letter dropping 
into a wire box is heard. 

Nora {softly^ and hoarsely). He’s done it! How am I to prevent 




the Norwegian Punch. If you ^miss 1dm, he may write nasty Toevald from seeing it ? 

th^s about yow, as wicked people did about poor dear Papal ^ Helmer {imide the door, rattling). Hasn’t my lark changed its 
Helmets Your poor dear P^^a was not impeooahle — far from it. dress yet P (Noea unbolts door.) What — so you are not in fancy 
J am ^whioh ma^s aU the difference. I have here a letter giving costume, after all? {Enters with Rank.) Are there any letters for 
Reogtsad the sack. One of the coipenienoes of living close to the me in the box there ? 

Bo^ is, that I can use the housemaids as Bank-messengers. {Goes Nora {voicelessly). None — ^not even a postcard! Oh, Toevald, 
to mor and calls.) Eleot! {Enter parlourmaid.) Take that letter don’t, please, go and look— jjromtse me you won’t I I do assure 
^there m no answer. (Etxtcn takes it and goes.) ^ That ’s settled — you there isn’t a letter ! And I ’ve forgotten the Tarantella you 
1 8m going to my private room, it will be a capital taught me — do let ’s run over it. I ’m so afraid of breaking down — 
opwrtonity for yon to pr^tise the ta-mbonrine— thump away, fittile promise me not to look at the letter-box. I can’t dance unless 
lark, tne doors are double I {Nods to her and goes in, shutting door, you do. 

Nora {strMng Sow am I to get out of this mess! {A Helmer {standing still, on his way to the letter-box). I am a man 

ring at tf^ ywitors bell.) Dr. Bank’s ring I He shaU help me out of strict business habits, and some powers of observation; my little 
^ Vk •K'ANx appears tn doorway^ hanging up his great-coat.) squirrers assurances that there is nothing in the box, combined with 
lle^ ilr. it^K, now are yon r {Takes both his hands, her obvious anxiety that I should not go and see for myself, satisfy 

^nk {sitting down near me stops). 1 am a miserable, hypoohon- me that it is indeed empty, in spite of the fact that J have not in- 
^oal w^ch— that.s what J am. ^d why am I doomed to he variably found her a strictly truthful little di<^y-hird. There— 
2*^ J : J^^Euse my father died of a fit of the blues I Js there. {Sits down to piano.) Bang away on your tambourine, 

th^feir-Iputittoyouf. .x . . „ , KtUe sqtiiirel- dance away, my ownlark 1 

ivora. ^ f than iMt! See, I;i^ show you the Nora {dancing, with a long gay shawl). Just wonH the littie 

fiesh-coloiued silk tights that I ^ to wear to-night— it will cheer, squirrel! Easter— faster I Oh, I do feel so gay! We wijl have 
must only look at the feet— well, yon may look some champagne for d^er, wonH we, Toevald ? 
at the rest ff you ’re good. ArenH they lovely ? WiU they fit me, {Dances with more and more abandonment. 

do you ttiiTiic r — -- . _ 


Helmer {after addressim 


xanA {gloom^y). A poor fellow with hoih feet in. the^ave is not come— not awful wil£iess 1 


mt remarks in correction), fiome^ 
I don’t like to see, quite such a 
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dances^) I’ve only thirty-one hours left to he a bird in ; and after 
that-”(«At<d(^my)— after that^ Kbogstai) will let the cat out of 
the hag I [Curtain* 

N.B.— The final Act, — containing scenes of thrilling and realistic 
intensity, worked out with a masterly insight and command of psycho- 
logy, the whole to conclude with a new and original denodment-- 
xinavoidahly postponed to a fntnre number. Ko money retamed. 

TAKING THE CENSUS. 

{A Story of the ^th of April, 1891.) 

As I have but a limited holding in the Temple, and- moreover, 
slept on the evening of the 5th of A;gril at Bormah Gardens, I con- 
sidered it right ft Tift proper to fill in the paper left me by the 
Appointed Emimerator” at the latter ad- 
dress. And here I may say that the title of 
the subordinate ofdoer intrasted with the 


‘"Wdl, Sir,” he answered, with some hesitation, “as the young 
chap who does the boots tens me that he has never heard of yon 
having had a single brief while he*s been with yon, and that's 
coming three years, hadn’t yon better pnt ‘ retired ’ after * Barrister- 
at-Law ’ ? It will do no harm, and oextingly would be safer I ” 

Pnt “ retired ” after Banister-at-Law 1 “ Bo no harm I/’ and be 
“safer I” 


like, appeared f 
the householder 


1 silently intimated by a dignified gesture to the “ Appointed Enn- 
THE CENSUS. merator.” mat our interview was at an end, and then, taking my walk- 

he ^th of Awil 1891 1 ing-stiok with me, went in earnest and diligent search of “the young 

- , • x-L * m *1 boots I ” (Signed) A. BniErnESS, Jniiadn. 

holding m the Temple, and. moreover, ^ ^ ^ 

th of April at Bnrmah Gamens, I con- ^ump^Sandlo Court, April 7, 1891. 
to fill in the paper left me by the 
Inted Enumerator’’ at the latter ad- * 

And here I may say that the title of IBPf GUABBS, ABB ACT ’EM ! 

“them” in this adapted quotation must be taken to mean 
^ “Burlesques^” and if these gay Snd lighthearted soldiers continue 

histrioiiios as victoriously as they have ddne up to now, they 
Wa ^ Thecoma celebrated as “ The Gxinny-diers-and-Borlesque-Line- 

Eegiments.” Private McGnisjfiY x, as a cockatoo, capital : his disguise 
obliterate him, but as Ensign and Lieutenant .Waggibone stealthily 
“ What the eye doesn’t see, the heart doesn’t McGnjfiJiiVx 
music, by the talented descendant of Israel’s wise King 
SoLoicorr, was of course good throughout, and in the Cockatoo Buet 
better than ever. The ladies were exceptionally good. Mrs. CEXncit- 
I W w’ the omen of h« naiw, wMoh « aot ^g^ve of danoing, I 


himself to write, “if unable to do so himself.” To be captious, I vwenant Nttgent is an old ha 
mght have been better ^sed bad the hp^^dwho banded me ^ his former 


tib?scWebeen“spMT™il7pr^^^^^^ ^d 0 iL ^dTeU ^d hTd^ 

by the “Appointed Ennmerator” as “Mr. Weess,” instead of ^ &Md^^ 

BBiEExajss ” But was a.small matter. . if™ ^seT^We feS nX ^ 

I need scarcely say that I took iTifimte pains! to fill m my paper viauaub, vtcaauacauoxi, ax yvu iixcasc, ty c xc*la 

accurately. I have great sympathy with the “ Census (England and ^ 


Wales) Act, 1890,” and wished, so far as I was personally concerned, 
to carry out its object to the fullest extent attainable. I had no diffi- 
culty about inserting my{own “name and surname,” and “profes- 
sion or occupation.” I rather hesitated, however, to describe myself 


Sion or occupation." x ratner nesitatea, nowever, to aescriDe myseii 
as an “ employer,” because the * ‘ examples of the mode of fiUing-up ” - 

rather suggested that domestic servants were uot to count, and lor 
the rest my share iu the time of PoniiNGTorr, to say the least, is • 

rather shadowy. For instance, I could hardly fairly suggest that 
in regard to the services of my excellent and admirable clerk, I am 
as great an employer of labour as, say, the head of a firm of r^way 
contractors, or the managing director of a cosmopolitan hotel com- 
pany. Then, although I am distinctly of opinion that I rightly The 

carried out the intentions of the statute by describing myself as ** the *13 

head of the family,” my wife takes an opposite view of the question, JA/* su 
In makmg the other entries, I had no great difficulty. The ages of j. • 
my domestics, however, caused me some surprise. I had always 
imagined (and they have given me their faithful and valuable ser- ^ 
vices I am glad to say for a long time) that the years in which they 
were bom varied. But no, I was wrong. I found they, were aU 
of the same age— two-and-twenty. To refer to another class of my , 

household— I described my son, Sttatxow Boeth Bbiekless (the first 
is an old family name of forensic celebrity, and the second an appro- ^ 

Xoiate compliment to a distinguished member of the judicial Bench, ^ 

whose courtesy to the Junior Barljs proverbial) as a “ scbolar,” but „ 

rejected his (Shaxlow’s) suggestion that I should add to the descrip- 
tiou of his brother (one of my younger sons, Geoegb Lewis Yah ^ 

Teoelp Chesxbe Mote Bolton Bbiefless— I select^ his Chri8ti*iu -C 

names in anticipated recognition of possible profession^ favours to 
be conferred on him in Ster-life) the words “imheoile from his 
birth,” as frivolous, untrue, and even libellous. We:had but one New 
untoward iucidenti In tbe early morning of Monday we found in The Ice 
\ our area a person who had evidently passed the nmht there m a cou- Man* v 
^tion of helpless intoxication. As she could oner no satisfactory luring 
explanation of her presence, I handed her over to the police, and 
I entered her on the Census Paper as, “a supposed relhrod laundress, 
seemingly Hying on her own means, and apparently blind from Ihe 
date other last drinking-bout.” I rejected advisedly her own indis- 
liietly but frequently rdterat^Jassertion that “she was a lady,” ^ 
because I had been warned by “the’ general instructions” to avoid 
such “indefinite terms as Esquire or Gentleman.” q 

As I wished to deliver my completed schedule to the “Appointed 
Enumerator ” in person, I deBired that he might he shown into my 
study when he called for the paper. , , ' 


! the oil (cbicketihg) ’’osie and the xotthg (gloxtcbstee) colts. 

Fiett, not out I A good start bey^d doubt, 

In a Twenty-four field, Bootor W. G. 

And may Binety-one bring us lots of good fun, 

With you at the Wickets for Figures of Three, 

To see the Old ’Oss stir in good time to foster 

The ooming-on “ Colts,” should give courage to Glo’ster ! 

Such a Bawg I ” 

The enclosed was out from The Held of last week 

R — WABTS some ficiend to giro him a small BULLDOG with a 

• smile, for a house pet.— To be sent for mspeelion to, &c. 

It is to he hoped that the advertiser will not get an animal that (to 
quote from Hamlet) “ may smile and smile and be a villain I ” 


Ig^notus. 

Peate not about Fame I I ’ve addressed half the world, 

In Court and in cottaye, in Castle and slum I 
I’ve been warbled, and onorussed, and tootled, and skirled, 

Yet, for kudot, I might just as well have been dumb. 
Though familiar to all men, I ’m wholly nnlmown ; 

You ’re inclined to pooh-^oh, and to say I am wrong ? 

Bay, listen, and you my oorreotaess will own : 

• ’Tis I wrote the loorde of a Popular Song 1 

Bbw and Intebesung Woee,— As a companion to Br. Weight’s 


g on the Youth of the Metropolis* ^ 

A Brummagem Bolus. « ; 

(By an elate ZiheraU XTnionut.) 

An “iH-starred abortion” Weg christened our party; 

At present, as Joe hints, that sounds quite ironic. 
True, lately our health did appear far fro|n hearty, 
But Aston has acted Afl-tonic I 


“Excuse me. Sir,” he said, Ster looking through the document 

at my legueBt; “but you see there is a.fineof afiyer forwilfuBy «'•,<**<' iratueraes fi-m 

giyingf^irfonnation.” MSS,tytngheforehtm.,r> ; 


“Yes,” I returned, somewhat surprised at the si^gestion; “and 
the, prised penalty has rendered me doubly anxious to be abso- 
lutely^a^cooratoet ,80 you notice any dip of the, pen?” 


What jc:gB lT*TrAHg Seek to Want dst LouiaiiHAe— Animfair 
fiddjOrnoEAvit Hi , * 4 - ' ^ 






PICTURE SUNDAY. 

(WTiat Owr Artist has to put up with,) 

^ ihe beauties of his Picture), OHARMlNal OHAKiiiNal But oh Mr FrT7MA.TioTni 

“ -K ^ D^0.,-WXTH XH.WsrOX.KB XK XHH Sfr. 


A PATE EXCHANGE. 

Hosha. Bkjlo'W speaks up on the situation : — 

Hhee we stan’ on tlieConstitTition, by thtmder I 
Slate rights won’t be burried by any one's 
hoofs; 

Umbbkto, old boss, would you like, I wonder, 
To ’pologise first, and then bring np yer 
proofs? 

Uncle Sam is free, and he sez, sez he :— 

“ The Maita^s no more 
Eight to come to this shore, 

ISO more’n the Molly Maguires,’^ sez he. 

Uncle Sam ain’t no kind o’ bisness with 
nothin’ 

Xdke stabs .in the back,— that may do for 
slayes. 

We ain’t none riled by their'frettm’ f 
Who shriek, in Hitalian, across the wares, 
uncle Sam is free, but he sez, sez he 
“ He will pnt down his foot 
On the right to shoot 
As claimed by the Mafia gang ! ” sez he. 

Px*€dom’s keystone is Law, yes ; tliat there ’s 
no doubt on, 

It’s Butthin that’s— wha’ d’ye eatt it?— 
divine, — 

The brutes who break it hain’t nntthin’ to 
boast on * 

On your side or mine o’ the'seethin’ brine. 
Onole Sam u free, and he sez, sez he 
If assassins gang ’em 
I m game to hang ^em, 

An so git rid on ’em soon,” sez he* 


’Tis well for sleek cits for to lounge on their 
sofSes, 

^d chat about “Law and Order,” an’ sich. 
A formula pleasant for them in ofEoe, 
Home-stayin’ idlers, well-guarded rich. 
Uncle Sam is free, but he sez, sez he 
Whar life ’s a fight. 

Law, based on right, 

May need the ‘ strong arm ’ of a Man,” sez he. 

don’t go h> say I ’m the friend of force ; 
Best keep all your spare breath for coolin’ 
your broth: 

And when just Law has a fair clar course, 

All talk of ‘ wild justice ” is frenzy and 
froth. 

Uncle Sam is free, but he sez, sez he 
* If he gits within hail 
Of the Ulan-na-Qael„ 

Ur the Mafia either, he shoots,” sez he. 

TMs ain’t no matter for sauce or swagger— 
Too summary judgment both scout, I 
hope ; 

Though ef it’s a chice betwixt rope and 
dagger, 

I can t help sayin’ I prefer the rope. 

Uncle Sam is free, and he sez, sez he 
“At a pinch I’ll not flinch 
From a touch of Lynch,— 

That is— at a very hard pinch I ” sez he. 

B^Lynch Law, Um^kito, or Secret Society, 
Both are bad, ^ough the latter ’s wust ; 

11 soon get shut of either variety, 

You and me, Umbeeto, or so I trust. 

Uncle Sam is free, but he sez, sez he 


“Assassination 
Won’t build a nation, 
l^or yet the ««legalised rope,” sez he. 

Withdraw your Ambassador I Wal, that air 
summary 1 

Italian irons so soon git hot I 
Ironclads ? Sure that ’s mere militant flum- 
mery. 

TT want to rile, but I ’ll tell you what : 
Uncle Sam is free, but he sez, sez he 
“ Let Fata stay. 

Take the Mafia away. 

And we ’ll call it aright square deall” sez he. 

pEESEjDrx.fii> AT CoxjET. — Acting upon the 
suggestions made in these columns a week ago, 
y^oioanOt and the company 
of the Court Theatre have effected the most 
jjjliijble alterations in the play of the evening. 
The Second Act now concludes with the inter- 
rupted singing of The Wolfi which brings 
down ^e Curtain with a roar of laughter, and 
the Third Act is also generally improved. 
Mrs. J o!E^ W OOP is seen at her best as the 
interviewing lady- journalist, which is con- 
densing m a sentence a volume of praise. 

^THXTE Cecil, as the Duke, is equally 
atoirahle; and Mr. Weedoh Q-eossmith, 
alt^ngh Bcaroely in his element as a Member 
of Parliament of noble bir^, is ^stinotly 
amusing. Altogether, The Volcano oanses ex- 
plosions of merriment in all parts of the house, 
and has entirely escaped the once-impending 
danger of flzzling out like a damp sqnib. . 
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A OOMPIAUTT OE THE CENSUS. 

{By a Disappointed Duke.) 

[For the first time the sixth column in the Census 
Schedule is simply headed ** Profession or Occu- 
pation.”] 

Oh ! I ’m a leg’lar rightdowH Duke : 

The trying part I act and look 
Eight nobly, so they tell me. 

Yet I would have you understand 
Why I am thoroughly unmanned 
At what of late bef eE me. 

A week or something less ago, 

A schedule came to let me know 
The Census Day was Sunday. 

The many details, one and all, 

Must be jSlled in, and then they’d call 
To fetch it on the Monday. 

I found it easy to contrive 
To answer columns one to five— 

I filled them up discreetly 
But when I came to column six 
1 got into an awful fix, 

And lost my head completely. 

For *‘Eank ” alas! had disappeared. 

I ’d never for an instant feared 
It wouldn’t really be there. 

Tour “Occupation” you could state, 

“ Profession.” too, you might relate. 

But I— a Duke — ^had neither I 

His Oraoe the Duke of PlazAl-Tob’ 
Would call himself, I ’m pretty sure, 

A “public entertainer.” 

But I and my blue-blooded T^e, 

We lead a simple blameless life, 

1^0 life could weU be plainer. 

In such a plight what could I do ? 

I searched the paper through and through, 
Each paragraph I read. You ’E 
Scarce credit it but those who “ Eve 
On their own means ” had got to give 
This statement in the schedule 1 

I put it, but my ducal pen 
I saw distinctly sputtered when 
I did so. AE of which he 
WiE please remember when I say 
I thought it in a minor way 
Unkind of Mr. Eitcbxb I 


gorra, there was a whoop o* deEght went up falsehood, hypocrites, effrontery, demagogues, 
aE round, which same was a sign of their pur- Pharisees, and so on ; but expressions to be 
Eteness, as divE a one of the ignoramuses could taken in strictly Pickwickian sense, and of 
onderstand a wurrd the Court said in English course not intended for you^ 
or Q-erman, let alone Irish. ‘Q-oot,’ says JEminent Writer to Editor. — Explanation 
Munstee to me, dropping into his G-erman unsatisfactory. You first insert contribu- 
accent, which, on occasion, comes quite tion, and then slate it. Do you caE yourself 
natural to him— the craturl *I’E give the an Editor? 

loaf to the dog ; ’ and he whistles up the Editor to Eminent Bather think 

mastiff, own brother to Bishabcx’s. *Eh, I do caE myself Editor. Couldn’t insert that 
Micky, ye gossoon, isn’t the proverb, “ Loaf humbug about India and Canada without 


me, loaf my dog ” ? ’ Ah ! then was cheers reply, 
for ould Ireland, and a mighty big dhrink speE 
entirely we had that same night. Impoi 

“ Yours as ever, M. F.” Em 

out i 

HERRICK UP TO DATE. 

{After “ The Bracelet to Julia**) Frbd] 

Why tye I about thy wrist, 

Julia, this my silken t^t ? 


reply. By the bye, have forgotten if you 
speE Christian name with or without K? 
Important. Wire back. 

Eminent Writer to Editor. — ^Yah ! Look 
out for next Shortsprightly, that’s aE! 
Article entitled, “Editorial Horseplay,” 
It’E give you fits, or my name isn’t — 
Frederic, without the k. 


MICKY FREE IN PARIS, 

As to the incident which recently appeared 
in the papers under the head-line Insulting 
an Ambassador,” our old friend Micky writes 
us as foEows;— “Be jabers then, ye must 
know the truth. Me and Count Munster was 
drivin’ together. The Count’s every bit a 
true-born son of Cold Ireland for ever, and 
descended from the Kings of Munster by both 
sides, and more betoken wasn’t he wearin’ an 
Ulster at the very moment, and isn’t he the 
best of chums with the Dukes of Connaught 
and Leinster ? Any way we were in our 
barooshpassin’ the time o’ day to one another 
as we were drivin’ in the Bore, when whack 
comes a loaf o’ bread, shied at our heads by j 
an TiTilroown mEitary blaygaird. It missed 
me noble friend, the County and, as if to give 
him a lesson in poEteness, it just took off the 
hat of a domestic alongside the coachman on 
the box. ‘ Tunder and turf I ’ says L pre- 
paring to descend, and give the scoundrels a 
taste of my blackthorn aE round. * Whist ! 
be aisy now, Micky,’ says the Ambassador to 
me, in what is, betune ourselves, his own 
na^e tongue; and with that he picks up the 
losff. sniffs at it, makes a wry face (4t*s a 
rye loaf,’ says D, and then ss^s he, out loud, 
with a superdEous look, *IE-bfed!’ Be- 


For what other reason is ’t. 

But to show {in theorie) 

. . Thou sweet captive 

AM art to me; 

Which, of course, is 
/Ml fiddlededee ! 

Runne and aske the 
nearest Judge, 

N 

' ' fudge ; 

^ "Wnen thou wiEest, 
^Aowmayst trudge; 

thy Bondslave, 
Hymen’s pact 
Bindeth me in law 
and fact; 

Thou art free in wiE and act; 

’Tis but silke that bindeth thee, 

Snap the thread, and thou art free : 

But ’tis otherwise with me. 

I am bound, and bound fast so 
That from thee I cannot go. 

(Hah I We ’E have this altered, though. 
Man must be a wing-cEpp’d goose 
If he bows to Hymen’s noose,— 

Heads you winne^ and tails I lose J) 

MAGAZINE MANNERS. 

Editor to Eminent Review pro- 

mises to be deadly slow next month. Can you 
do something slashing for us? Pitch into 
somebody or other— you know the style, 
i Eminent Writer to Editor^ — Happy to 
obEge. Got old article handy advocating 
cession of Canada and India to the French. 
Never wrote anything more ripping. Pitches 
into everybody. Touching it up, and wiU let 
you have it iu two days. By the bye, tele- 
mph people put a k to my Christian name. 
TeE them not to do it again. 

Editor to Eminent Writer {a week later ). — 
Sorry ahont the K. Got your article. Not 
quite what I wanted. Style aE right, but 
arguments icEoEc. Can’t you take the other 
side ? Much more po^ar. 

Eminent Writer to Editor. — ^Idea insulting. 
Any more telegrams of that sort, and I con- 


ANOTHER^S! 

{A Once Bejected Address.) 

Yes! Thou must be another’s. Oh, 
Such anguish stands alone ! 

I ’d always fancied thou wert so 
Pectdiaxly mine own ; 

No welcome doubt my soul can free ; 

A convict may not choose — 

Yet, since another’s thou must be, 

Mlost kindly teE me whose f 

Is it'the Lord of Shilling ThriEs 
Who penned The Black that Mails-^ 

That martial man who from the hiEs 
Excogitates his tales ? 

Is it ubiquitous A. Lang ? 

Nay, shrink not but explain 

To which of aE the writing gang 
Dost properly pertain ? 

Perchance to some provincial churl, 

Who blushes quite unseen ? 

Perchance to some ambitious Earl 
Or Stockbroker, I ween ? 

Such things have frequently oecurred, 
And gems like thee have crowned 

The titular and moneyed herd, 

And made them nigh renowned. 

I know not, this alone is clear, 

Thou wert my sole deEght ; 

I pored on thee by sunshine, dear, 

1 dreamed of tbee at night. 

Thou wert so good— too splendid for 
The common critic’s praise — 

And I was thy proprietor — 

And aE the world must gaze ! 

But Punchy that autocrat, decrees 
That thou another’s art : 

I cannot choose hut bow my knees 
And lacerate my heart. 

Thou must be someone’s else, alaok I 
The truth remains confessed— 

For Mr, P. hath sent thee back, 

My cherished little Jest, 

From A Fly-leaf.— “ Buzziness first, plea- 


tribute in future to the ShortsprightlyEeuiew^ s^xe after,” as the bluebottle said when, after 
not yours I „ . , „ _ circling three times about the breakfast-table, 

Ed%^ ^ Em%nent Writer,— Eo offence aEgnted on a Inmp of sugar, 
meant. Is there any other Review besides 
mine P Never heard of the one you mentioued. 

Eminent Writer to Editor (a month later), SALISBURY at st, mathtts-le-gband. 


—I say, what.’s this P 'Vttnlent peison^ How slow is fate from fatal friends to free usl 
attack on me in your Review, signed with alas I »tig et RAnrus wistw.” 


your name ! Pretends my article onriving up 
CSauada, &c., was aE a joke I Am 1 the sort 
of man who would joke about anything? 


“The Oxfoki) Movement.”— N ot much 


to choose beW this and the Cambridge 
inneitNnmher.of moToment in the last race. 

Editor to Eminent Writer,— Sony you’re 

offended. I thought my . Article rather * PxAi^aF Banishtmtent for Mistaken Per- 
moderate one. Quite trae'tha^lE talk illour[Nei!ri.^Tn Isle of MuE. 
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^arl 

Bosk m 1815. Died 31st March, 1891. 

The coarser Cyclops now combine ^ 

To push the Olympians from their places ; 

And dead as Pan seems tiie old line 
Of greater gods and gentler graces. 

Pleasant, amidst the clangour crude ^ 

Of smiting hammer, sounding anvil, 

As bland Arcadian interlude. 

The courtly accents of a Obanvxlle ! 

A strennons time ’s pedestrian muse 
Shouts pecans to the earth-born giant, 

Whose brows Apollo ’s wrea^ refuse, 

Whose strength to Ghoris is nnpliant. 

Demos (tistmsts the debonair. 

Yet Demos fonnd himself disarming 

To gracious Obanville ; imaware 
Won by the calm, witched by the charmirg. 

Bismarckian vigour, stem and stark 
As Brontes s^, was not his dower ; 

N )t his to steer a storm-tost bark 
Through waves that whelm, 'and clouds 
that lower. 

Tenper unstirred, unerring tact, 

W' ere his. He could not “wave the banner,” 

But he could lend to steely act 
The softly silken charm of manner. 

Kindly, accomplished, with a wit 
Lambent yet bland, like summer lightning; 

Yenomless rapier-point, whose “hit” 

Was palpable, yet painless. Brightening 

E’en party conflict with a touch 
Of old-world grace fight could not ruffle I 

Faith, Granville, we shall miss thee much 
Where kites and crows of faction scuffle I 


An Ibish Diamond.— The Corh Examiner 
of 28th ultimo contained an offloial advertise- 
ment, signed by the High ShenfE of the 
County of the City of Cork, requesting certain 
persons ooimected with the Spring Assizes to 
attend at the Model Schools, as the Court 
House had been destroyed by fire. Amongst 
those thus politely invited to be resent on 
so interesting an occasion were the rrisoners! 

PATERFAMILIAS ON HIS CENSUS PAPER. 

Head of the Family ! That makes me quail* 
I am the Head— and thereby hangs a tale ! 
This big blue paper, ruled in many a column. 
Gives rise to some misgiviugs sad and solemn. 
Belation to that Head ? That Head ’s buzz- 
brained, 

And its “relations” are— just now— “much 
strained.” 

Citizen-duty I Ve no wiifli to shirk, 

But would the State do its own dirty work— 
(My daughters swear Hie dirty)* I’d be 
grateful. 

Instructions? Test Imperative and fateful I 
But, oh! I wish they would “instruct” me 
how 

To tell the truth without a family row. 

“Best of my knowledge and belief”! Ah 
well 

If Aunt Mehitabel her age toenH tell ; 

If Cook will swear she ’s only thirty-three. 
And rather fancies she was born at sea 
(Where I am now) my “knowledge and 
belief” 

Are not worth much to the offloial chief, 
Brxdobs P. Hennikee, if he only knew it. 

A True Keturn ? Well, if it is not true, it 
Is not my fault. Inquisitorial band, 

I ’ve done my level best— Witness my Hand I 
The bothering business makes me feel quite 
Peace now— for ten years more I [bilious, 

PaTEBEATMTTT A fl. 


“facta non VERBA”; OR, PIERROT IN LONDON. 

“ Oe the best I of the very best I ” as Zero or Cmo is perpetually affirming of everything 
eatable and driokable that is for his own benefit and nis customers^ refreshment at we 
little bar, not a hundred miles from the Monte Carlo tables, where he himself and his barris- 
ters practise day and night ; and, as this famous cutter of sandwiches and confectioner of 





A BLACK AND WHITE EXHTBITION. 


drinks says of his stock in trade, so say we of I! Enfant Prodk^e^ which, having been 
translated by Horahtts Cocles Sedger from Paris to London, has gone straight to the 
heart and intelligence of our Theatre-loving public. , 


Pantomime have been crushed out by overpowering weight of gorgeous speotacie, there 
should re-appear in our midst a revival of the ancient Pierrot who pantomimed himself 
into public &vour with the Parisians towards the close of the seventeenth century* Bed-hot 
poker, sausages, and filching Clown have had their day, and lo I when everyone said we were 
tired of the condo business” of Pantomime, here in our midst re-appear almost in their 
habits as they lived, certainly with their white faces and black d:uH-caps ‘‘ as they 
appeared,” a pair of marvellously clever .Ptsrro^s. Mile* Jane Mat asJPierre^ Jwwtor, “the 
Prodigy son,” and M. Cottrtes as Pierrot Senior^ are already drawing ^e town to Matiniee 
at the Prince of Wales’s, causing us to laugh at them and with them in their joys, and to 
weep with them in their Tnimic sorrows. Yes I Pierrot redivivue I 

you, it is not a piece for children ; make no mistake about that ; they will only 
laugh at the antics, be ignorant of the story, and be untouched by its truth and pathos. 
All are good. We like the naughty ilanckisseuee the least of the characters, and wish she 
had been pltM petite gue ca. But is it not in nature that the prodigal infant (veritable 
boy is Mile. Jane Mat) shoffld fall in love with a younpr woman some years his senior, and 
far beyond him in, experience of the world P Why certainly. Then the Baron, played with 
great humour by M. Louis Gouget, who wins the Mistress "with his diamonds, and the 
iiiiTnitable Black Servant, M. Jean Arcueil, who laughs at poor little Pierrot^ and crages 
to wealthy rival and successor, — are they not both admirable? As ^ for the acting of 
Madame Schmidt as Madame Pierrot^ lovinjf wife and devoted mother, it is, as it should be, 
“ too good for words.” Her pantouiiiT^ic action is so sympathetic throughout, so — well, in 
fact, perfect. Who wants to hear them speak ? jPocto tion is their motto. Yet with 
what gueto the Black, heavily bribed, mouths out the titled Baron’s, name, though never a 
syllable does he utter I It is all most excellent make-believe. , i 

Vive Pierrot d ZmdresJ We see him much the same as he was when he debghtcd the 
Parisians in 1830,— “ -duec sa grand casaque d gros houtone, ton large pantalon jtottant^ 
set touliers hlancs comme le reste^ son visage enfarini^ sa iete couverte d'un serre-ie^ nqir 
. . , 7e viritahle Pierrot avec sa honhornie naive ... see joies d^ enfant^ et see chagrins 
d’wn comigMc”— and also BO pathetic. j j • 

If this entertainment could be given at night, the house would be orammed daring a 
long run ; but afternoon possibflities are limited. More than a word of praise must be given 
to M. AndrI: Wormser’s music, whicb, personally conducted by Mr. Croon, goes band in 
band with the story vmtten by Mechel Caur^^ Fjls, and illustrated by, these clever panto- 
mimiftte. No amateur of good^cting should fail to see this performance* Vero» sap^ 

In the Salon this year, the Atheneeum says, “a Orand ^l^ Je ^pos will he P^ 
vided.” For pictures of “still life” only, we suppose* Will Sir F^ericn, KR A.,. 
act on the suggestion, and set aside one of the rooms in Burlington House as a Doxmi-, 
tory ? , i ^ 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Asa.! specaal attraotioa in The JVew Review! ‘‘April Fools 
Pay Poem,” l)y At.ttrtcti Auarar, and, an annotmoeinent on tne cover 
that This number contains a Picture of Miss ULT.urNr Terrt »» 
of her earliest paHs^^ Oh, dear! I wish it didn’t contain this 
picture, which is a bleared red photograph of Misses ^te and 
KiT.LTffv Tebrt, “as they appeared” (as tiey never could appear, 

I sure) in an entertainTnent which achieved a great success in 
the provinces-but not with this red-Indian picture^ as a poster. 
Of course it may be intended as compliment-terry; it may mean 
‘‘always entertaiTiing and ever reddy.” However, the piotoe is 
naught, except as a curiosity; but the first instalment of om 
Et.t.tjstt’s reminiscences is delightfully written, because Riven ^uite 
naturally, just as the celebrated actress herself would dictate-- (oi 
course she never has to “ dictate,” as her scarcely-breathed wish is 
a law) “to her pleasantly-tasked amanuensis. Hext lot, please ! 

In Macmillan's for this month, AisTDEf; Hope tells a fluttering tale 
in recounting “A Mystery of Old Gray’s Inn.” It womd have come 
well from that weird old clerk, to whom Mr, Pickwick listened 'mth 

interest during the convivialities 
at the “ Magpie and Stump.” It 
should take a prominent place in 
the proposed new issue of Half 
Hours with Jumpy Authors, 

The Baron has just read a 
de^htfol paper on ‘ * The Bretons 
at Home,” oy Cwaut.es Q-. Wood, 
in the Argosy^ for this month. 
The Baron who has been there, 
and still would go if he could, 
but, as he can’t, he is contented 
to let “ Wood go ” without him, 
and to read the latter’s tales of 
a traveller. 

Turf Celebrities I have Known^ 
by Wtttjav Pax, is a gossipy, 
snarly sort of book; casting a 
rather murky or grey Pay-light on a considerable number of 
Celebrities who were once on the turf, and are now under it. But 
the Baron not being himself either on the turf or under it, supposes 
that this Pat is an authority, as'^'was once upon a time,^ that is, 
only the other day, the Dey oi Axoibbs, But this Pat is not of 
Algiers, but of All-gibes. Ordinarily it is true that “Every dog 
has his day.” Exceptions prove the rule, and it would appear from 
this book— “not the first ‘book,’ I suppose,” quoth the Baron, 
“lhat Mr. Pat has ‘made’ or assisted m ‘making,’ ’’—that every 
d<^ did not ‘have’ this particular Day, but that some dogs did. 
The writer has missed the chance of a good title- not for himself, 
but for his book. He should have made it an autobiography, and 
then have celled it, “ De Die in Diem ; or, Day by Day," 

Everyone’s truly. The Baeon db Boox-Woems, 





THE DIAEY OE AN OLD JOKE. 

{Posthumously Printed by kind Permission of Wit, Humour, Co,, 
Limited,) 

April 1.— My birthday; have no idea which. Old as the hills, 
but not quite so pointed: venerable, but broken down, and used up ; 
not the Joke I used to be : once the rich darling of Society : but it 
(Society) didn’t pay, so had to work hard for a Kving. Ttt Bits, the 
National Observer, and the Chancery Judges, have impoverished me. 
Never mind— I’ll be revenged— resolve to keep a Diary— “ toooAiZy 
dijtry of a weakly oh dear ! my old infirmity again. Must really 
be more careful. 

April 2.— In with the rest of them, for a (North-) Easter outing. 
Hackinq-, in the train, tried to palm me off upon Hoenblowee. who 
had actually the impudence to affect that he “ couldift see me" ; as 
if I hadn’t obviously made his reputation for years I The best of 
it is, that Hobjnbloweb is always airiag me in public, and dropping 
me in private. Blow Hobnblowee I 

April 3.— Out to dinner. What a hypocrite Society is I Everyone 
raetended never to have heard me beiore, I was allotted to Miss 
HOBNBLOWEE (worse luck l)j and she positively called me * ‘ Her own I ” 
— at my age, too! It’s indecent. Complained to Hoenblowes, 
who now faced round, and maintamed that he was the first to bring 
me out. I could almost have cried. No wonder I fell flat, and 



WHAT IT WILL COME TO I 

{A fragment from a Military-Commercial Bomamce ofthefvdure,) 

Aeb so Mr. Ellbesbee approached his proposed recruit, and 
invited him to lunch to discuss the matter quietly. 

“ You are very good,” returned the other, “ but I can assure you 
I eat nothing before dinner. Won’t you have a cigar ? ” 

Mr. Eixbbsdee accepted the proffered kindness, and remarked 
upon the excellent quality of the tobacco. 

“Yes,” assented his companion, “it is not half bad, for we i 
all our supplies from tbe Stores ; and now what can I do for yon ? ’ 

Tben Mr. ETjvjtesbBE unfolded Ms sad story. England was losing 
her commercial proimerity, owing to a scarcity of labourers, artisans, 
nay^ even clerks. The Empire was in as had a condition as those 
foreign countries in wMoh forced military service was established, 
Like France and Germany, trade was being ruined by the Army, 
Would not the young man desert, and become a recruit in the Labour 
League ? 

’ “My dear friend,” was the reply, “I hope I am as patriotio as 
most people, but I cannot sacrifice my just interest entirely to senti- 
ment. What can yon give me in exchange for my present life ? I 
have recreation-rooms, libraries, polyteohnics, and every sort of 
amusement ? ” 

“ But also drill and discipline,” urged the other. 

“WMoh I am told by my medical attendant (whose services by tbe 
way are gratuitqns), are excellent for my health. TMs being so, I 
can scarcely complain of those institutions. Then I have excellent 
pay and ample food. Now, I ask yon franMy, can the advantages 
offered by Trade compare for a moment with the privileges, as a 
soldier, I now enjoy ? Tell me frankly, shall I improve my position 
np the Army ? 

ETXEUflTVEK was compelled to answer in the negative ! 


Mm— hut I canH support Hoenblowee. 

April 4.— Went to the theatre, as I Was told I figured iuthe'play ; 
claimed a free pass to the Stalls from the box-ofS.ce who was 
mde ; showed nim my card ; he looked scared, and said it was all 
right. The actors were full of me : very gratif^ng ; hut everybody 
laughed 1 Just like their cheek! There’s nothing laughable, 

I should fancy, about anything so played out as I've become. TJghl 
how I detest irreverence ! Hoenblowbe and Hacbino have both 
written to the papers, maintaining that I belong to them, and that 
the theatre has no right to have me impersonated on the Stage ; they 
term it “ Thought Transference,” “ The Brain-Wave,” or something 
outlandish ; and to tMnk that Hacking, who reviews Hoenblowee’s 
effusions, once spoke of me as stale ! They had better not try my 
patience too far, I can teU them. 

j^il 5. — Sunday, Want change, and rest. Made for the 
0’ Wilde’s sanctum. Cabmau took the change, and 0* Wilde the 
rest. Have known all the celebrities of tbe century, but like 
O’W. the most. For one so young, he’s truly affable; made 
me quite at home ; promised to put me up— or in, I forget wMch ; 
and then he uttered tMs remarkable “preface” — “Jokes are 
neither old nor young: they are simply mine or thine— that is all.” 
Nevertheless, I’m sure to be in Ms bad books before long. 

April 6.—“ Horrible outrage— an Old Joke, in trouble again so 

run the newspaper placards-; was collared forcibly by two masked 
ruffians in Grub Street, and dispatched post-haste to Punch office. 
Mr, P,, however, had known me from a boy, and was not to be im- 
posed upon. He sent me back promptly, on Her Majesty’s Service, 
warning me that, unless I went off, I should probably be knocked on 
head. Dear Eveegeeen Policinello ! but not so evergreen as 
all that. He knows my constitution won’t stand these liberties. The 
desperadoes turn out to be Hoenblowee and Hacking, as I suspected. 
In defence they alleged I had struck them forcibly ! Mr, P, vows he’ll 
proceed against them for nuisance— interfering with Ancient Lights. 

April 7.— Y ery weak, from effects of yesterday. The heart taken 
out of me. Consult my Doctor. To judge from the prints in his 
waiting-room, I’m popular enough still with Ms patients. Says 
I ’m suffering from a bad attack of Printer’s Devils, but can’t make 
me younger ; replied that my desire was to be older. He looked 
grave, and rejoined, “ Impossible” ; prescribed a course of Attic salts ; 
as I came out, met Sir Wileeid Lawson. He declares I don’t look 
a day older than when be first knew me ; but then, he ’s licensed to 
he sober on the premises ! Ah, how I love the House of Commons ! 

April 8.— Worn to a skeleton ; sinking fast, but I ’U die hard. 
Make my will. Bequeath Autographs of Taxleteand and Job 
Mtulee to Madame Tussand’s ; everythicg else to be sold for the 
foundation of an Asylum for Old Jokes. A knock at the door. 
Heaveu help me!— Interviewers I “ Come in,” I said, with the 
couventionel “ cheery voice.” Anti^ated the worst, but worse tbau 
I anticipated. Hoenblowee and Hacking are brooding over me ; 
assert they have been sent by the Loed Matoe. “ Thought Trans- 
ference” again! Well, I should have committed suicide, and now 
I can be released without crime. It won’t last long. If ^ I might 
suggest my obsequies, I should like to he cremated ip Type. 
Hacking begs my blessing, and pretends to weep at hearing the 
last of me. Hope I shan’t ever have to haunt Hoenblowee ! 

Pditor^s Postscript— 'We have paid a pious visit to his last Jesting-place 
on the um is inscribed, — 

Please to Foeget the Ghost oe the Same Old Joke. 


NOTICK. — Bejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description wiU 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this 
there wQl be no exception. 
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LEAVES FROM A CANDIDATE’S DIARY. 

[CONTINTTED.] 

March 13.~Leffc Billsbury this morning: by nine o’clock train, 
and came back to London. Bronjfbt with me the HUlshury Standard^ 
and the BitUhury Meteor (the Radical paper.) Both have acconnts 
of last night’s meeting. Rather different, thongtu 

Billshury Standard, Bilhlury Meteor* 

The era of indecision is past. Last night the Conservatives 
In another column we give a full gave their annual performance 
account of the important meeting of the good old farce entitled, 
of the Council of the Conservative Choosing a Candidate; or, Who^s 
Association, which was held last got the Money ^hags f We are 
night for the purpose of select- glad to be able to congratulate 
ing a Conservative Candidate for this distinguished body of ama-^ 
Billsbury. The proceedings were teurs on the modest success which 
enthusiastic and unanimous . . . attended their efforts. Most of 
Mr. RiCHA.n'n B. pATTLB, the the performers are well-known 
selected Conservative Candidate, to the Billsbury public. Alder- 
is a young man of the highest man Tolland, as the heavy father, 
promise. He had a distin^ished provoked screams of laughter by 
career at Oxford, wherehe obtained the studied pomposity of his 
honours in History, and repre- manner. His unctuous rendering 
sented his College in the Torpid of the catch-phrase, “Constitu- 
racesfor eight-oared crews. Since tional Progress,” has lost none of 
then he has been called to the its old force. Mr. Choexle was, 
Bar, where he has already secured perhaps, not so success^! as we 
a lucrative practice .... His have sometimes seen him in his 
speech last night had the right representation of a real Colonel, i 
ring about it. It was eloquent, but the scene in which he attacked 

S ractical, convincing, modest and and routed Lindlet Moeeat, 
ecided, thoroughly in harmony went extremely well. Mr. Jehu a-m* 
with the best traditions of the as a singing journalist, was ad- 
Conservative party, and remark- mirable. We cannot help wonder- 
able for the proof it afforded of ing why so remarkable an actor 
the devotion of Conservatives at should confine himself to the 
all times to the highest interests provincial stage. We had almost 
of the working classes. We have forgotten to mention that the 
no hesitation in declaring, as part of The Candidate was, on 
Colonel CHomrr.TT. did last night, this occasion, assigned to a Mr. 
that with such a Candidate to Ricwauu Pattle, a complete 
oppose him, the fate of Sir Thomas novice, whose evident nervous- 
Chubson may be considered as ness seriously imperilled the 
already decided. If only all Con- success of the piece. He had 
servatives will put their shoulders omitted to learn his part ade- 
to the wheel and work hard, the a uately, and the famous soliloquy, 
stigma under which Billsbury The country has need of me,” 
now labours will be swept away, was painfully bungled. Mi. 
A Mass Meeting of Conservative Pattle has few qualifioations for 
electors will be held on an early the ambitious rtle he essayed, 
date to ratify the decision of the and his friends would be doing 
I Council, and inaugurate the an act of true kindness if they 
period of hard work throughout insisted on his withdrawal from 
the constituency. a profession for which he is in no 

way fitted. The performance will 
be repeated as usual next year. 

I suppose the Metecrr people think that witty. When I got home, 
an awful thing happened. Mother, of course, wanted to see the 
papers, so I gave her the Standard^ with which she was much 
pleased. She said it was evident I had made a wonderful impression, 
and that the Billsbury Conservatives were particularly sensible 
people I But, by some mistake, I left the lying on the drawing- 

room table. It seems that, in the afternoon, that sharp-tongued old 
hag, Mrs. Spigot, called. She saw the Meteor, took it up, and said, 
“ Dear me, is this something about your son ? ” Mother, thinking it 
was the Standard, said, “Oh yes— do read it, Mrs. Spigot; it’s a 
wonderfully accurate account, Rtchaed says : ” and that old cat 
read it all through. She then smiled, and said, Yes, very flatter- 
ing indeed.” After she had gone, mother took it up, and, to her 
horror, found what it was. She was furious. When I got home in 
the afternoon, I found her in a state of what Dr. Baser calls 
“ extreme nervous excitement,” with the Meteor lying in little 
scraps all over the drawing-room, just as if a paper-chase had been 
through there. She said, ‘‘Don’t let me ever see that infamous 
paper again, Dick, The man who wrote it owes you some grudge, of 
course. Such a scoundrel ought to he denonnced,” I said I quite 
agreed with her. Later on, met YxniTAMr at the Club. ^We spoke 
about Bfilsbury. He asked me, with a sort of chuckle, if I’d seen 
the Star, and advised me to have a look at it, as there was something 
about me in it. This is what I found in the column headed Mainly 
About People ” : — 

“ Mr. Ricttaed Pattie, who is to be the Conservative Candidate 
for Billsbury at the next election, is a young man of twenty-six. 
At Oxford he was generally called ‘ Podge Patti® ^ by his friends. 


He took a fourth class in History. His oratorical efforts at the 
Dnion were not very striking, but he rowed in his College Torpid, 
which was bumped four times. 

“Mr. Pattle, as may be inferred from his nickname, is neither 
tall nor thin. He is a member of the Middle Temple, but his elo- 
quence has not yet astonished the Courts of Law. His father died 
five years ago, leaving him a considerable fortune, part of which he 
proposes to waste in the hopeless attempt to turn out Sir Thom:as 
Chubson.” 

Confound the people, I wish they ’d mind their own business and 
leave me alone ! 

March 17.— Haven’t been down to Billsbury again yet, but go the 
day after to-morrow to speak at a Mass Meetmg of Conservative 
electors. However, I ’ve had shoals of letters from the place — 
nearly all of them asking for subscriptions. The Five Bars Cricket 
Clnb, the Lilies Cricket Club, the Buffaloes Cricket Club, and the 
Blue Horse Cricket Club have all elected me a vice-pTesideut, and 
solicit the honour of my support. The Billsbury Free Dispensary is 
mnch in want of funds, and the Secretary points out that Sir Thomas 
Chhbson has subscribed £5 regularly every year. The United 
Ironmongers’ Friendly Society wishes me to be au Honorary 
Member. Chubson subscribes £2 2s, to them. The Billsbury Brass 
Band, and three Q,uoit Clubs (the game is much played there) have 
elected me a member. The Secretary of the former sent me a printed 
form, which I was to fill up, stating what instrument I meant to 
play, and binding myself to attend at least one Band practice every 
week. Three “ eases of heartrending distress ” have appealed to me, 
“knowing the goodness of my heart.” I shall have to consult 
Tolland, or some one, about all this. I get the Meteor and the 
Standard every day. The former goes on chaffing. Don’t think 
Jerham, in the Standard, writes as smartly as the other chaps. 
Must try to get him stirred np a bit. Just received letter from 
Tolland, saying he wants to talk to me before meeting about 
“ matters connected with the Registration.” More money, I suppose. 
Romeike, and all kinds of Press-Cutting Associations, keep on send- 
ing me that extract from the Star, till I ’m fairly sick of it. They 
all want me to subscribe for Press-Cuttings. See them bio wed first. 


WHAT IT MAT COME TO ! 

SCENE — The Central Criminal Court, The usual Company 
assembled, and the place wearing its customary aspect, 
ing room only ” everywhere, except in the Jury Box, which is 
empty. Prisoner at the Bar, 
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know what to do I Mr. Twenttbob, 
I think yon appear for the accused P 
Counsel for the Defence, Yes, my 
Lord. 

Judge {^wUh some hesitation). Well, 
I do not for a moment presume to 
dictate to you, but it certainly would 
get us out of a serious difficulty if 
your client pleaded guilty. I suppose 
you have carefully considered his 
case, and think it advisable that he 
should not withdraw his plea P 
Counsel for the Defence, NTo, my 
Lord, I certainly cannot advise him 
to throw up ms defence. It is a 
serious — a deeply serious— matter 
for him. I do not anticijpate any 
difficnlty iu establishing his innocence before an intelligent jury, 
jf Judge, But we can’t get a jury— intelligent or otherwise. 

* Counsel for the Defence, If no evidence is offered, my client should 
be discharged. 

Counset for the Frosecution, I beg pardon, but I must set my 
friend right. Evidence is offered in support of the charge, my Lord. 

Judge, Yes ; but there is no properly constituted body to receive 
and decide upon its credibility. I am glad that the Q-rand Jury (to 
whom I had the privilege of addressing a few observations qpon onr 
unfortunate position) have ignored a larger number of bills^ than 
usual ; still the present case is before the Court, and I must dispose 
of it. Can you assist us in any way, Mr. pESPLEBAdGE ? 

Counself nr the Frosecution (smmng), I am afraid not, my Lord. 

Judge. Well, I suppose I have uo alternative but tP order the 
Prisoner to be taken back to — r ^ . , . « . 

Frisoner. To the place Iwa^ ial^t night? No, thankee 1— not 
me I Look here, gemmen alL we knl^ws -onfe another, don’t wot 
W ell, just to oblige you^as Darmoor'ain’t ’alf bad in the sumanen 
and as in course I ^did dait-^I"pload guilty I . ^ ^ 

Judge {with a sighefrieUef), Prisoner at the Bar, wfe are infinitely 
beholden^ you: P t^^is^s reguMion sentence with graUftd o&tMes^% 
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THE INVECTIVE OF H-RC-RT. 

{A Fragment i% EexameterSf X’OT hy George Meredith,) 



HsitsH me ! brazen of front, tbon glutton fox Ground Game, bow 
can one, 

Servant here to thyTmandates heed thee among the Tories F 
Surely thy mission is fudge, oh, Dawistat, Conservative Colonel I 
I, Sir, hither I fared on account of the oant-armed Sportsmen, 
Pledged to the combat ; they unto me have in no wise a harm done, 
Never have they, of a truth, come potting my Hares and my Rabbits, 


Never in deep-soiled Hampshire, the nurser of^heroes and H-nc-nis, 
Ravaged ; but if 1 found them among my trampled Carnations, 
Hares or Rabbits, or gun-bearing Tories, by Jingo, I ’d pot ’em ! 

0 hugely shameless I Thee shall we follow to do an injustice 
Unto the farmers, seeing the Hares a-munching their crops up F 

1 do not sit at the feet of the blatant Bordesley Gamaliel, 

Or of the unregenerate Agricultural Minifter. 
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dose time ? Fudge I The Hares were intended at last 
to perish 

Either oy sounding gun or the gaping jaws of the grey- 
hound. 

Food for the people ? Cant I The promotion of Sport is 
the purpose , . . 

Plain of this pestilent Bill, which neutralises the victory 

Won, with much labour, by Me, my gift to the sons of 
the furrow. , 

Dawiitat talks as though the Hare were a “domiciled 

Shows what a deal he knows of Hares— save the pleasure 
of InlliTig »em. . ^ 

Shall I give the flourishing farmers up to this pillage ? 

Hay, sure twiiiA were the hands did most in the storm of 

^ theccgibat, ^ ^ ^ ^ ngstus 

After the General Election, the Tories may And — ^but no 
matter-r-rl 

Surely a time will come, — not a “close time” that for 
tne Tories, — 

I, being outraged, then will give them particular pepper I 


HEAETHILT WELCOME. 

1900 {Somewhere Introduction into London of 

new Patent Smokeless Fuel, as experimentally exhibited 
in 1991 before the Prince of Waxes and Empress 
Feedeeick in York Eoad, Eing^s Cross. A few pubUo- 
spirited householders insist on their cooks using it m 
the kitchen. Cooks of public-spirited householders unani- 
mously give warning. Ho quotation of Fuel Company’s 
shares on Stock Exchange. 

1900 [Later )* — reforming Parliament just re- 
turned* Use of new Fuel made compulsory. Fuel shares 
go up from a notnitial 2a. 6i. a share to J6437 6a. M* at a 
bound* 

1901. — ^London already [much cleaner. Oidy two fogs 
(white) in whole of last winter. Consequent intense sur- 
prise of old residents, cabmen, link-boys, porters, and 
pickpockets. 

1902. — Betirement of several individuals, who declare 
they liked the good old London fogs,” to Black Cptmtry. 
Statue in Parian marble of inventor of new Fuel blocks 
erected on Thames Embaukinent. 









OLD FRIENDS. 


Statue in Parian marble of inventor of new Fuel blocks “Do you evee see Bobbie Bounobe now?” 

erected on Thames Embankment. “Oh deae no I He’s far too great a Swell 1 Ir one pitches into 

1904. — Government buys up patent rights of Company, anything he xoes, he outs up Bough, if you please, and gi^s one the 
at ruinous saoriflce. A Mimater of Chimneyculture ap- Cold Shoulder J Those very successful Fellows always do I 

pointed, with Cabinet rank. Blocks reduced in price, “And Bill Jakes?” 

and sold at all Post Offices across the counter. PosM “Poor old Stiok-in-thb-Mud 1 Had to drop him I Doooid sight too 

messengers, on receipt of telephonic orders, bring truckfuls fond of telling one the Plain Truth about oneself, when one s not 
to any address within ten mmutes. inclined for it, you know I Always the way avitr those Fellows who 

1905. — Green veils come into general use this summer, don’t get on 1 ” 

to keep off glare from white stone houses and other , , « rr^ 

buildings in West-End of London. Several cases of partial loss of will have much influence upon the succ^ess of the new avocation. ^ Ao 
sight from extreme whiteness of dome of St. Paul’s. Dean ordered sit out hatching eggs in one of such blizzards^ as we have had moe 
(by County Council) to have dome lamp-blacked. Dean declines. Christmas would be exceedingly inconvenient, upon wbatever 
Yote of tbatikp to bim from resident staff of OphthalTnio Hospital. “ Liberal terms.” But, given a fair suminer day ot a quiet autumn 

1906. — Owing to surprising and overpowering health of inha- evening, there seems something quite idyllic m the picture ot tbe 
hitants (caused by total absence of smoke and fogs), County Council agricultural labourer sitting out in bis own Three Acres natcning 
establishes Gymnasia, Bowing Matches, and free public Pugilistic Con- eggs, — ^probably laid by the Cow. 


terts, in order to work off surplus muscular energies of population. 

1907. — ^Emigration of 2000 Doctors (who have no work to do) to TTn? ’R'PT'U’TTr 

one of General Booth’s Colonies at South Pole. Show (in Temple 

Gardens) of delicate ferns and roses grown in atmosphere of Strand. How doth the provident M.P. 

1908. — ^Strike of Whitewashers, Laundresses, and House Painters, Improve each shining hour^ 

against lack of employment. Go about siuMg, “Oh, call theFog- And m the “Labour duestion” 
Fiend back to us I ” with refrain, “ Oh, when the Fogs were here see 

with us. Would we had used them more I” , , Hopes of return to power ! 


THE FBIEHD OF LABOUB. 


1^ -Last s^vine Chnnney-swee^, yith a ^ gkj]fnUy lie shapes Ms 

intilated diamher at Madame Tossaud’s. Special charge of six- “sell’’ ^ 

nice for adtilts, threepence for diildren, made for ptiyaege of Howneatfysnreadshis “fakes”! 

A 1 T 1 CV niTM. ^ ^ .I y _ 


ventilated chamber at Madame Tussaud’s. Special ohar^ of six- 
pence for adults, threepence for children, n^e for privilege of 
seeing him. 

1910. — ^Best of inhabitants of England, as well as forei^ invalids, 
flock to London because of noted purity and salubrity of its climate. 
Biviera deserted. London a little over-crowded, but very dean. 


How doth the provident M.P. Skilled Labour, Labour without 
Improve each shining hour, skill. 

And in the “ Labour duestion ” He would have busy, too ; 

see Hay, he would And some Labour 

Hopes of return to power ! _ sffl , „ . , 

How skilfully he [shapes his Eoridle hands to do. 

“ sell,” Yet, Labour^ whatsoe er he say, 

Howneatly spreadshis “fakes” ! To trust him be not fast ; 

On Labour’s ear they sound right Or yon ’ll discover, some fine 


well. 

The promises he makes. 


He ’B ^^dle you at last I 


THBEE ACBES AHD AH EGG. 


dUEEB dUEBIES.— CoMBUSTiBEES,— I have five hundred bar- 
rels of Kerosene Oil, and three hundred of Paraffin, stored in a large 

. 1 ' j 1* ^ S TT A— 4>V.n 


odumne 


- V paj^ 01 <5110 same room lor me manuiaccure 

W ANTED, COTTAGEES and others to HATCH EGGS. liberal Terms, f don’t tbiiik is too dark, as I have it constantly lighted by naked 
Apply, Ac. gas-jets. Would there be any need to take out a licence ? The 

We are glad to see the men of Fife thus taking the lead in creating surrounding property, although very crowded, is only ofja poor 
new openings for the agricultural labourer. Of course the weather description.— Jnsured. 
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MR. PUNCH’S POCKET IBSEN. 

{aondmaed and Seoiaed Veraion ly Mr. P.'s Own Ea/rmhaa IbseniU.) 
Bo. n.— NOEA. ; OE, THE BIEB-OAHE (ET DIKKISYOIT). 
Aci III. 

Iha same Eoom — except that the sofa has ieen alightlp^ and 

<me of tho Japavhese eotton-wooi frogs has fallen into the 
place, Mrs. LrNDEiir sits and reads a hook^but without under- 
standing a single line, 

Mrs* Linden {layi^ down book^ as a light tread is heard outside). 
Here lie is at last! {EioGsrAD comes in^ and stands in the doorway,) 
Mr. Kro^staj), I liave given you a secret rendezvous in this room, 
because it belongs to my employer, Mr. ITtuuxee, who has lately 
discharged you. The etiquette of Norway permits these slight 
freedoms on the part of a female Cashier. ^ . t t • 

JSjrogs, It does. Are we alone ? (Nora is heard overhead dancing 
the Tarantella,) Yes, I hear Mrs. KET.Mim’s fairy footfall above. 
She dances the Tarantella now — ^by-and-by she will dance to another 
tune I (Changing his tone.) I don’t exactly know why you should 
wish to have this interview— after jilting me as you did, long ago, 
though ? , 3 

Mrs, L, Don’t you ? J do. I am a widow— a Norwegian widow. 
And it has occurred to me tiat there may be a nobler side to your 
nature somewhere^though you 


Rank, Ah, well, I just looked in to say that I haven^t long to live. 
Don’t weep for me, Mrs. Hblmes, it’s chronic— and hereditwy too. 
Here are my P.P.O. cards. I ’m a fading flower. Can you oblige me 
with a cigar? ^ ^ , x j. 

Nora (with a suppressed smile). Certainly. Let me give you a 

light ? ‘ 7 j 

[Rank lights his cigar ^ after several ineffectual attempts^ and 

goes out, * , * -i 3 x •« * 

Selmer (compassionately), Poo’ old Rank — he sh very Imd to-m I 
( Pulls himself together,) But I forgot— Bishness— I mean, bu-si-ness 
—mush be ’tended to. I ’ll go and see if there are any letters.^ ( does 
to box,) Hallo ! someone ’s been at the look with a hairpm— it s one 
of your hairpins ! \_Solding it out to h^, 

Nora (guickly). Not mine — one of Bob’s, or Ivae’s they both 

wear hairpins I i . j* ‘x 

Selm&r {turning over letters absently). You must break them of it 
—bad habit I What a lot 0 ’ lettersh I double usual quantity. (Opens 
Kb-ogstab’s.) By Jove ! (Reads it and falls back completely sobered,) 
What have you got to say to this f , x i. 

Nora (crying aloud). You shan’t save me — ^let me go I I won t be 

JSelmer, Save you, indeed! Who’s going to save Mef You 
miserable little criminal. (Annoyed.) Dgh— ngh! ^ ^ 

Nora (with hardening expression). Indeed, ToBVAiJ), yonr singing- 
bird acted for the best I 



have not precisely the best of 
reputations. 

Krogs, Right. I am a forger, 
and a money-lender; I am on 
the staff of the Norwegian Punch 
— a most scurrilons paj^er. More, 

I have been blackmailing Mrs. 

by trading on her fears 
like a low cowardly cnr. Bnt, in 
spite of all (clasping his 

Aands)— there are the makings of a 
flne man about me yet, Christina 1 
Mrs, L, I believe yon— at least, 

I’ll chance it. I want some one 
to care for, and I ’ll marry yon. 

Krogs, (suspiciously). On con- 
dition, I suppose, that I suppress 
the letter denouncing Mrs. Hel- 
hehP 

Mrs, L, How can yon think 
so P I am her dearest friend ; 
bnt I can still see her faults, and 
it is my flrmaOpinion that a sharp 
lesson will, do her all the good in 
the world. She is much too com- 
fortable. So leave the letter in 
the box, and come home with me. 

Krogs* I am wildly happy! 

Engaged to the female Cashier of the Manager who has discharged 
me, onr future is bright and secure ! 

[He goes out ; and Mrs. Linden sets the furniture straight ; 
presently a none is heard outside, and Helmeb enters, 
dragging Noba in. She is in fancy dress, and he in an 
open black domino, 

Nora, Ishau’t! It’s too early to come away from such a nice 
party. I wonH go to bed I \^8he whimpers, 

Helmer (tenderly). There ’sh a naughty HI’ larkie for you, 
Mrs. Linen ! Poshtively had to drag her ’way ! She’sh a capricious 
lil’ girl— from CaprL ’Seuse me !— ’fraid I ’ve been and made ^ a 
pnn. Shan’ ’cur again ! Shplendid champagne the Consul gave us 
— ^counts for it! (Sits down, smiling.) Do you knit, Mrs. Cotton ? 
. . , You shouldn’t. Never knit. ’Broider. (Nodding to her, 
solemnly.) ’Member that. Alwaysh ^broider. More — (hiccoughing) — 
Oriental I ^ Cohblesh yon ! — goo’ni 1 
Mrs, Linden, I only came in to— to see Noba’s costume. Now I’ve 
seen it, I ’ll go. \^Goes out, 

Melmer, AwM bore that woman— hate horesh I (Looks at Noba, 
then comes nearer.) Oh, you piillil EqnilliViTis, I do love you so I 
Shomehow, I feel sho lively thishevenin’ 1 
Nora (goes to other side of tahU). I won’t have all that, Tobvald 1 
Melmer, Why ? ain’t you my 111’ lark— ain’t thish our lil’ cage ? 
Yer-well, then. ( A ring.) Rank! confound it aU! (Enter Br, Rank.) 
Rank, dear old boy, you’ve been (hiccoughs) going it upstairs. 
Cap’tal champagne, eh ? [Shamed of yon, Rank! 

[He sits down on sofa, and closes his eyes gently. 
Rank, Did yon notice it P (with pride). It was ahnost incredible 
the amount I contrived to put away. But I shall suffer for it to- 
morrow (gloomily). Heredity again I I wish I was dead ! I do. 

Nora, Don’t apologise. Tobvald was just as had ; but he is always 
so good-tempered after champagne, 


!'i ' I, .U 
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** Oh, you priliil Equillikins I ” 



Belmer, Singing-bird! Your 
father was a rook— and yon take 
after hAm, Heredity again 1 You 
have utterly destroyed my happi- 
ness. ( Walks round several times,) 
Just as I was beginpiug to get on, 
too ! 

Nora, I have — ^bnt I will go 
away and jump into the water. 

Helmer. What good will that 
do me? People will say Jhad a 
hand in tins business (bitterly). 
If yon must forge, you might at 
least put your dates in conreotly ! 
But you never had any principle ! 
(A ring.) The front-door bell! 
(A fat letter is seen to fall into 
the box; Helmeb takes it, opens 
iL sees enclosure, and embraces 
Noba.) KEoasTAD won’t split. 
See, he returns the forged I.O.U. ! 
Oh, my poor little lark, what yon 
must have gone through ! Come 
under my wing^my little scared 
song-bird .... Eh ? yon wonH I 
Why, what ’s the matter now f 
Nora (with cold calm), I have 
wings of my own, thank you, 
Tobvald, and I mean to use them! 

JBCelmer, What — leave your pretty cage, and (pathetically) the old 
cock birdjjuid the poor little innocent eggs ! 

Nora, Exactly. Sit down, and we will talk it over first. (Slowly.) 
Has it ever struck you that this is the first time you and I have ever 
talked seriously together about serious things ? 

Helmer, Come, I do like that ! How on earth could we talk about 
serious things when yonr mouth was always full of macaroons ? 

Nora (shakes her head). Ah, Tobvald, the mouth of a mother of a 
family should have more solemn things in it than macaroons ! I see 
that now, too late. No, yon have wronged me. So did Pa]^a, Both 
of you called me a doU, and a squirrel, and a lark ! Yon might have 
made something of me— and instead of that, yon went and made too 
much of me — oh, yon didJ 

Helmer, Well, yon didn’t seem to object to it, and really I don’t 
exactly see what it is yon do want ! 

Nora, No more do I— that is what I have got to find out. If I had 
been properly educated, I should have known better than to date 
poor Papa’s signature three days after he died. Now I must educate 
myself, I have to gain experience, and get clear about religion, and 
law, and things, and whether Society is right or I am— and I must go 
away and never come back any more till I am educated! 

Helmer, Then yon may he away some Httle time ? And what ’s to 
become of me and the eggs meanwhile P 

Nora, That, Tobvald, is entirely your own affair, 1 have a higher 
duty than that towards yon and the eggs, (Looking solemnly upward.) 
I mean my duty towards Myself ! 

Helmer, And aU this because— in a momentary annoyance at 
finding myself in the power of a discharged Cashier who ealls me ** I 
say Tobvald,” I expressed myself with ultra-Gilbertian frankness ! 
Yon talk like a silly child ! . . . ’ 

Nora, Because my eyes are opened, and I see my position with the 
eyes of Ibsen. I must go away at once, and begin to educate mysdf . 
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Melmer. May I ask how you are going to set a^ut it ? 

Nora. Certainly. I shaU begin— yes, I 
of the Norwegian theatres. If that doesnH take the frivolity out of 

me, I don’t really know what ^ 1^7-, 

\^She gets her honnet ana ties it tightly. 
Helmer. Then you are xe^y going? And you ^11 never tbipk 
about me and the eggs any more I Oh, Nora. I 
Nora. Indeed, I shall, occasionally— w strangers. ^ x Tis t 
(She puts on a shawl sadly, and fetches her dressing-bag.) It I 
ever do come back, the greatest miracle of all wOl have to happen. 
Good-bye ! goes out through the hall; the front-door is heard 

to hang loudly. . « v . 

Helmer (sinking on a chair). The room empW? Then she must 
be gone I Yes, my little lark has flown I (The dull sound of an 
unskilled latchkey is heard trying the lock ; presently the door opens, 


and Nora, with a somewhat foolish expreseion, reappears.) What ? 
back already! Then you are educated P ^ ^ 1 

Nora (puts down dressing-bag). No, ToevaxDj not yet. 
see, I fomd I had only threepence-halfpenny in my purse, and ^e 
Norwegian theatres are all closed at this hour — and so I thought I 
wouldn’t leave the cage till to-morrow— after brea^ast. . „ _ 

Helmer (as if to himself). The greatest miracle of all has 
happened. My little bird is not in the bush/tw^ yet I _ . _ , 

[Nora takes down a showily bound dictionary from the shelj ana 
begins her education ; TTi!jT,TM-T7,n fetches a bag of macar^ns, 
sits near her, and tenders one humbly. A pause, Nora 
repulses it, proudly. He offers it again. She snatcfm at 
it suddenly, still without looking at him, and nibbles xt 
thoughtfully as Curtain falls. ^ ^ x 

The (with Mr.Funch^s apologies to the Master). 


wore as a stall-holder, and the photograph was m some mysterious 
lUinnPDN TYPES wav engraved in all the illusti»ted papers of the f oUowmg weeh. 

MODERN types. w J ^ enshrined in paragiaphs, die was obseiTed m the 

(By Mr. Fumhs Own Type Winter.) Eoval Enclosure at Ascot, she was introduced to a Eoy^ personage 

■KT ' V v ' T ' v T T'Tnj* /xT v R P PAP^TTifS who was pleased to confer upon her the d^tmcfeon of his smiles, 

No. XXIY.-THE GIVER OF PAETIES. jmo ^ circle of Ms intimates as » a very 

It may be that “ Party,’^ in the sense of a bootable entertein- pretty, pleasant litGe woman.” And thus she was started upon the 
ment, is an obsolete word, and that those who spkk of “giving a thorny path of amhiti<ms pleasure. 

party” prove themselves, by the mere expression, to be fogeys whom it is well known that ^e sacred^ fixe of tasmon hnms^r w 
Sie stream of Loidon amtwements. has long _ supposed to hum-in Belgravia alone. I*® 

since thrown up on the sandy hank of middle age, her irresistibly. Bayswater became too cold ^ 

XI JL^ ttrawA attav /^s L -fViA -fnll Awi'nip vea.¥ it wss annonnccd tbat a large 
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there to grow dull and forget that their legs were ever 
apt for the waltz, or their digestions able to cope with 
lobster mayonnaise at 2 a.m. Yet, though he who thus 
speaks may not be as smart as a swell, or as much up 
to date as a chnich-parade-goer, the expression wul 
serve, for it indicates comprehensively enough every 
variety of entertaimuent known to the London Season 
— ^the dance, the dinner, the reception, the music at 
home, the tea-party, and „ the theatre-party, for all 
these in her benevolence does the Giver of Parties offer 
to us, and all these does she find Ihe worm of London 
eager to accept. Now it w^d seem, one would 
imagine, to he the easiest thing in the world, 
if only the money be not wanting, to give a 
party. A hostess, so someone may say, has 
Lt to iavite her fneuds, to light her rooms, to «f“® W 
spread her tables, to set the champa^e flow- rf S 1 1 
ing, to order an awning, ^d jx> hire mnsio y 1 1 

and a linkman, and the thing is done. The ^ 1 

result of all this will no doubt >be a party— X 1 
of a sort, but of a sort far different, however ^ u 
gorgeous it may be, from the splendid and ; {>. v 
widely- advertised gatherings which the genu- Jj 

iue Giver of Parties organises. For in the one 
variety it is just possible that enjoyment may 
be one of the main objects sought and at- 
tained; in the latter it is cei^nin that enjoy- 




B^ed fire of fasMou hum^ is 
” supposed to hum— in BolgraTia alone. Its -warma drew 
her uresistibly. Bayswater became too cold to hold her, and 
early in the following year it was anno^eed that a toge 
1 house in the purlieus of Grosvenor S<iuare had been piwoMsed 

by her husband. However, she was content to climb by 
decrees, and, in her first season of social bnlhanoy, she re- 
gv stnoted herself to a small and early dance, and a 
^ evening. At the dance, universal admiration was excited by 
m the lavish profusion of the flowers with wMch her staircase 
m „ was adorned, by the excellent quality of the 

m i I chamDacne, and the inexhaustible supply of 
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I champagne, and the inexhaustible supply of 
oysters. At the musical evening tim^muaio 
was as admirably rendered as itwae com- 
pletely negleol^. And at both parties only 
tiiose people were present as to whose social 
status and absolute “ rightness ” there could 
he no question. Indeed the dancer, whose 
foot had been trodden upon at the former, 
I might console herself with the thought that 
none but a noble boot bad caused her pain ; 

U' while at the latter the sounds of heaty 
breathing, wMch mingled inharmonionsly 

S withMlle. Falsbtti’s Srarwra. werefor^iven, 
in consideration of the exalted rank ot their 
producer. Her success seemed now to be 
assured, and even the muttered discontent of 
aneglebted husband, who was foolish enough 
to prefer comfort to smartness, began to sub- 
side. In the following year her entertain- 


tained: in the latter it is certain that enjoy- - side* ^ f 

ment. though it is not always absent, must yield the precedence to ments became even more splen^d, and less comfortable, bhe tooR 
social snc^s and promotion in the scale of Society. These are the a house at Ascot, and, tnumph of tnnmphs 1 a scion ot Royalty 
ohiects that the Giver of Parties, as it is proposed to describe her, deigned to accept her hospitality. , 

haa at heart, and to their attainment she devotes herself with a per- After tMs, one would have supposed that she^might have reposed 
sistent and all-embracing energy wMeh no disappointment is capable for a space. But the penalty of sociM life w its never-endmg 
of daunting. The envy of her friends, the smiles and the presence necessity for movement. Jealous nvals abomid to dispute a lia^y- 
of Rovaltv, may be hers, hut there is always some loftier height to won supremacy, and the least sign of faltomg may involve extmc- 
wMoh she mnst climb before she can say to herself, “/’y tion. Yet it must he said that she is tod 

reste ” and he thankful. she is most brilliant. She brings out a dangMer to be the delight 

Her life has known many changes. Her parents were county of young Guardsmen, and marries her to a widowed Peer ; she Inr- 
^poSTLt of a redneed -inoome, for bisies up forgotteu and allows them to stoe m toe rays 

they apparently sought oompeusation in an increasing family, of her gwry ; she w ohmtahto, after toe m^er of tooy 
TnmitJv dauffbters It was n^essaxvthat she should marry young, the hospitality of her house heoomes proyerbiaL Bu^ in toe ^^t 

Sffle^^Sd^ to 1 of all &e bottle, ^Hher Ufeto 

pniMA ten years her senior, who had already come to’ he fayourably career, toe sometimes nghs for toe nndutangmshed ease of her m e m 

smken^’for toe sneoess of his oommeroii ventures. It is need- toe pre-EoyJ days, sighs, and returnsmthfreshvigoui to toe s^gle. 

iKtod toat aU heTrelalioMtook aood care to impress upon her li^d so tto ^deas^ew d^B of toe 

initid the feet that toe allianOe was an honour to her biwhand, whose aaotoer, each wito its particular ** 

wealth, even though it might in time rival toat of toe Bothschiids, toe 1^, oonwlaton may wmeftom toe 

could never m.ViThim £t to be mentioned in the same breato with one place where there are many mansions, but no social ambitions. 

one who numbered among her remoter anceators a Baron, w% had tv -o" a i «T?n tia«- Lotta 

fought and bled ou many fielda for King Ckart.tts the First. New Pratre-Book BEVisiON.-Several 

However, toe marriage took place in spite of toe inequality of rank, to be made in the mamMe s^m. U Jt I?® 

tod toe muoh-homwi^d husW b<we ^ wife wito^ to Louden, bride to omit her promise ‘ 

where for a time toe modest comfort of a house in distant Bayswa^ case at a weddmg W wwk, why to^d 

..d tTi.™ Buaness prospered, and monqroasne pourmg in. “to honour,” “to cherish,” and ro lotto remam in tHe.tMt r wim 
The wife who it must he said, had undeniaMe beauty, exeellent all this left out, a muriaM, which, of oqume, will no long« ^ to 
a“^ toe-trick of intnitivdy adapting herself to any a^ety, eedesiastiori rite, ■inU ba^ybe 
WTAA 4 'aWti T.TV a fyrAflf wbfv bR.TxnRTiAd to scc hcT holdiug & of timo all thc proiBiseR: wiR” ^ Citwi*; ^plicitly OX impiioitly 


iot^istw . • Aetitempon tne^ great laay^e suggesiaon, ene ww* wasw* v»u. 

graphed in the becoming Tyralese peaaanrPa eCstuiae i which «ie ( posable ^penae. 



riii«y:iMKnigiiiM 
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FIN DE 8IECLE CHILDREN; 

Sfi, ** I BAY, Hilda. I seould so like to give yod a Kibs I " She (who will pick wp mch strange expressions from, the Soys), ** Wottld 
TOD, INDEED I ‘I LIKE YOKE OhEEK* T* He, ** I *M BTOB I SHOULD LIKE TOUJtS/** 


NOT CAUGHT TET! LAND AND BRAIN. 

The Boy and the Bird ! And the Birdlooks so old ^rom a Fade Mecumfor Political Economists,) 
Seax<^tlie species of fowl to be easily sold,”— Question, Can yon tell me how longr an Author has a right to the 

j^d the Boy is so young I ^It seems almost absurd profits arisi^ out of big literary labours ? 

To suppose that that pinch is to capture that Bird I Answer, lurty-two yesurs, or the term of his natural life plus 

An old fonn of chase, if the legends run right ; fur%r. wluohever may be the longer. 

Like that, much akin, of the wild goose in flight. MoiwewiiLL’s Copyright Bill, which has 

But salt, just like nbaff and the plainly spread net, “ the House of Peers, become law, will not 

Was never regarded as promising yet. ”fbt be extended to thirty years after the death of the Author ? 

A o ttrr xi -r>- 1 ^ It wilL to his gToat advantage. The same measure contains 

ta w -x m valuable provisions to secure to the Author the just profit of 

Its Wives, and its Weather, its Tastes and its Toys, his brain-work. 

but one Q. But will not these advantages be purchased at the'piice of a 

Whichfloorshalf the maxims, and spoils half the fun. loss to the general good P 

Simple SncoH ? Well, that ^s not as dear as it looks. . T®?' hhely— ^e community will suffer for the benefit of the 

^e typical nooses of nurseiT books t vv tixx i.- x 

Were podgy and chubby, or lanky and pale, manner a Patentee, who invents a most useful arude, 

And— they tried to drop salt on poor dioKy-bird’s tail I enjoys (for a oonsideration) a monopoly of its sale, does he not P 

A V v 'ai. i vi v X Per fourteen years. This enables him to recoup himself for 

^ palpable bait the thought and labour he has employed in the most useful article’s 

My look a great f Ml ; but I guess we must wait,— construction. 

To xi- ^ Author and Inventor were allowed an absolute monopoly of 

xo see what enect it will have on the Bud I the profits arising out of their brain-work, it would be immortd P 

The trial ’s well timed, and the bait looks “ not bad • ” d®^bt, as the individuals would benefit at the^oost >f the 

The Boy may “know ms book,” though he’s only a*lad. 

Birds sometimes fall victims to Boys en the prowl. should a butterman, then, have an absolute right in the 

And the Yoter Bird is the wanest fowl. sale of his butter P 

A 1. 1. X 1. 1 XX 4 ’ ?®®ause butter is butter, and brains are merely brains. 

m ^ ® 1 9 * be for the benefit of the community if the 

landowner of a fr^hold were deprived of his rights after a term of 
^ salt-pmch or net ^ ^ , „ years, and his holding be given to the public P 

But then he may no^, andneis not caught ye^ A, Oh dear, nol Laim, as Rudtabd Kipjjhg would say, “is 

quite another story 1 ” 

AniBmow^PMi-BlaTina for Holy Ensnn, and Cootskl's Motto {ol^eeUd to in the ComnUttee Itoom*).— 
PMi- 81 a,T(e)Mm for the rest of Eoropo. I “ AhMno. make, the fees grow rttongor.” 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Ties first niglit of the Mixed Italian Opera Season, 1891, We open 
with GlIjoz’s OrfeOf and, in a strong opera-glass, we drink to 
BKIJBIOI.AOTS Opeeaticxjs, and say, ‘‘Here^s Gh-lnck t*yon!” 
Nothing can begin the season better than the appearance of Giulia. 

R r Ghjiia.— “T here’s 

pecnlia’ (Oid 
Lt is 

“Oh,Iiiwistu’tCatoktlie Speakei’aEyel” gSt 

sweet mtuic, but in appreciative eympatliy witli the woes of Orpheut 
SO sweetly expressed. The lines in JBomhastes rise in my memory:— 
** So Obthbus sang of old, or poets lie, 

And 

On consideration, however, 1 will not quote the remainder, but 
will say simply that we were all charmed. "Welcome, at the^ com- 
mencement of another season, to Mile, BATnfiTiK«TftTBja, appearing as 
Cupid, To-morrow she will be JDame Marta ! Wonderfol I “ Time 
cannot stale her infinite variety.” How is it, 0 premiere daneeussy 
my pretty pretty Polly Hop-kino Palladino, Principal Shade among 
all mese hfappy but Shady characters, that thou didst not choose a 
cUussio dance in keeping with the character of the music and of 
the ideal — I distincUy emphasise surroundings? ^ AV hat 

oughtest thou to represent in the Elysian Fields ? A Salvationised 
“ Dancing Girl,” without bonnet and tambourine ? Hay, not so ; 
but rather the very spirit of classic grace and elegance, moving 
rhythmically to melodious measure. Hl suck a Scene as this ought 
to be, we want as much idealism as your graceful art can lend, 

^ otherwise we are only 

„ ^ f T among our old friends, 

/\ ^ ' A L “the ladies and gen- 

y\ ' J s tlemenof the Chorus” 

' UX — ^bless emi — repre- 
‘ ;Ti \ (fT^ sentingmost substan- 




the andeut olasrieload. 
where^on^ we u^^to 

fli 1 1 Ilf |1 1 11 11 i iHr there^been even in my 

mW K 

same as ever. His new Marguerite does credit to bis choice, for 
Mile, Eahbs— ( isn’t she Miss Eames, and neither Mademoiselle nor 
Signora ? . And doesn’t she hail from Columhia ?— hut no matter) — 
is a Bweet-lookmg Marguerite, with a voice as true as is her heart 
to -Faus<. A genuine Qretchen, simple not brilU«^nt. Brilliancy she 
leaves to property diamonds, but awakes enthnsiasni, by her judicious 


' > n 'A OvUUUlK UIVOU OIXUObCUl— 

tiallythe “Shades of 


acting over the inert body of Valentine, when she attempts no 
sudden Colwell-Hatchney shriek, always so perilous. Signor Pjseoxti 
looked as JF^auet might have done, had he been elected an Alderman 
of the City of London and acted np to the character. If Dbttkio- 
LAiffUS had lent him his Sherifi’s chain to wear, Signor Pekotti 
would have been perfect, that is from this point of view. M. MaUeel 
excellent as Mephieto in a new suit of clones. He appears now as 
“The Gentleman in Grey” — ^rather suggestive of his having become 
a Yolunteer, and a member, of course, of “the Devil’s Own.” 
Imagine Mephietopheles re-dressed at last I On both nights Signor 
MANCierELLr, the Conductor, seemed pleased, and that^s something. 

Great feature in Covent Garden this year is the decoration of the 
Pit-tier Lobby, Deubiolaeps, feeling happy at the Opera prospects, 
and rejoicing in a full subscription, said to the 
Oonmiittee, “Gentlemen, let’s have ^glasses 
round’ I” Some officious person, hearing this, 
mistook the meaning of the great CMef, and 
straightway ran off and ordered looTcing^glaesee 
oM round for the Lobby ! Grand effect ! bril- 
liant I dazzling I — ^too much so, in fact ; several 
glasses too much. So, after a couple 
of nights’ refieotion, when the hdbituis 
came on Thursday, behold, two or 

three of the aristocratio mirrors or H 

Peer-glasses had disappeared, the ra 

hat-pen of former times had been • H 

restored, the wounded susceptibili- h 

ties of ^e Stall-keepers whose ooou- I 

pation was partly gone, were healed, — * 

and where gloom was spreading, wreathed 
smiles once more prevailed. Even now these \ 
Opera-glasses are rather too powerful. Still, “let 1 

us see ourselves as others see us,” is a good jwl 

practical motto for the loiterer in the lobby, as he J 

catches sight of himself, en passant, and wonders ^ 

who that chap is, whose face he has seen some- 
where before, but whose name he can’t for the ^ 

life of him recollect. The Hew FauRt, a 

Thursday, — Carmen, Disappointed with Julia 
Ravogii in this, though there are some fiue bits 
of acting in it. Didn’t care much about Sister 
SoElA as Miekie the Maiden, M. Lubekt’s JDon Jose good but not 
great; and M. Ckllt, who, in default of M. Devoxod’s not being able 
to appear, took tbe part of JEscamillo, was great, but not very good. 
He was, however, well supported by Signor Ea^teeggee and tbe 
Orchestra, and considering the difficulties he had to struggle with, 
including an apology in the bills, he came out of it safely. 

/S'a^wrGay.—B.e-appearance of the great De Reszke Brothers, Johk 
and Hbl (what ’s Jouar without an ’ed ?) in Lohengrin, Admirable. 
Julia Eavogli excellent as Ortruda, and M. Maubel equally so as 
Freddy, But why did he “ feather his skull,” like the J oily Young 
Waterman, in so remarkable a style ? However, his Freddy is a 
feather in his cap with which he ought to he satisfied. Miss Eaeobs 
as Flea even better than as Marguerite, Crammed house. * ‘ Friends 
in &ont ” more than satisfied. Good start. 

SONGS OF THE TJN-SENTIMENTALIST. 

Thb Eaet.t Gbbbn Pba. 

Oh, tiie early green pea I the early green pea I 

Is the dish of aD. dishes to set before me I 

You may tell me of salmon caught fresh from the Tay, 

The beauties of plump white spring chicken display, 

The strawberry ripened three months before date — 

All these and much else you may set on my plate I 
But of them, no not one, stirs such rapture in me 
As the sweet, mellow taste of the Early Green Pea 1 

Oh, the early green pea, the pea of my taste. 

Must he gently assisted, not forced in hot haste, 

Lest the fiavour it yield prove delusive and flat, 

In no way suggesting the young Marrowfat I 
But if it do tms, oh what more could I wish. 

Than to see a young duckling form part of the dish I 
So with such a banquet spread out before me. 

Can you ask why I worship the Early Green jPea I 

Iir Memobiak. — ^As a tribute expressive of the high estimation in 
which the late "Mx, P. T. Baekuic was held in England, why not endow 
a “ Bamum Exhibition ” at one of the Colleges of either tTniversity P 
We have “ Smith’s Prizeman,” why not “ Bamum Exhibitioner” ? 

“The Pbodigt Soh.” — The three-act pantomime pla^y at the 
Prince of Wales’s has “ caught on,” as we predicted it would. 
Manager Sedgeb thtoh’S of temporarily; adopting as his motto for 
this theatre, “ Speedi is silvan, silence is golden?’ 
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sworn 7EBSUS T,ATSrC5ET! 

(An mcidetti 171 th6 next JVar,) 

said the Surgeon-rield-Marshal-CoTnwiATid- 
mg-izL«(Mef, as he stood before Ms men ; ** I have the 
greatest conndenoe in yonr skill. There is not one of 
yon present who cannot perform an operation as snccess- 
rtilly as myself:” here there was a mnrmnr of polite 
denial in the ranks. ** l^ay, it is no fLattery--I mean it. 
These are mylast instmotions. We are few, the enemy 
are many. We are not only soldiers but medical men. 
And as medical men it is our bnsiness to cure the wounds 
that we inflict in our more strictly military capacity.” 

Ag^ there was a murmur— this timeof cordial approTal. 
well, Gentlemen, as we have been taught in our drill, 
what the first rank breaks, the rear rank must bandag^e 
up. This would be all very well if our numbers were 
tmd by thousands, or even hundreds, instead of tens. 
But to-day we must use the bayonet rather than ihe 
lancet, the bullet in preference to the piU.” Stealthy 
applause followed tMs observation. *‘But be careful. 
Common humanity calls upon us to do as little damage 
as possible* You bow your anatomy sufOloiently wdl 
to avoid infliclang a wound upon a vital p^, and can 
so arrange that your blows shall incapacitate rather 
than functionally derange. And now, my friends, put 
vour instrument-boxes and pharmacopoeias in your 
haversacks, and draw your swords. All ready ? Yes ! 
Then, ‘ Up, Guards, and at them 1 ’ ” 

With a wild cheer the Boyal Regiment of Physicians 
and Surgeons (wMoh had recently been admitted into the 
Service on the footing of the Boyal Engineers) rushed 
forward. It was a beautiful sight to see them performing 
the most delicate operations in the kindest maTiuer 
imaginable. The* enemy trembled, wavered, and fled. 
In a moment the Boyal Begiment had put to their swords 
and taken out their medi(^ appliances. Their military 
duties done,* and they were doctors once again, ready to 
help those who demanded their semi-dviHan services. 
They had scarcely been engaged in this manner ten 
minutes when the Surgeon-Field-Marshal-GoTniniL'nding- 
in-CMef cantered up to them. “ Men,” he cried, “ drop 
your surgical instnments, and draw your swords. The 
enemy are again upon us I We must take their fort 1 ” 







SWEEPING REFORM. 


enemy are again upon us I We must take them fort 1 CrossiTi^ Sweeper. “Wot’s th’s here? Wot 1 no awat with the *Cleah- 

Jn a moment the .^yal Begiment was on the march. your-Dooe-step ’ Hahatoor, and make it a paid Purfession M Why, 
On their way, some of their combes. woTOded by the foe s’help me, tbey^ll be doin’ away with mb and my Broom nex*. and 
“®Mon), aup^ed to them tor succour. p’raps *avb the Orossin’s swbp’ by Masheenery 1 Yah I ’* 

“very sorry,” replied the Surgeon-Field-Marshal- 


“ Yery ^ sorry,” replied the Surgeon-Field-Marshal- 
Commanding-in-Chiei, in a tone of coinTnigeration; “very sorry 
indeed, but we can’t attend to you. At this moment we are acting 
in our strictly military capacity I ” And the BoyM Begiment 
of Physicians and Surgeons, full of enthusiasm (but m rather loose 
formation) continued their march to thr fort. 

OTJE BOOKING-OmOE. 


ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

JBA1J£ACTED PKOM THB BIAET OP TOBY, M.P. 

JSTowe of Commons^ Monday^ April 6.— School reopened after 
Easter Holidays. Oid Moraijtt duly iu his place, W not many 
of the hoys. Civil Service Estimates on; Plxjnhet in charge cm I 
Ministerial side ; Sage oY Queen Anne’s Gate Leader of Oppo- 
sition. Hammered away all night on old familiar lines. Ghosts of 


Tourmalifie Titne Ohe^juOB^ drawn on the bauk of eccentric old acc[uaintances feebly crossed floor, disappearinghebind SpEAineTt’c^ 
imagination by ANSTEY-GuxiusiB, is well worthy of the author of chair. Kensington Palace, with its cost ; Bnshey House; Cambridge 
Vice Vend, The oonstruotion of the story is as artful as it is Cottage; admission to Holyrood Palace; the deer in Home Park at 
artistic, but the Baron cannot give bis Hampton Court: the pheasants in Biohmoud Park; the frescoes 
— # reason for this opinion without jeopar- in House of Lords; the Grille of the Ladies* Gallery: the British 

A 1 . dising the reader’s pleasiure. Still the Consular House at Cairo— each came up in turn ; talked about ; pro- 

'A Baron feels pretty certain that when tested against : explained ; divided upon, and voted. Pxunhet left 

the muoh-am^ed and greatly- chuck- tohims^ on Treasury Bench ; bore up with UTiflagging energy and 
ling but diligent and oonscientious pereuTiial patience | has heard same pomts raised every year smoe he 
^ of this light-hearted romance was Pirst CornmisBioner ; has made same replies, and has seen Totes 

J arrives at the last few pages, he will passed. Long before he was in office same filing used to go on with 

^ J r frown, rub his eyes, refer back to the other Pirst Commissioners. That was before the Saob had taken to 

^ L# commencement of the story, — and ^Htics. Good old Bylands — “ Preposterous Peter ” — ^was then the 

^ Anstet and blow Grand Inquisitor. But it was the same deer, the same gas-bills, the 

GuxiuiiB, or bless Guhuob and blow same question of free residence for “ that eminent warrior,” as the 
Nirfit Mare Anstet, or will he, being more tickled Sage to-night called him, the Book of Cambridge. 

. * ^ than ever, rush off to recommend it at Oddly enough, almost only flaah of humour through long sitting 

once to [ms best mendSj^tidpatmg renewed delight from thdr came from George Campbell. Gave grapMe description of his 
pleasure and perplexity ? The Baron wishes that Anstet and Gutiukie hanging ahont Holyrood Palace bai^kering afier admission. Accord- 
had settledbe^e^thepi tocall it TounnaliriB Time Sargaine ; but ing to existing regulation, admission to be gained only after bang 
^ely that n AnsxEx suggested it, GuTHttiu rejected it, goes two saxpenoes. For sixteen years Sir Geobge ever lured 
or. If the Bwn may he permttod to say so without inmngement to vicinity ; sometimes casually entered doorway, proposing to loiter 
01 oopyngM, vtce vena,’ It is a great satisfaction to know that past tioket-ooUeotor ; stopped oy demand of a shiTliug, had resisted 
nnlAe the Ebckmaijn-Chatrtan collaboration, the ANSTET-GuxiuiiB temptation. That was sad, but what he felt most acutely was 

WA.'rtnArfiniTk Aiiii-nnr. ho HicanWAH T'i>v«nr„ I'W'n ««««« Va a * -ix* ■niji—'i • i 


Bead Yourmo^n’ A and remember the prognostieadons of before Ihey throw open them one FaM^ door, wMlst in Eng] 

The Babes’ be Booh-Wobms. lyon may roam through the Palaces free of dhmge.” 
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** Another cigarette.” 


“ Sir,” cried Sir CxEOBGe, his voice Tmder generons excitement of 
the moment taking on rasping tone, “ the arrangement is preiudicial 

to the reputation of Scotchmen.” , , « txt.- i t 

“This,” said the Sage, “will, I thmk, be an 
opportunity of going ontior another cigarette.” 

Business done, — Handsful of Yotes in 
Supply. 

Napoleon Bolton strolled 
down to House to-night, intending to hear 
what Tomlinson had to say on Emigration 
arrangements. In fandly circle it has always 
been considered that, as far as personal re- 
semblance to Napoleon BoNiJABTS goes, the 
late Prince Jerome wasn’t in it with the 
Member for St, Panoras. Bolton blnshingly 
pooh-poohs the fond little fancy ; but he is of 
fandly disposition ; not inclined to insist on 
his opinion in controversy to other people’s. 
Indeed, has gone so far as to furnish him- 
self with fancy dress, fashioned on the style 
of that worn by the great Napoleon on State 
occasions. To-night, been at a children’s 
party, showing himself in his uniform. Am 
told that, when he folds his arms, throws back 
his head, and recites, “ On Linden, when the 
sun was low,” you would think the Great 
Emperor had come back from St. Helena. 

Intended to-night to create sensation in 
House. Doubted whether, as he was not about 
to move the Address, he would be permitted to 
enter with sword by bis side. But he would be free of the smoke- 
room ; might posture in the Lobby ; might read an evening paper in 
the tea-room, whilst others enviously glanced at his epaulettes. 

Here he was at ten minutes ^ast nine standing in his favourite 
attitude at the Bar, no one having challenged his entrance. Pact 
is, House was up ; not Counted Out, but having duly gone through 
the Orders and passed the Second Heading of an important measure. 
Such a day the Government had had! At Morning Sitting^ had 
ramped through the Orders, advaneiag Bill after Bill through critical 
stages. House nearly empty; Opposition effaced; Irish Members 
all absent except Brer Rabbit, who wanders about looking for 
Brer. Fox. The only note of discord sounded in voice of Geobge 
Campbell. Report of Supply reached at a quarter to seven. At 
ten minutes to seven, in accordance with Rule ordering Morning 
Sitting^ Debate must stop. One or two 
questions asked; quioxly answered 
by PhuNKET ; Yote after Yote agreed 
to <m report stage. Then Campbell 
gets up and wants to know about 
Hghting the National History Museum 
at night? 

Twelve minutes to seven. 

Plpnxet looks anxiously at clock. 

If Ci^BELL would put his question 
and.i^t down he might be answered, 
and report stage got through. But 
Campbell goes on till hand of clock 
points to ten minutes to seven. 

“Order, order!” cries Speattru. 

Time limit reached ; no more debate ; 

Campbell not ffnished yet ; attempts 
to proceed ; angry shouts of “ Order ! 

Order L” before which he subsides. 

Then, watching opportunity, sud- 
denly bolts np again and wants to 
explain that h^ was not opposing the 
passage of report 'stage of Supply. 

^*No, but you talked it out,” said 
Plunbet, with something less than 
his customary suavity. 

This happened more than two hours 
ago. There has been the suspension , t. 

of the Sitting, the resumption at nine ' Napoleon B. Bolton, 
o’clock, the Second Heading of the Hating of Machinery Bill ; and 
now’'^ is over, the guests are ffed. the garlands dead, and all but 
Napoleon B. Bolton departed. He, in fact, has only just arrived, 
and, wishes he had not been in such a hurry to quit the circle where 
of mte he was the object of awed admiration. 

Business done, — ^Trenormous I 

ii i - 

iTAwre Jay.— House filled up to-nigbt ; flowing tide evidently with 
us, including; Mr. G. , back after his holidays. Also Prince Abthub ; 
been in training for some weeks in anticipation of long spurt in Com- 
mittee on Irish Land Bill. Irish Members also returned in oonsider- 
Able force. Expected to find Tim Heatt arrive in fragments ; but 
he ’s all there, much as usual. 


“How’s Brer Fox?” I asked him, wishing to heat latest news 
from Ireland. 





course be looking np, if he ’s looking anywhere at all.” 

Light-hearted Tim! Time does not wither, or Dalton O’Brien 
stale, his infinite variety. 

Scotch Members on before Ireland was approached. Something about 
the Scotch Private Bill Procedure Bill. Formidable List of Amend- 
ments to Lobl-Advocate’s proposal to nominate Committee. All 
the Clans muster, Notar moves, Amendment ; Campbell- Banneh- 
MAN objected that thirteen Scotch Members, including Ling and 
Lton Platpaib, * ‘ would not make an adequate Committee.” Hobebt- 
SON brought against the Lobl- Advocate the grave charge that he 
was “ interpolating an extraneous and alien body into this business.” 
Lord Kingsbttrt, ex-Lord-Advooate, 
happened to he under Gallery on chance 
visit to House. Heard this remark with 
huge delight. Hemiaded him of the times 
when he used to sit through long nights 
with back fairly set against the Gang- 
way post of Treasury Bench, invoking 
blessings on head of Duke of Abgtll, 
and driving the Liberal Scotch Members 
wild with his perpetual smile of content. 

Business done, — Committee on Dish 
Land Bill started. 

Friday iVtyA#.— ‘When House met at 
Morning Sitting Old Mobalitt discovered 
on Treasury Bench, looking more than 
usually guileless. Been badgered all week 
about Labour Committee. When going 
to disclose names of Commissioners and 
set forth terms of reference ? Only yes- 
terday Brer Rabbit put the question, 
intimating that whenever the announce- 
ment was made Adjournment of House 
would he moved in order to protest 
against omission of Davitt’s name. Old 
Mobalitt^ answering, said it was pos- 
sible he might be able to make the an- 
nonnoement to-day, hut much more 
likely on Monday. 

p f ‘*1 i*® “ InterpoUting an erfraneona 

Brer Rabbit in his place to-day, but his alien body ” 

men absent. Old Mobalitt, with post- 

lively a halo df innocency round his head, suddenly appeared at 
table; read out the list of Commissioners, Brer Rabbit’s hand 
forced ; must needs forthwith ask leave to move the Adjournment. 

“ Got your forty men ? ” asked the Speaxer. 

“ Not quite,” said Brer Rabbit, apologetically. 

Only twenty-nine ; so Brer Rabbit bowled out, and opportunity 
lost. 

“ Dear me ! ” said Old Mobalitt ; “ how very nnfortnnate. Now if 
I’d only waited tiU. Monday. House would have been quite full ; Brer 
Rabbit would have got his forty meu twice over ; we should have had 
an embarrassing Debate, and lost several hours of the sitting. As 
things have turned out, we can now go straight on with business.” 

Business done, — In Committee on Irish Land Bill. 

The Retubn op the Wandebeb.— Johnnie has oome marching 
home, John Lawrence Toole, of the wide world generally, of 
London pecnliMly, and of King William Street particularly, has 
returned. Divine Williams, always on the spot for any remarkable 
event, foresaw the happy day when, in Henry the Eighth, Act v., 
So. 3, he wrote, “ The great Toole come I ” May we venture to 
surmise that it will not be long ere we see the announcement of our 
favourite comedian’s appearance in an entirely new -and original 
farce entitled Id pn F<me Franqais 9 

What ’s in a Name ? {From a Correspondent, — Sir, I send you 
a cutting from a communication of J. Mortimer Granville’s, to 
The Lancet, No. 3,527, p. 798. Which when found make a note 
of : — “ Instead of thalUn I use a PeriodohydromethyloxychinoUn^ 
because that is better borne, and (eems to be more effective than 
the TetrahydroparaqumasoV^ These two words would be a good 
penn’orth m a telegram. Yours, EpiGRATvrufATisT. 

PBBMIEBE AND DERNlilBE, OR SHORTEST RUN ON RECORD^ 

Dramatic Author (to very friendly mYw?), S,een miy new piece ? 
eh P Premiere last night. 

Very friendly Critic, Dear met “One night only I” Hope they’ve 
got something ready for this evening. chuckling,^ 


IfOXlCB.^Re^eeted Gomiaiiiiications or Contributions, whetber MS., Printed Matter, Drawings,. or Pictures oi any ctescripmou, W!LL 
m no case be returned, not even when acobmpanied by a Stamped apd 44(|^^b§§®d foyclope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 
tnere will oe no exception. ' * 
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MR. PUNCHES POCKET IBSEN. 

{Condensed and Bemsed Version "by Mr P.’s Own Harmless Ibsenite^) 
liTo. in.— HEDBA GABLEE. 

Act I. 

SCEBTE— -4 Sitting-room cheerfully decorated in dark colours^ Broad 
doorway^ hung with Uack crapes in the wall at hack, leading to a 
hack Brawing-room^ in whichy above a sofa in black horsehair^ 
hangs a posthumous portrait of the late General Gablek. On the 
piano is a handsome pall. Through the glass panes of 'the back 
Drawing-room window are seen a dead wall and a cemetery. 
Settees^ sofas, chairs, §* 0 ., handsomely upholstered in black 
bombazine, and studded with small round nails. Bouquets of 
immortelles and dead grasses are lying everywhere about, 

Bnter Aunt Julie (a good-natured looking lady in a smart hat). 
Aunt J, Well, 1 declare, if I believe Geoece or Hedda are up yet I 
{Enter Geoege TESMAir, humming, stout, careless, spectacled.) Ah., 
my dear boy, I have caUed before breakfast to in<iuire how you and 
Hedda are after returning late last night from your long honeymoon. 
Oh, dear me, yes ; am 1 not your old Aunt, and are not these atten- 
tions usual in Norway ? 

George, Good Lord, yes ! My six months’ honeymoon has been quite 
a little travelling scholarship, eh? I have 
been examini-ng archives. Think of Look 

here, I ^m going to write a book all about the 
domestic interests of the Cave-dwellers durmg 
the Deluge. I’m a clever young Norwegian 
man of letters, eh ? 

Aunt J, Fancy your knowing about that 
too ! Now, dear me, thank Heaven ! 

George, Let me, as a dutiful Norwegian 
nephew, untie that smart, showy hat of yours, 

{Unties it, and pats her under the chin.) Well, 
to be sure, you have got yourself really up, — 
fancy that ! 

{He puts hat on chair close to table. 

Aunt J, (giggling). It was for Hedda’s sake 
—to go out walking with her in. (Hedda 
approaches from the back-room; she is pallid, 
with cold, open, steel-grey eyes ; her hair is not 
very thick, but what there is of it is an agree- 
able medium brown,) Ah, dear Hedda ! 

{She attempts to cuddle her, 

Hedda {shrinking back). Ugh, let me go, do I 
{Looking at Aunt Julie’s hat,\ Teshak, you 
must really tell the housemaid not to leave 
her old hat about on the drawing-room chairs. 

Oh, is it your hat ? Sorry I spoke, I ’m sure 1 
Aunt J, (annoyed). Good gracious, little 
Mrs. Hedda; my nice new hat ihat I bought to 
go out walking with you in I 

George (patting her on the back). Yes, 

Hedda, she did, and the parasol too ! Fancy, 

Aunt JuuE always positively thinks of every- 
thing, eh ? 

Hedda (coldly). You hold your ton^e. Catch me going out 
walking with your aunt I One doesn’t do such things. 

George {^beaming). Isn’t she a charming woman ? Such fascinating 
manners I My goodness, eh ? Fancy that ! . 

Aunt J, Ah, dear Geoegb, you ought indeed to be happy— but [fyrtngs 
out a flat package wrapped in newspaper) look here, my dear boy 1 
George (opens it), 'Whe.t ? my dear old momng shoes I my slippers ! 
(Breaks down,) This is positively too touching, Hedda, eh ? Do you 
remember how badly I wanted them all the honeymoon ? Come and 
just have a look at them— you may / 

Hedda, Bother your old slippers and your old a^t tool (Aunt 
Julie goes out annoyed, followed by Geoegb, still thanking her 
warmly for tJ^ slippers ; Hedda yawns ; Geoegb comes back and 
places his old slippers reverently on the table.) Why, here comes Mrs. 
Flvsted— anoiXer early caller ! She had irritating hai^ and went 
about making a sensation with it— an old flame of yours, I’ve heard. 

Enter Mrs, Elvsted; she is pretty and gentle, with copious wavy 
white-gold hair and round prominent eyes, and the manner of 
a frightened rabbit, 

Mrs, ^E, (nervotis). Oh, please, I’m so perfectly in despair. 



thifl dangerous wicked town all alone, and he ’s a reformed character, 
and I ’m so frightened about him ; so, as the wife o^a'SherifiE twenty 
years dlder than me, I came up to look after Mr. Loveoeg. Do ask 
him here — then I can meet bim. You will P How perfectly lovely 
of you I My husband ’s so fond of bim 1 


Hedda, Geoegb, go and write an invitation at once ; do you hear ? 
(Geoegb looks around for his slippers, takes them up and goes out.) 
Now we can talk, my little Thea. Do you remember how I used 
to puU your hair when we met on the stairs, and say I would scorch 
it ofl ? Seeing people with copious hair always does irritate me. 

Mrs, E, Goodness, yes, you were always so playful and friendly, 
and I was so afraid of you. I am stDl. And please, I ’ve run away 
&om my husband. Everything around him was dista.steful to me. 
And Mr. Lovboeg and I were comrades— he was dissipated, and I 
got a sort of power over him, and he made a real person out of me — 
which I wasn’t before, you know; but, oh, I do hope I ’m real now. 
He talked to me and taught me to thi-nk — chiefly of him. So, when 
Mr. Lovboeg oame here, naturally I came too. There was nothing 
else to do ! And fancy, there is another woman whose^ shadow still 
stands between him and me I She wanted to shoot him once, and 
so, of course, he can never forget her. I wish I knew her name — 
perhaps it was that red-haired opera-singer ? 

Hedda (with cold self-command), Tery likely— hut nobody does 
that sort of thing here. Hushl Run away now. Here comes 
Tesmaist with Judge Beack. (Mrs. E. goes out; Geoegb comes in 
with Judge Beace, who is a short and elastic gentleman, with a 
round face, carefully brushed hair, and distinguished profile.) How 
awfidly funny you do look by daylight, Judge I x i. 

Bretck (holding his hat and dropping his eye-gl(xss), Smoerest 
thfl.Tiks. Still the same graceful manners, dear 
little Mrs. Hm>— Tebmae' ! I came to invite 
dear Tesmait to a little bachelor-party to cele- 
brate his return from his long honeymoon. It 
is customary in Scandinavian society. _ It will 
be a lively aSair, for I am a gay Norwegian dog. 

George, Asked out — without my wife I 
Think of that! Eh?_ Oh, dear me, yes, J’U 
come I , , 

Brack, By the way, Lovboeg is here; he has 
written a wonderful hook, which has made a 
quite extraoriiiTiary sensation. Bless me, yes I 
George, Lovboeg— fancy ! Well, I glad. Such 

marvellous gifts I And I was so painfully certain he had 
gone to the bad. Fancy that, eh ? But what will become 
of Mm now, poor fellow, eh ? I am so anxious to know I 
Brack, WeU, he may possibly put up f6r the ProfessorsMp 
against you, and, though you are an uncommonly clever 
man of letters— for a Norwegian— it ’s not wholly improbable 
that he may out you out ! 

George, But, look here, good Lord, Judge Beack! — (ges- 
ticulating)— would show an incredible want of consi- 
deration forme! I married on my chance of getting that 
Professorship. A man like Lovboeg, too, who hasn’t even 
been respectable, eh ? One doesn’t do such things as that! 

Brack, Really ? You forget we are all realistic and un- 
conventionM persons here, and do all kinds of odd things. 
But don’t worry yourself I {Me goes out, 

George (to Hedda), Oh, I say, Hedda, what’s to^beoome 
of our Fairyland now, eh? We can’t have a liveried ser- 
vant, or give dinner-parties, or have a horse for riding. 
Fancy that! 

« I am a gay Norwegian dog.” Hedda (slowly, and wearily). No, we shall really have to 
set up as Fairies in reduced oiroumstanoes, now. 

George (cheering up). Still, we shall see Aunt JuLn; every day , 
and that will be something, and I’ve got hack my old slippers. We 
shan’t be altogether without some amusements, eh P 
Hedda (crosses thefioor). Not while I have one thing to amuse 
myself with, at all events. 

George (beaming with joy). Oh, Heaven be praised and thanked 
for that! My goodness, so you have! And what may that be, 
Hedda, eh? , ^ « 

Hedda (at the doorway, with suppressed scorn). Yes, Geoege, you 
have the old slippers of the attentive Aunt, and I have the horse- 
pistols of Ihe deceased General! , . , . 

George (in an agony). The pistols I ^Oh, my goodness! whfxl 
pistols r _ 

Hedda (with cold eyes). General Gablee’ s pist ols— same which I 
shot— (reco^fec^my herself) — no, that’s Thach^eeat, not Ibsext — a 
very diflerent person. [8%® goes through the back Drawing-room, 
George (at doorway, shouting after her). Dearest Hedda, not those 
dangerous things, eh P Why, they have never ^once been known to 
shoot straight yet! Don’t! Have a catapult. For my s^e, have 
a catapult I L Curtain, 

. Bow-Wow ! 

The Ratttrs’ teeth were bared^a most terrible sight !— 

At the Messenger Companies. Now all seems joy 
For the Public, the P, 0., the Co., and the Boy I 
The Dog in the Manger John Bull did aflright, ^ 

But — his baik is perhaps rather worse than his bite ! 
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SONS OF BRITANNIA: OR THE UNITED SERVIOE. 

[Thb Senior Admiral of the Fleet, SxE Peovo ’W'ili.UM Paeey Walms, Q-.C.B., who was in the action between the British Frigate Shannon and 
the American Frigate Chesapeake on Jane 1st, 1813 (and took command of the Shannon after the disabling of her Captain Philip Yeeb Beoke), oele- 
brated the hiiiidredth anniyersary of his birthday on April 12th, 1891. 

Lieutenant Qeant “displayed great brayery and judgment” {Tims) in the defence of Thobal against the Manipuris, April, 1891,] 
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SONS OP BRITANNIA. 

1813—1891. 

Brziannia loqaAtur : — 

Feom Boston Bay to Thobal foit 

Is a far ciy, but bravery bridges 

The centories, and of space makes 
sport. 

The shot that swept the salt 
sea-ridges 

When Ybbe Beokb of the Shan-- 
non smote 

The foe, and, struck, left Wax- 
iis smiting,— 

Sends echoes down the years that 
£oat 

To Thobal o’er the sounds of 
fighting. 

Memories of greatness make men 
great ! 

Brave centenarian, yon with 
pleasnre 

May greet the yonth who guard 
our State. 

You, whose long memories can 
measure 

So wide a sweep of England’s 
war, 

Must joy to see her served as 
boldly 

As in those sad mad days afar, 

When, gazing on her children 
coldly, 

She alienated kindred hearts, 

Which might till now have 
beaten loyal. 

At least you both played well t/our 
parts. 

Though blunderers blind, 
official, royal. 

May then or now have marred the 
work 

Otarduous’yeaxs, and gallant 
spirits, 














GENERAL IDEA^" 

Hittino oiT A Novel Plan eoe cue Coast Deteeces. 


My sons at least no peril shirk, 
valour from age to age inherits. 

The old tradition, duteous stands 

For the old Flag, wherever 
fiyingl 

Brave Wallis, galbnt G^eant, 
clasp hands ! 

My sons! Unfaltering, un- 
dying. 

Beneath grey hairs, or 'youth’s 
brown looks, 

The spirit proud of patriot 
valour I 

Not desperate odds in war’s wild 
shocks 

Shall strike its fiush to craven 
pallor. 

Mud-fort, or “mealey” bastion, 
deck 

Of shot-tom ship, or red ‘ * death- 
valley,” 

What odds ? Of danger nought I 
reck, 

Whilst thus my sons to me can 
rally. 

Come what, come will! Whilst 
centuried age 

And youth in Spring strike 
hands before me, 

Let foemen band, let battle rage. 

You ’ll keep my Flag still fiying 


The Yankee Oracle on the 
Three-Volume Novel. 

Our people will not stand it— no I 
Of Fiction, limp or strong, 
Yanks want but httle here below, 
Nor want that little hng ! 

(But oh! our (Saxon) stars one 
thanks, 

Eomanoe is not (yet) ruled by 
Yanks!) 


SONGS OF THE UN-SENTIMENTALIST, 
The Tax-Collector’s Heart. 

I KNOW his step, his riny, his knock, 

I hear him, too, explain, 

With emphasis my nerves that shook, 
That he “ won’t call again ! ” 

I know that bodes a coming storm— 

A summons looms a-head I 
I foUow his retreating form, 

And note his stealthy tread ! 

Some grace to beg, implore, beseech, 
’Twere vain I Let him depart 1 
I know no human cry can reach 
That Tax-CoUeotors heart ! 

He kept his word. To claim that rate 
He never called again, 

An outraged Yestry, loth to wait, 

Soon made their purpose plain. 

I know not how, I missed the day,— 

But that fell summons came. 

Two shillings costs it took to play 
That Tax-Collector’s game! 

1 own the outlay was not much! 

But, thoit is not the smart : 

’Tis that no angnished shriek can touch 
That Tax-Collector’s heart! 

“Moes et Yita.”— a fine performance, 
April 15, at Albert HaU, with Axbani, 
Hjlua Wilson, Messrs. Llotl, and Watken 
Mills, and Dr. Mackenzie, as oonduotor or 
con-doctor. I should have given, writes our 
oorrespondent, a full and enthusiastie ac- 
count -of it, hut that I was bothered all the 
time by two persons near me, who would talk 
and wouldn’t listen. Thank goodness, they 
didn’t stay throughout the peiiormanee. In 
a theatre mey ’d have bemi hushed down, hut 


this is such a big place that a talking duet 
is heard only in me immediate neighbour- 
hood of the talkers ; and then no one wants 
to have a row during the performance of 
sacred music. It ’s like brawling in chureh. 

QUEER QUERIES. 

The Tithes Gubstion.— I am the Yicar of 
a country Church iu Wales ; but owing to 
the total failure of my last attempt to 
distrain on the stock of a neighbouring 
farmer, on which occasion I was tossed over 
a hedge by an infuriated cow, my family and 
mys^ are starving. I wish to know if I 
can legally pawn the lectern, the ancient 
carved pulpit, and several rare old sedilia in 
the Church? Or they would be exchanged 
for an immediate supply of their value in 
groceries, — Ubobnt. 

Annotance jeoh Neeghboue.— I live m’a 
quiet street, and my next-door neighbour has 
suddenly converted his house into a Fried Fish 
Shop. Some of his boxes protrude into my 
firont garden. Have I the right of seizing them, 
and eating contents, supposing them to he fit 
for human consumption? My house is per- 
petually filled with the aroma of questionable 
herrings, and very pronounced haddocks. I 
have asked, poKtely, for compensation, and 
received only had language. What should 
be my next step ?— Pebpletru. 

Deed oe Gut. — Upon my eldest son’s 
marriage I wish to make him a really hand- 
some money present. Mj idea is to hand 
over to him £100, on condition that he repays 
me ten per cent as long as I live, mj age now' 
being forty-five. Then as to seounty. . Had 
I better get a Bill of Sale on the furniture, 


which he has just had given him by his wife’s 
father for their new house, or how can I most 
efieotually bind him?— Geneeous Parent. 

Holtdax Tbip. — "W ould one of your readers 
inform me of a locality where I can take my 
next summer’s holiday of a month, for £3 10^., 
fare included ? It must he near the sea and 
high mountains, with a genial though braoing 
clunate. Good boating and bathing. Strictly 
honest lodging-house keepers ana romantic 
snrronndingsindispensahle.— Easy to Pt.e a se. 

COMING DBESS. 

{Sweet Seventeen to the would-ie Sumptuary 
Reformers at the Kensington Town EallJ) 

Yainlt on Fashion you make war, 

With querulous Book, and quaint Bazaar, 
Good Ladies of the Higher Light ! 

A Turkish Tea-gown, loose or tight, 

Won’t win us to the Rational Cult ; 
Jai^nese skirts do hut insult 
Our elder instinots, to which ReoBon 
Is nothing more nor less than treason. ^ 
Your “ muddy weather costume ” moves us 
No more than satire, which reproves us 
Ad nameam^ and for whose rebuffi 
We never care one pineh of snnffi. 

No, Ladies Haebeeton and Coepin. 

Your pleading, like the critics’ “scoffin 
Touches us not ; have we not smiled, 
Mocking, at Mrs. Oscae Wude ? 

And shall we wdcome with delight 
Gueer robes that make a girl “ a fright ? ” 
Pooh-pooh I We 're simply imperturbable, 
The Reign of Fashion ’s undistnrbable. 

The Coming Dress?”— lhat’s all sheer 
humming. 

We only care for Dress 5a-C!lommg I 
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attached to more than one Music-hall, and that, having studied the 
MODERN TYPES. life de pres, he knew all its temptations, and was therefore oualified 

ITo. XXV.— THE ADTILA.TED CLEEGYMAH. the reveread speaker, were highly spiced. His hearers were anmsei 

enoA in oreater detail it might he said that the genuine as opposed m his remote church a hmd of laithiul women, clraTO mm tne 
to the traditional cat often i^ows true affection and ^uite a dignified West End by the fame of his unc^ventional eloquence. A not too 
resentment of snubs is never unduly familiar, and makes no pretence fastidious critic might, perhaps, have been startled by ^ 
of being better than other cats whose coats happen to be of a difEerent vulgarity m ^ his references to sacred as weU as W t ® 

colour.^ But it is better, perhaps, at once to consider the Adulated of easy and intimate fanulianty 
Clergyman in his own person, and not in Ms points of resemblance to names are generally mentioned with bated breath, 
oi^^S^crfromXerSmklT capital letters ; >t the most refiaed women seemed to find in all this 

He who afterwards becomes an Adulated Clergyman has probably an additional fascination. His sermons dealt in language 

a Xolkoy, with a wretSed but irresistible was at the same time plain and highly-ooloured. He d^WJ^ 

SliStS. me&, aul to defeulUself for so SLS^iT WeT He 

—since offences must come— should owe their con- f ^ v 

seguent pimighTnent to the unassisted efforts of /\ Ic^t church, atter shedding gallons of t^s ^d 

those whb hold rule, rather than to the calou- ^ ^ MW emptying their ^^Piatory 

lating interference of another boy, who, though ^ ^ 

he may have shared the offence, is unwOlMg to M ^awing-rooms, 

take his proportion of the result. A sneak, there- 

fore, has in all ages been invested with a badge of | > hy>oured oil into the wounds 

infamy, wMoh no amount of strictly scholastic he had mfiioted. Blow are you to-day ? he 

success has ever availed to remove from ]^ ,* , i would say, in 

and his fellows, recognising that he has saved his /J ueuralgia any better r And the dulness (« 

own skin at the expense of Iheirs, do their best II spirits r has mentation prevailed over it ? ^ 

to make up the difference to him in contempt and , me I it is the lot of the ^d to suffer, and silence, 

abuse. Schoolboys are not distinguished for a / / perhaps, were best. 

fastidious reticence. If they dislike, they never I j as a Eather Confessor of domestic troubles, and 

hesitate to say so, and they have a painfully persuades young marned women that their hus- 

downright way of giving reasons for their be- bands misunderstand them. , 

haviour, which is apt to jar on a temperament ; It is unnecessary to add that his subsonption- 

so sensitive that its owner always and only treads | hstsfiounshed, his bazaars prospered, his missm 

the path of high principle when self-interest and retreats overfiowed^nth feminine money, and 

points Mm in the same direction. __ _ , , . Church was overloaded ^th fioral tributes. 

The school career of the future pastor was not, therefore, a very] The brutal tribe of men, however, sneered at Mm, and perversely 
happy one, for at school ^ere are no feeble women to be captivated suspected Ms motives ; nor were they reconciled to him when they saw 
by hirirending revelations of a noble nature at wax with universal him relieving the gloom of a generally (so it was understood) ascetic 
wickedness, and aU but shattered by the assaults of an unfeeling existence by dining at a smart restaurant with a galaxy of devoted 
world, Nor, strange to say, do schoolmasters, as a rule, value the boy women, whom he proposed to conduct in person to a theatre. Such, 
whorangeshimself on their side in the eternal war between boys and then, is, or was, the Adulated Clerg 3 nnan. It is unnecessary to 
masters. However, he proceeded in due time to a University, There pursue Ms career further. Perhaps he quarrelled with Ms Bishop, 
he let it be known thatbis ultimate destination was the Church, but and unfrocked himself ; possibly he found himself in a Court of Law, 
he had Ms own method of qualifying for Ms profession. He was not where an unsympathetic jury recorded a painful verdict against Mm, 
afflicted with the possession of great muscular strength, or of a very 


robust health. Neither the river nor the footbaU-field attracted Mm. 
Cricket was a bore, athletic sports were a burden: the rough 
msTiTiers of the ordinary Undergraduates made Mm shudder. How- 
ever, since at College there are sets of all sorts and sizes, he soon 
managed to fashion for himself a little world of effete and mincing 


OUR BOOKING-OmCE, 

Mt faithful “ Co.” says he has been reading the latest novel by 
John STnANOB ’Wyntbr,” called. The Other MavUs Wife, as the 


idlers? who adored themselves even more than they worsMpped one Erench would observe, “ without pleasure.” As a rule he rather 


another. They drank deep from the well of modern French litera- enjoys the works of the Author of Bootless Baly, and other stones of a 
ture, and chattered interminably of Bichepin, Cut db Maupassant, semi-ladylike semi-military character ; but the newest tale is one too 
Paul Boxtruet, and the rest. They themselves were their own many for Mm. The “man” is amdxture of snob and cad,— say a 


mysticism, were xoo sacreu lor print, tnougn tney were sometimes uoustruotiuii, umerwise it is umiuiuu w auuuuub ioj. ujuo -*** 

adapted to and fluttering airs, and sung to sympatMsers in tense astonislment at inheriting a title from Ms cousin, and the fax- 
private. Most of these gentlemen were “ploughed” in their ex- fetched clearing up of a sensational West-End murder. My Co. 
amination, but the hero of tMs sketch secured his degree without fancies that the peerage given to the “man,” and vendetta of 
honours, and departed to read for the Church, the Polish Countess, both introduced rather late in Yol. II., must 

Soon afterwards he was ordained, was plunged rutMessly into an have been after-thoughts. However, the end of the story is both 
East-End parish, and dis^peared for a time tirom view. He novel and entertaining. The feeble, fickle heroine is made to 
emerged, after an interval of several years. The occasion was the marry, as her second husband, the man who (as an accessory after 
inaugurw meeting of a Guild for the Conversion of Musio-hall the fact) has been the murderer of her first I And the best of the 
Artistes, wMch is to this day spoken of amongst the irreverent as joke is— she does not know it I My “ Co. ” has also been 
the Song and Sermon Society. The sensation of the meeting was amused by a brightly-written Novel, in one volume, called .4 
caused by the fervent speech of a clergyman, who announced that he from the Bush* Mr. E. W. Hohnuno evidently knows Ms sitoject 
Mmself had been for scane monfiis a professional Yariety Singer, well, and has caught the exact tone, or rather nasal twang of our 
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AnstraJian eonsins. My “Ck). B&ys that “the Bride’’ is'!a par^ 
tioxilarly pleasant young p^on, thanks to her youth, good:,heart, 
and beauty. However, it is questionable— -taking her as a sample— 
whether her “people” would “pan out” quite so satisfaetorily. 
On the whole it would seem that Australians who have ^^made 
their pHe” by buying and selling land are better at a distance— say 
as Al^rigines I 

It is also the opinion of my faithful “ Co.”^ that the Clarendon 
Press series of Rulers of India, has never eontained a better volume 
than the Life of Mayojj^ work recently contributed by the Editor, 

. Sir Wtt.ttath: w iisoir Hi/i^xjua. Admirably written, the book gives 
in the pleasantest form imagmable, a most eventful chapter in the 
History of Hindostan. But more, the pages have a pathetic personal 
intere^, as the mbject of the memoir was for many years misunder- 
stood, and consequently ^misrepresented. Even the London Charivari 
was unfair to the great Earl, but as Sir Wtttjaw hastens to say, “ at 
his death'stoodhrst in its generous acknowledgment of his real dessert, 
as it had led the dropping fire of raillery three years before.” The 
author has, by pubHslung this most welcome addition to a capitally 
edited series, added yet another item to the long list of services he 
has rendered to our Empire in the distant East. 

Since Miss EiOBEisrcB "WAJacEN’s JECouse on the Marsh, says the 
Baron, I have not read a more exciting tale than the same authoress’s 
Rretty Mies Smith, It should be swallowed right ofE at a sitting, 
for if your inter^t in it is allowed to cool during an interval, you 
may jGind it a little difficult to get up the steam to the high-pressure 
point necessary for ^^e real enjoyment of a sensational story. 

The Bahok he Book-Woeme, 


SILENT SHAKSPEAEE. 

Dbah Me. Editoe, 

The great success that has attended the production of 
L Enfant Frodigue at the Prince of Wales’s Theatre has encouraged 
me to make a suggestion in the cause of En|rlish Art. Why not 
Shahseeabe in dumb show ? The Bard himself introduced it in “ The 
Play Scene.” Allow me to suggest it thus : — 

Scene— .4 more remote part of the Rl^orm in Elsinore Castle, 
Enter Cf^HOST j then mvTjpr. 

Samlet {in dumb show), “Where wilt thou lead me? Speak I” 
{In dumb show,) “ I ’ll go no farther.” 

Ghost, by kissing his hand towards the horizon, shows that his hour 
is almost come, when he is bound to render himself to sulphurous and 
tormenting fames. The latter part of his description is composed of 
1 his shrinking about the stage, as if suffering from intense heat, 

ELamlet buries his face %n his hands, and sobs pitifully, expressing 
“ Alas, poor Glhost I ” 

Ghost repudiates compassion by turning up his nose, and throwing 
forward his hands ; and then, by pointing from his mouth to his ear, 
demands TTatvtt.bt’s serious attention, 

Hamlet touches his own lips, points to Ghost, slaps his heart, and 
bows, intimating that the Ghost is to “Speak!” and he is “bound 
to hear.” 

Ghost explains that he is his father^ s spirit by stroking JTaxt-ut’s 
face, and then his own, and jthen shrinks about the stage to weird 
music, descriptive of his prison-house. He concludes by appealing to 
Hatvtovt’s love for him by pressing his clasped hands to his own 
heart, and then pointing towards the left-hand side of his son, 

Hamlet jerks his hands passionately upwards, as if saying, ** Oh 
Heaven I” 

Ghost then asks for revenge by touching his dagger, and pointing 
towards the sky. He acts the murder in the garden, showing the 
serpent who stung him by gliding about the stage on his chest, like 
the boneless man. He shows his murderer to be of his own blood 
by walking up and down as himself, and then in the same way, 
but with a slight limp, as if he were his brother, 

Handet might here exhibit “ ZadkieVs Almanack ” as “ prophetic,” 
and slap the sole of his shoe for “ soul; ” for “my Uncle ” it would 
be sufficient to ^oduce a pawnbroker's ticket:— Oh. my prophetic 
scull Mine Uncle I” 

Then the Ghost in gregt detail acts the murder in the orchard, 
imitating the apples and the singing Jbirds, the setting sun, ^c,, ^c. 
He shows the composition of the poison after its plucking from a 
hush, and its arrived in .the lahoraiory. He represents the actual 
pouring of the poison in his ear. He hints too (6y suggesting the 
action of the bell-ringer) that he was never really mourned, and 
concludes a most spirited Ballet d Action by a rapid sketch of the 
paling of the ineffectual fires of the glow-worm. As he leaves to the 
music of “Then you’ll Eemember Me,” TrA-wrT.TJ!T imitates eock- 
j crow, which brings the entertaimnenf to an appropriate termination, 

^ Surely this would he an improvement u^n the conventional read- 
inr f Id. this ease where speech is silvern, rilenoe would be golden. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday, — Faust and Eoremost. Miss Eames better even than 
she was last week. ISTeh he EeszkI: not so diabolical a Mephis- 
topheles as M. Maueel. 

KbDDY BESZKt 
Kot BO goblineske, 

and a stouter sort of demon, but of course a diable,^^ 

Wednesday, — RomSo et Julietta, Jaoh and IS'ed he EeszkiI 
Romio and The Friar, Why the waltz alone, ^ which onght to be 
on every organ besides Miss Eahes’s, but which, strange to say, 



Cards held by Bmriolanus Operaticus. 

isn’t thoroughly popular, should be enough to make an Opera ; but it ’s 
like the proportion of one swallow in the composition of a summer, 
and, however well sung, it does not do everything. It ’s a dull 
Opera. 

Thursday, — Carmen again. House not immense. Persons “of 
note ” chiefly on the stage. Jxhia same as before ; therefore refer 
to previous notice. Cab and carriage service after the theatres 
everywhere wants reforming altogether. We may not be worse ofE 
than in any other capital of Europe, but we ought to be far ahead 
of them. 

Somebody or other complained of my writing “ Glijok” instead of 


: some Manager wiU take the matter up, 

always yours sincerely, A Dtjhb W 


son’s Libretto Books ” and ask him to take the dotlets off the “ h ” 
in GLiicK. I wonder if my Btrongly-speotaole’d fault-finder writes 
the name of Handel correctly ? I dare say so correct a person never 
falls into any sort of error; or if he does, never admits it. I like it 
done down to dots, as “Handel,” myself ; it looks so uncommonly 
learned. 

Saturday, — Tarmhduser, Full and appreciative house to welcome 
the rentrie of Madame Ajubani, who was simply perfection and the 
perfection of simplicity as the self-sacrificing heroine Elizabeth, 
Prom a certain Wagnerian-moral point of view, no better imper- 
sonator,— dramatically at least, if not operatioally,— of the sensual 
Palstaffiau Knight could he found than Signor Peeotti ; andjfoom 
every point of view, no finer representation of the Cyprian Yenus 
than Mile. Sotta Eavogli. M. Maoeel was admirable in every 
way as the moral Wolframo, and Signor Abeamoee the gravest of 
Landgraves. The fall title of this Opera shoold be Tannhduser ; or. 
The Story of a Bard who sang a questionable kind of Song in the 
highest Society, and what came of it, 

Pine effect at end of Pirst Act, when prancing steeds, with second- 
hand park-hack saddles, at qoite half-a-crown an hour, are brought 
in, and, on a strikiag tableau of bold but impeconious warriors re- 
fusing to mount, the Curtain descends. 

Then what pleasure to see Alhani-EKzabeth receiving the guests 
in Act II., varying the courtesies with an affectionate embrace when- 
ever a paitieolar mend among the ladies-of-the-oourt-chqrua came j 
in view. My Lobd Cttaiwbeelatn, viewing the scene from his private | 
box, must have picked up many a hint for Court etiquette from 
studying this remarkable scene. Then how/familiar to us aU is the 
arrangement of the bards all id a row, like our old f rieuds the 
Christy Minstrels, Tannhduser being the Tamhourine, and Wolfram 
tixeBonesl Qiaming. Great success. Eepeat it by aE means. 





CHIVALRY AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 

" Not^CSook, Jtrsx row look hebb 1 Look at that Pmob of Baooh I ’vb jitst oivBisr tottb Mistkess 1 It ’s thb Thiokbbt and 
woEsr otrr I xyeb axw m my Life I — Ajn> this Fieoe I 'm jfst going to take Myself is oifzr a littls setter j** 


“PLEASE GIVE ME A PENNY, SIRT 

A New Song to an Old Tune, 
,Poor Income-Tax Fayer^ loquitur 

Please giye me a Penny, Sir I 
My hope is almost dead ; 

You hold the swag in that Hack bag, 
And high you lift your hiwid. 

Some years I haye been asMug this, 
But no one heeds my plea. 

Will you not giye me something then, 
This year, good Mster Q-, ? 

Oh I please giye me a Penny I 

Please giye me a Penny, Sir 1 
You won^t say “no” to me, 

Because I ’m poor, and feel the pinch 
Of dreadM “ Schedule D ” I 

so high-dried, and so correct. 
So honest and austere I 
Bemember the full ** Tanner,” Sir, 

I Ve stumped up year by year, 

And please giye me a Penny I 

giye me a Penny, Sir I 
My Income is but small. 

And the hard Tax laid on our backs 
I should not pay at all. 

But I ^m too feeble to resist, 

And do not like to lie : 

A^ Sixpence, under Schedule D, 
Torments me till I cry, 

Bo please giye me a Penny, Sir ! 

CoMols, or Biyidends, or Bents, 

Bon't interest me much ; 

Oosohens,” reduced or otherwise. 

Are things Jmay not touoh. 


Two hundred pounds per year, all told, 
Leayes little room for “ exes ; ” 

And ’tisu’t only public men 
That “ lack of pence ” much yexes. 

So please giye me a Penny, Sir I 

The mysteries of High Finance 
I don’t presume to plumb ; 

So year by year my back they shear. 
Sure that they ’ll find me dumb. 

But the oft-trodden worm will turn ; 

“ Bemand Notes ” neyer slack ; 

And “ Schedule D ” fast at twice three. 
Breaks the wage-earner’s back. 

So please giye me a Penny, Sir I] 

The moneyed swells who make * * returns,” 
Much at their own sweet will, 

Bon’t gauge the poor clerk’s scanty purse. 
The RTnall shopkeeper’s tiB, 

How hard ’tis to make both ends meet, 
When hard tinges tightly nip ; 

Or how small incomes sorely feel 
The annual sixpenny dim ' 

So please giye me aPenny, Sir I 

Please giye me a Penny, Sir I 
’Tis heard on eyery side, 

Mutiered by poyerty’s pinched lip, 

Silent so long — ^from pride. 

Ah ! listen to their plea^gs. Sir, 

^d pity the true poor, 

Whose life is one long fight to keep 
The wolf from the house-door. 

Oh, please giye me a Penny, Sir 1 

“ Boose m BnBE.”~Br. Bobson Boose has 
returned to town after a trip to Madeira. 


“SWEET STBIFE.” 

By an Unionist M,F, 

When Parnixl ’s mocked by Ke4lt, 

In strident yoice and squealy ; 

When Hwat.x’s snubbed by Paknell, 

In yoice as from the charnel — 

I imderstand the windy 
Wild charm of Wagnee’s shindy. 
Biscord may be melodious. 

When Harmony sounds odious ; 

Than Israfel more dear is 
Old Erin’s latest Fris ! 

THE liY-KEBBECr EFIBR. 

It was once said that Pianos may now be 
had on “Mooee and Mooeb” easy terms 
every day. Mrs. Waxtee found that those 
easy terms inyolyed such pleasures as 
returning the instrument she had paid many 
instalments on, getting an order from the 
masterful Mr. Commissioner Kfue to pay 
costs as well, and committal to prison for 
toee weeks on ^e ohuge of “contempt of 
Co^t”--for disobeying an order which 
Jusnces Smith and Oeanxham declare the 
genial Commissioner had no sort of right to 
makein 

If this is the “ hire-purchase system,” a 
piano -less life is infimtely preferable to 
braymg its mauif old perils and penalties. 
Easy terms, indeed? Yes, — about as “easy” 
^ serrated oyster- 
knife I Mrs. Waltee’s fate should be a 
warning to would-be piano-purchasers, and, 
Mr, Punch would fain hope, to exacting 
System-workers and arbitrary Commindoners. 
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POB BETTEB OE WOESE ! 

(Two Views of the Same Sul^ect,) 

Possible Eomanctb. 

Scene— ^ Dungeon beneath the Castle Moat ^ Wife 
chained to a postf with bread and water beside her^ 
Dnter Susband^ with caUf ^nine-tails* 

Husband, And now, after ten days’ seclnsion, will you 
make over your entire property to me, signing the deed 
with your life’s blood ? 

Wife (in a feeble voice), ]S‘everI Ton may kill me, 
but I will defy you to tiie last I 

Husband, Then die! 

\_He is about to leave the dungeon^ when he is met 
by a Messenger from the Court of Appeal, 

Messenger, In the name of the Law, release your 
prisoner I 

Husband, Foiled I 

{*foy 0 / Wife, and tableau^ as the Curtain falls, 
Peobable Reality, 

Scene — The Door of a Fashionable Church, Wife 
bidding adieu to Husband, 

Husband, Surely, now that my name and fortune axe 
yours, you will reconsider your decision, and at least 
accompany me back to our wedding breakfast ? 

Wife (in a firm voice), Kever I You may kill me, but 
I will defy you to the last I 

Husband, This is rank nonsense ! You must take my 
arm, 

[He is about to leave the Church-porch^ when he is 
met by a Messenger from the Court of Appeal, 

Messenger, In the name of the Law, release your 
prisoner I 

Husband, Sold! [Joy of Wife, and tableau^ as the 
Curtain falls, 

‘‘what’s in a name?” 

The “ Cony ” is feeble, the Bear ’s a rough bore. 

But Conybeabe’s both, and perhaps a bit more ! 


.mM. 










Smaet Hew Boy in Oloau-Room has noted Gentlemen sHcrxxiNa tip theik 
Obush BLats, and peomptly plattbnb Db Jones's Best Silk Toppbb 1 


THE OTHER MAN. 

My health is good, I know no pain, 

I am not married to a wife ; 

From'aJl accounts I’m fairly sane, 

And yet I ’m sick to death of life. 

The path that leads 
wealth and 

! ■ L , Caimotbe traversed 

YjKK '/.Ijtlll tSkshard 

Because a* spectre 

1 m ^ i bars the way, 

\ m m 1 terrors such 

Away from which 
thecMldrenran; 

It’s hot the Bogey, but it is 

The Other Man. 

I met A girl, die seemed to be 
A kMd p£ vision from above. 

She wasn’t— but, alas 1 for me, 

I weakly went and fell in love. 

Her father was a mUlionnairey 
Which didn’t make me love her less. 

I thought her guite beyond compare, 

And gave long odds she ’danswer “Yes,” 

She thrilled me with each lovdy look 
She gave me from behind her fan. 

She took my heart, and then she took— 

The Other Man. 

Farewell to Love ! I thought I ’d try 
to get a post ; 

!Oie Mary was not too high, 

TwoJ^xmdred pounds a-year at most. 

Committeem^ in conclave sat, 

Thdr questions all were cut and dried : 


Oh,wasIthis? Anddidithat? . 
And twenty thousand things beside— 

As did I smoke ? and could I play 
At golf ? or did I get the gout ? 

And— most important— could I say 
My mother knew that I was out ? 

Then two were chosen. ’ Should I “ do ” ? 

Perhaps !— and, just as I began 
To hope, of course they gave it to 
The Other Man. 

All uselessly I ’ve learnt to swear 
And use expressions that are vile ; 

In vain, in vain I ’ve torn my hair 
In quite the most artistic style. 

Yet one thing would I gladly learn— 
Yes, tell me quickly, if you can— 

Shan I he also, in my turn, 

The Other Man ? 


THE KEX TO A LOCK. 

[“A lock of *B hair, set in a small gold- 

rimmed case, and said to be an ancient family 
poBseBsion, was knocked down for forty ponnds.”] 

Take yonder lock of tangled hair, 

A silver seamed with sable, 

Dim harbinger from dreamland fair 
Of reverie and fable ; 

Yes, grandson mine, the treasure take, 

A trinket loved; if little, 

And wear it, tohng, for my sake, 

In yonder locket brittle ; 

Small, as my banker’s balance, small 
Ana faint— a touching token ; 

My luck, the lock, the locket, all 
^em, child, a l^e hrokmi. 

Investments, boy, are looking glum ; 

They flit and fode ; in flAe a 


Not inconsiderable sum 
Has gone to— Argentina, 

Nay, chide me not ; one day, refilled 
By these, may shine your jpooket, 

And Fortune’s resurrection gild 
The lock within the locket. ' 

Because, yon see, when strong and sage 
Yon grow, and all the serried 
Lights of the great Yictorian age 
With me are quenched and buried ; 

When other men in other days 
Walk paramount— then shall you 
Submit the thing to such as praise 
The Past, its relics value. 

The curl was worn, you’ll teU your friends, 
By Teinjnyson or BEOWNiNa 
(The detail of the name depends 
On who is worth renowning). 

You ’ll vaunt that one who knew the grand 
Yictorian Stars, and rather 
Deserved himself to join the band 
(In fact your father’s father). 

Who, past expression, loved whate’er 
The market cottons then to, 

Committed to your childish care 
This genuine memento. 

You ’U catalogue it, as befalls 
Your choice, my little gran’son ; 

You ’ll bear it to the deathless haUs 
Of Chhistie, Woods, and Manson. 

So, when the fateful hammer sounds. 

And you have cashed in rhino 
A cheque for, haply, forty pounds. 

You ’ll bless your graudsire, I know ; 

Who, while Ms fortunes failed, and much 
. Was life!a horizon o’ercast, 

Created souvenirs with such 
A ke^, eommeroial forecast. 
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BACCHUS OUTWinED; OR, THE TRIUMPH OF SOBRIETY. 

ffOTtt fowndcdL &oid&tu^ gwen defore^ the Select 

Oomrrdttee upon I)r(m^dri7ikmg*) 

“I BEALLT iliiTiTr the expeiimeiit shotdd be made,” '‘said the 
Professor. “ Our knowledge on the subject is so imperfect, that 
nothing definite can be accurately pronounced.” 

“True enough,” replied one' of his fiiends; “but although the 
end to be attained is excellent, may not the means be termed by the 
scrupulous ‘questionable?’” ^ ^ . 

“By the oyer-scrupulous, perhaps,” returned the Professor, with 
a smile. 

“ And the expense,” observed a second of his intimates, “ will be 
no small consideration. If we put '&e matter to a thorough test, 
a large quantity — a very large quantity of the necessai^ liquid will 
have to be purenased and disposed of. Am I not right in hazarding 
tbi« supposition ? ” 

“Undoubtedly,” responded the ProfeMor, “.and the cost will be 
eirbanced by the fact tlmt the necessarylliquids will have to be of the 
best possible quality. As Dr. Pavet observed before the Committee 
‘It is not the alcohol in itself that is injurious, but the by-products.’ 
Our aim must be to eliminate the by-products.” 

“ I jibinlr the idea first-rate,” said the third friend ; and then he 
paused and added, seemingly as an after-thought, ‘‘ Pass the bottle.” 

So the Professor and his three companions decided to make the 
investigation in the cause of scientific research. It was resolv^ 
that amr a week they should meet again, and that in the meanwhile 
th ey should in their own persons carry on the expenznent contmuously. 
When this had been arranged the friends parted comply. 

At the appointed time^tiie contemplated gathering became a 
concrete fact. The Professor’s friends were the first to appeiff at the 
rendezvous. They were unsteady as to their gait^ their neckties were 
in disorder and their hair falling carelessly over their eyes, added a fresh 
impediment to an eyesight that seemingly was temporarily defective. 
They into three chairs regarding one another with a smile that 
gradually resolved itself into a frown. Then they filled up the pause 
caused by the non-appearance of the Professor by weeping silently. 
Their emotion was not of long duration, as the originator of the ex- 
periment was^ i^n in their midst. He seemed to be in excellent 
health and spirits. 

“ My dear friend,” he said, and it was notio^ble that he was prone 
to clip his words, and to use the singular, in lieu of the plural, when 
the latter would have been more conventional, “My dear friend, 
glad see you alL Hope you welL” ^ . 

TTia comrades received the weU-meaut greeting with a resentful 
frown, which ended iu further weeping. ^ 

“ This very painful,” continued the Professor, resting his hand 
somewhat heavily on the back of a chair; “ve^ painful indeed 1 
Fact is, you been taking wrong things 1 ” 

TTta mends sorrowfuSy shook their heads negatively. 

“ Yes you have ! Sure of it 1 You, Sir— imbibed whiskey Ho 
harm in good wMskey — expdlent thing, good whiskey 1 But inju- 
riverius — should say, injurious— if has too much flavour of malt ! 
Your whiskey too much flavour of malt! You took brandy— bad 
brandy — too much taste of jpapes I You took rum— bad rum— too 
much mo — mo — molasses I How I took all three — whiskey, brandy, 
rum, but pure— no by-products. Ho, not atalL Eesultl Seel 
Sober as judge I” , ^ - 

And, succumbii^ to’ a sudden desire for slumber, the Professor, at 
this point of his discourse, joined his friendsjiunder the table I 

LEAVES EEOM A CANDIDATE'S DTAET. 

March 20. “ George Hotel/* Arrived here yesterday 

afternoon. Mother made up her mind to come with me, being very 
anxious, she said, to hear one of my splendid speeches.^ She brought 
luggage enough to last for a week, and insisted on taking her poodle 
CarlOf who was an awful n^iisaTice, in the train. He growled 
horribly at old TouAmi and Biissop when they came to see me at 
the Hotel before dinner. Very awkward. Tollaot wmited to put 
before me the state of the case with regard to registration expenses. 
The upshot was that the Candidate is expected to subscribe £80 a 
ear to the Association for this purpose, which I eventually agreed to 
o. Found fourteen letters waiting for me. Ho. 1 was from 
Miss PosERj the Secretary of the Billsbi^ Women’s SufiErage 
League, askmg me to receive a smnll deputation on the question, imd 
to lay my views before them. Ho. 2 from the Anti-Vaccination 
League, stating that a deputation had been appointed to meet me, in 
order to learn my views, and requesting me to fix a date. Ho. 3 and 
Ho. 4, from two local lodges of Oddfellows, each declaring it to be of 
the highest importance that I should become an Oddfellow and pro- 
posing dates for my initiation. Hos. 5, 6 and 7 were from Secretaries 
of fimds for the restoration or building of Churches and Chapels, 

ffi liT»g for subscriptions. Hos. 8, 9, and 10, from three more local 
^t Clubs, who have elected me an Honorary Member, and want 



CYCLING NOTES. 


ffe, “ Do YOU BEI.ONO TO TBB PSYOHIOAL SOCIETY 1 ” 

She, “ Ho ; but 1 sometimes go out ok my Brothee*s Maohike 1 ” 

subscriptions. Ho. 11 from a Children’s Meat Tea Fund. ^ Ho. 12 
asked me to subscribe to a Bazaar, and to attend its opening in June, 
Ho. 13, from the local Fire Brigade, and Ho. 14 from the Secretary 
of the Local l^ciety for improving the Breed of Bullfinches, recom- 
mending this “national object” to my favourable notice. Shall 
have to keep a Secretary, likewise a book of accounts. Where is it 
all going to end ? 

The Mass Meeting went ofE well enoup:h. The Assembly Booms 
were crammed. (The Meteor says, with its usual accuracy and good 
taete^ “The attendance was small, the proceedings were dull. 
A wonderful amount of stale Jingoism was afterwards swept up 
by the caretakers from the floor. Our Ckinservative friends are so 
wastrful.”) I was adopted ea Candidate almost TmaTiimo^ly, only 
ton hands being held up against me. One or two questions were 
asked— one about local option, which rather stumped me— but I 
maTiaged to express great sympathy with the Temperance party 
without, I hope, ofEending publicans. 

Carlo somehow or other got out of the hotel and followed us to the 
meeting without being noticed. Poodles are all as ouTiTiiiig as Old 
Hick, He lay quite low in some comer or other, until Colonel 
ChoufT'U was in the middle of a tremendous appeal to “ Ihe stain- 
less banner which ’as so often been borne to triumph by BiUsburyf s 
embattled chivalry.” The Colonel thumped on the table veiry hard, 
and C7aWa, I suppose, had his eye on him and thought he was going 
to thump me. At ai^ rate he sprang out and dash^ at the Colonel, 
barking furiously. 1 had to seize him and take him outside. The 
Colonel turned quite pale. The Meteor says : “ The war-like ardour 
which bums in the breast of Colonel Cho'RFt.tb was well-nigh ex- 
tinguished by an intelligent dog, whose interruptions provoked 
immense appBiuse.” I had to apologise profusely to the Colonel 
afterwards. Mrs. Chobxle looked daggers at me. Mother was 
. delightod with the meeting. She has written about it to Aunt 
IAmetta. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED EEOM THE DIARY OP TORT, K.P. 

Souse of Commons^ Monday Nighty April 13. — So longr since pojd 
SxAiRSiSGR parted company from Ricnr Ann Q-rosybrob that ^ he 
forgets menners and cnstoms of Honse of Commons. Hot oeing^ 
satisfied with choice made by Committee of Selection of certain 
Members on Committee dealing with Railway -Rates and Charges, 
Staebbuxse writes peremptory letter ^ to Chairman, girog ;him 
severe wigging; correspondence gets into newspapers; Honse of 
Commons, naturally enough, very angry. Not gomg to wand 
this sort of thing from a mere Peer, even though he be Ch^- 
man of North-Western Railway. Talk of making it case of privi- 
lege. Sort of thing expected to be taken up from Front Bench, 
or by Whitbbbap, or some other Member of standing. Some- 
how, whilst thing being thought over and talked about, Sexton 
underkikes to see it tiuough. As soon as ^uestions^ over to- 
night, rises from below Gangway, and in his comically impressive 
manner, announces intention of ^ putting certam questions to J ohn 
Mowbbat, Chairman of Committee of Selection. Ordmary man 
would have put his questions and sat down. ^ But this a great 
occasion for Sexton. Domestic diffioulties in Irish Party kept him 
away from Westminster for many weeks. ^No opportunity for 
Windbag to come into action; now m the time, as champion of 
' " ^es of House of Commons. Position one of some dij0&oulty. 

* -I- 1 . 1 _ 1 ixT 


Not intending to conclude with a Motion, he would be out of order m 
Tnaking a speech. Could only ask question. Question couldn* t p ossibly 
extend over two minutes ; two mmutes, nothing with the Windbag 
full, bursting after compulsory quiescence since Parliament opened. 

Sexton m^iTiaged admirably ; kept one ey e o n SpicATrnra, who 
from time to time moved uneasily m chair. Whenever he looked 
like going to interrupt, Sexton lapsed into injbirogatory, which put 
biTm ia order ; then went on again, patronisdng Jobn Mowbbat, 
posing as champion of privileges of House, and so thoroughly enjoying 
himself, that only a particularly cantankerous person could have 
complained. Still, it was a little long. ^^Tlns isn’t Sexton’s 
funeral, is it ?” Habcottbt asked, in loud^whisper. 

“No,” said Campbell- Banneux an; “it was meant to be 

Stalbbibge’s ; but I fancy 
Sexton wiU save him from 
full inconvenience of the cere- 
mony.” 

So it turned out; House 
tired of business long before 
Windbag Sexton had blown 
himself out. Poor John Mo w- 
BBAX admittedly fiabber- 
ghasted by the interminable 
string of questions under 
which Sexton had tried to 
disguise his speech. Stal- 
BBXDQE got off without direct 
censure, and Donald Cam- 
ebon abruptly turned the con- 
versation m the direction of 
Opium. 

JBtmness done. — In Com- 
mittee on Irish Laud BUI. 

Sousa of Zords, Tuesday. 
— Lords met to-night after 
Easter Recess ; come together 
with a feeling that since last 
they met a gap been Inade in 
their ranks that can never be 
filled. The gentle Gbanvillb’s 
seat is occupied by another. 
Never more will the Peers look 
upon his kindly face, or hear 
his lispmg voice uttering bright thoughts in exquisite phrase. 

TTrivrREBLET sits where he was wont to lounge. K. a good safe 
man ; one of the rare kind whose reputation stands highest with the 
innermost circle of those who work and live with him. To the out- 
side world, the man in the street, Kttmtieblbt is an expression ; some 
not quite sure whether he isn’t a territory in South Africa. Anown 
in the Lords, of course ; listened to wi& respect, much as Hallam’s 
Constitutional Sistory of England is occasionally read. But when to- 
night he rises from Gbanvixle’s seat and n^es a speech that, with 
readjustment of circumstance, Gbanyhxe himself would have made, 
an assembly not emotional feels with keen pang how much it has lost. 

The Mauttiss should be here. Perhaps for himself it is as well 
he ’s away. To him, more than anyone else in the Honse, the newly 
filled space on the Bench opposite is of direful import* > The Mabittss 



A CaxaeroiL Man. 


has no peer now Gbanvhle is gone ; the two were in all charac- 
teristics and mental attitudes absolutely opposed, and. yet, like oil 
and vmegar, the miTing peiffected the salad, of debate. The 
lumbering figure of the black-visaged Marquis at one side of the 


table talking at large to the Honse, but with his eye fixed on 
GBAimxLE ; at the other, the dapper figure, with its indescribahle 
air of old-fashioned gentiemaTibood, the light of his smile shed 
impartially on the benches opposite, hut his slight how reserved for 
the Mabth-pis, as, leaning across the table, he pinked him under the 
fifth rib with glittering rapier— this is a sight that will never more 
gladden the eye in the Honse of Lords. Gbanvillb was the comple- 
ment of the Mabktss ; the Mabtiss was to Gbanvillb an incentive 
to his hitter-sweetness. Never again will they meet to touch shield 
with lance across the table in the Lords. Ltcidas is dead, not ere 
his prime, it is true ; 

“ But, 0 the heavy change, now thou art gone, 

Now thou art gone, and never must return ! ” 

It seemed in stumbling inadequate phrase that Cbanbbooe, 
Ftt^beblet, Debbt, and Selbobne strummed their lament. But, 
speaking from different points of view, without pre-concert, they 
struck the same chord in recognising the ever unruffled gentleness of 
the nature of Ltcidas— a gentleness not horn of weakness, a sweet- 
ness of disposition that did not unwholesomely cloy. Only Mr. G. 
could have fitly spoken the eulogy of Gbanvhle. After him, the 
task belonged to the Mabeiss, and it was a 
pity that circumstances prevented his un- 
dertaking it. Business done. — ^Irish Land 
Bill in Commons. 

Wednesday. Fox turned up to- 
day, unexpectedly. So did Maxjbice 
Hbat.t, even more unexpectedly. Irish 
Sunday Closing Bill under discussion. 

Great bnlk of Irish Members in favour of it. 

First note of discord introduced by Wind- 
bag Sexton. Belfast Publicans, who find 
their business threatened, insist that he shall 
opj^ose the Bill; does so accordingly, sepa- 
rating himself from his party. Brer Fox 
quickly seized the opportimity ; he, too, on 
tile side of the Fnbucans, who hold the 
purse, and, money (like some of their cus- 
tomers) is tight. So Pabnell lavishly com- 
pliments Windbag Sexton on his ‘‘large 
and patriotic view” ; hisses out his scorn 
for the Liberal Party ; declares that Ire- 
land abhors the measure, which he calls 
a New Coercion Bill. 

Then, from bench below him, uprises a 
bent, sught figure, looking less like a man 
of war tiian most things. A low, quiet 
voice, sounds clearly through the Honse, 
and Mr. Maurice Heat.t is discovered 
denying Brer Fox’s right to speak on this 
or any other public question for the con- 
stituency of Cork. 

“If he has any doubt on this subject,” the mild-looking young 
man oontinned, “let him keep the promise he made to me about 
contesting the seat.” 

That was all ; only two sentences ; hut the thundering cheers that 
rai^ through Honse told how they had gone home. 

Business done. — Irish Sunday Closing Bill read Second Time. 

JFViiday. — Gbandolbh looked in for few 
minutes before dinner. A little difflouHy with 
doorkeeper. So disguised under beard, that 
failed to recognise Mm; thought he was a 
stranger, bound for the Gallery. But when 
Gbandolph turned, and glared on him, saw Ms 
mistake as in a fiash of lightning* 

“Same eyes, anyhow,” said Mr. Jabb^t’T, 
getting back to the safety of Ms chair with 
alacrity. 

Gbandolph sat awhile in comer seat, stroking 
his heard, to the^Tnauifest chagrin of his jilted 
moustache. 

“ Awfully duR,” he said. “ Glad I ’m off to 
other climes ; don’t know whether I shall come 
hack at all. If Mashonalaud wants a Xing, and 
insists upon my accepting the Crown, not sure 
I shall refuse.” 

“ Gbandolph seems Mpped,” said Wabinu, 
watching Mm as he swung through the Lobby* 
“It’s the heard. Never been me same man 
since he grew it. 

“ There was a Young Man with a beard, 

‘Who said, ^It is jpt as I feared ! . i 
Two Owls and a Hen, four teks and a Wren, 
^ Have aU built their nests in my beard.’ 

Committee on Irish Land Rill 

Dropping into Poetry, again* 



“ The mildest-mannered 
Man.” 
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60N&3 OF TTTR: UN-SEOTIMENTALTST. 

A Dustman’s Silent Tbab. 

I KNOW not how that Dastman stirred 
He may have failed to caU. when due : but he— 

My breast being charged with economic nre,— 

Was mulcted of his cnstomary fee, 

I was informed, at jSlrst he did not seem 
To grasp the cruel sense of what he heard, 

But asked, “ Wot 's this ’ere game ? ” as if some dream 
Of evil portents aU his pulses stirred : 

Kien, muttering, he turned, and went his way 
Dej ected, broken ! I had stopped his beer ! 

Ab I from that Dustman who,^ alas I can say 
I did not wring a sad and silent tear I 


I thought the matter o’er. I vowed no more. 

That I with grief would moisten any eye ; 
Henceforth, whene’er that Dustman passed my door. 
Upon his beer he faiew he could rely I 
Nay more ! For never heeding if my bin 
Were full or empty, I that Dustman hailed ; 

TTia grateful smile my one desire in win ;j 
I felt I could not help it if I failed. 

Twice every week he came,— his twopence drew : 

That Dustman seemed to brighten with his beer. 
And, if he wept, thank Heaven, at least I knew 
With joy, not grief, he shed his silent tear! 


LEMES FROM A CANDIDATE'S DIARY. 

[CONTINUBB.] 

Thursday f April 16, — On looking through my book I find thatT 
am now a member of ten Billsbury Cricket Clubs, to most of which 
I am a Yice-President. Not bad, considering that my average in my 
last year at school was four, and that I 
didn’t play more than half-a-dozen times 
at Oxford. Toixajco) says there are many 
more Foot-baU. Clubs than Cricket Clubs 
— a pleasant prospect for me in the 
Autumn. Have also had to subscribe 
to six Missions of various kinds, four 
Easter Monday Fetes, six: Friendly 
Societies, three Literary and Scientific 
Institutes, five Temperance Associations, 
four duoit Clubs, two SwirmniTig Clubs, 
seven Sunday Schools, five Church or 
Chapel Building Funds, three Ornithological Societies, two Christian 
Young Men’s Associations, “toee Children’s Free Dinner Funds, one 
Angling Association, not to speak of Fire Brigade, Dispensaries, and 
Brass Bands. Have also given a Prize to be shot for by Yolunteers, 
as Chubson gives one every year. What with £80 subscription to 
the Registration Fund, things are beginniTig to mount up pretty 
considerably. , . . 

Have spoken at three meetings since the Mass Meeting. Tolland 
said, You needn’t refer to Sir Thomas C:B^so]sr yourself. Leave 
our people to do that. They enjoy that kind of Ithing, and know 
how to do it,” They do, indeed. At our last ’meeting, Hollbbone, 
the Secretary of the Junior Conservative Club, went on at him for 
twenty minutes in proposing resolution of confidence in me. “Sir 
Thomas,” he said, “ tjQks of his pledges. The less Sir Thomas says 
about them the better. I can’t walk out anywhere iu BillsbuTy for 
two minutes without tripping over the broken fragments of some of 
Sir Thomas’s pledges. It ’s getting qpite dangerous. Sir Thomas, 
they say, made himself. It’s a pity ne couldn't put in a little con- 
sistency when he was engaged on the job. We don’t want^ any 
purse-proud Radical knights to represent us. We want a straight- 
forward man, who says what he means ; and you’ll agree with me, 
fellow-townsmen, that we’ve got one in ‘our eloquent and popular 
young Candidate.” 

This went down very weU. Next day, however, the Meteor 
“parallel-columned” Sir Thomas Chubson’s career and mine. 
Mine occupied six fines ; Sir Thomas’s “ Life of honourable and self- 
sacrificmg industry” ran to nearly a column. “ It wiU be observed;” 
said the Meteor, “ that there^ is a good deal of blank space in 
Mr. Pattlb’s comparative career ; but this no doubt recommends 
him to his Conservative Mends, who are quite equal to filling it 
brilliantly with their imaginative rhetoric about his chances of 
success.” 

Primrose Day, the day after to-morrow. We’re going to have a 
great demoiwtration at Billsbury. Mother is going down with me 
to-morrow. 

AprU^Oth, George JToteV^ BUlslury^’—Tkao Demonstration yester- 
day was a splendid success. At ten o’clock m the morning the Conserva- 



tive Bandlmarched up to the Hotel and played patriotic ws under 
the window. Mother and I drove to the Beaconsfield Club m an open 
carriage and pair, escorted by the band. Mother’s bonnet ww aR 
primroses, and sue carried an immense bouquet of theuL Carlo 
came with us and sat on the back-seat. His collar was stuck luU 
of primroses, and small bunches, were tied on to the tufts on Ms back 
and at the end of Ms tail. I wore a buttonhole of primroses, and 
carried a huge primrose wreath to be placed round the bust of Lord 
Beacontspibld, which stands in the hall of the Club. The coachman 
and horses too were afi tricked out with bunches. Tolland and 
Chorrt.b, and all the leaders of the Party, met us at the entrance of 
the Club, and the ceremony of depositing the fiowers all round the 
bust began. Choritt.t?!, who once shook hands with Dizzr in the 
lobby of the House, made a great speech, mostly composed of personal 
reminiscences of our great departed leader. (By the way Chobkt.tc 
has six children, five of them being sons, whose names are Ben- 
jamin Disraeli Chobtitjp, Cecil Salisburt Chorbxb, Straepord 
ThorotjgtH Chornt^e, Hobbes Leviathan Ohobbt^e, and Ran- 
dolph Chubchill Chobkle.) The sixth, eighteen months 
old, is a girl. Her name is Wildiamtna Henrietta Smith 
Chorrt.e. They were aU present, covered with primroses. ^ I 
added a few words about the mspiring effect that the contemplation 
of Lord Beaconsitbld’s career must have upon the youth of the 
country. Mother’s bouquet kept falling off the place she had put it 
on, and two or three enthusiasts always dashed forward to pick it up, 
causing a good many collisions. In the middle of my speech. Carlo 
walked into the centre of the hall,^ sat down and proceeded to gnaw 
off the primroses which had been tied to Ms t^. He then ate them 
all solemnly, and after that rolled over on Ms back with Ms paws 
stuck straight out, pretending he was dead. I must tell Mother not 
to bring that dog again. There was a great b^quet in the evening. 
Yulliamt came down for it and spoke very kindly about me in Ms 
speech. Said he had followed my career with profound interest and 
pleasure from my earliest years, I ’ve only known him a year. 



NOTHING LIKE DISCIPLINE! 

{Extract from the Diary 0/ Private Atkins, Prince's Company, Uh 
BatUilicyn, S»M*s GhMzzlebeer Guards,) 

Monday , — Joined the Regiment. ’ Appeared on Parade, and was 
requested to come to “ atiention,” although the Sergeant must have 
seen that I was “ standing at ease.” Expressed 
a desire that the Commanding-officer should 
rectify the mistake, when all ended aniioably. 

Sergeant apologised, and promised that it should 
not occur again. Satisfied,^ Both Sergeant and 
Commanding-offioer well up in their duties I 

Bugle sounded too early for Assem- 
bly. ^Sent^ message to the Adjutot by Ms 

feel nmch obliged if tiie Parade were postponed 
an hour. Adjutant returned his com]^fiments, 
with a request that I would give in writing my 
reason for desiring a delay. Explained (by word 
of mouth) that I wanted to read the newspapers. 

Parade consequently postponed as requested. Obliging chap the 
Adjutant I 

Wednesday, '-‘'W amed for Guard. Sent for the Major of my half- 
battalion (don’t like bothering the Commanding-offioer about every 
trifie), and explained that, although the Surgeon had seen me, and 
reported me fit, I had a presentiment that the easterly winds would 
play the very miscMef with me if I went “ Sentry Go.” Major 
thought, perhaps it would be better if I were struck off duty. 
Excused Guard in consequence. Good sort Major of my half- 
battalion! , . , 

Thursday, SoTCj to find rations very unsatisfactory. Complamed 
to the Officer of the day, who reported the matter to the Captam. 
Captain said he would have asked the entire company to dine with 
him at Ms Club had he not been engaged. He then passed us on to 
Ms Subs. The latter most obfigingly gave us some food at a 
Resteurant. Chctteauhriand excellent, Sole d la Normande decent, 
but Fotage d la lisgue too rich. Mistake to order the latter, 
as one can never get it reallysoo^, except on the Continent. Wine 
tol-lol. Pol Royer of ’84. However, spent a very pleasant evening. 
Both Subs, when you know them , not half bad fellows I 

J?V^day,— Rather a head, and felt generally out of sorts. Warned 

forKit-f ■' * ” ' ^ 

man< 
locum 

betweens. 

breath of sea-air at Southend. 

Saturday ,-— and conveyed to the Guard-room. Suppose I 
shall be released with a caution. At any rate, for the present, diary 
confiscated. 
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MissiThdia , '* Evict mb? With pieasttse, Sahib. 

Ih the heart'of fair Ind, wMoh John Bull hopes to keep, 
Trade planted a G^arden. — Garden of Sleep ; 

^Neath the hot Eastern sky— in the place of good com— 

It is there that the baneful wMte Poppy is born,— 

Chinese Johnny’s desire, lending dreams of delight. 

Which are his when the poppy-juice cometh in sight. 

Oh I the Mart hath no heart, and Trade laugheth to scorn 
The plea of friend Pjeisb, wnere the Poppies are born. 


But how about * Oompensatioh foe Distuebahok?*” 

In this Garden’of Sleep, where white Poppies are spread, 
Fair Ihdia plucketh the opiate head. 

JoHH Bull says, “ My dear, Pease’s tales make me creep, 
“ He swears it, fills graves with ‘ pigtails,’ who seek sleepj 
Pair Ihuia replies, ‘ ‘ That may possibly bo ; 

Bat they Revenue bring, some Six Millions, you see I 
Turn me out if you will, smash the Trade if you must : 
Bat— you ’ll make up the money somehow, Sir, I trust jl ’ 
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WANTED — A LOCAL HABITATION. 

{Gommmded, 6y Mr, JBuruih to the Patrons of Pritish Art,) 

English Art {to Sir James L-nUn^ Messrs, T^te and. Agn^w), ** Now, Q-bntlismbn’, the Govbenmbsnt has guten the Site foe my 

House, — it only eemains foe you to build it,” 

[The Chancelloe of the ExcHBauBE aimounced that the GoTemmeat asBigned a site for tlw new Gallery of Modem Art, as he thoiiifht it would 

■ h* ‘ 


SOMEBODY’S LUGGAGE. 

In Yiew of the intense public excitement aroused by the statement 
that Lord Randolph Chdechill, in Ms expedition to Mashonaland, 
is only going to take two books with him — S uaxsteaee and MoLikKE 
— an Inquiring Correspondent has recently^ written to several 
eminent persons on this subject, and has received— so he says — the 
following replies : — 


Sir, — ^I don’t know much about books. I Ve just written rather a 
good one on Cricket, and I think if I were going to Africa I should 


Sir, — ^Having consulted my relatives — also Camain M-i-sw-eth 
— as to whether there would be any impropriety in giving a reply to 
your questions, I am happy to say that they seem to think there 


TiTa ..Winin ^ fhA wr proceeding to Central Airica there is only one look I should dream of 

in the ^ you suppose, induM me to take several volumes of my ^“don County Council, smoe the joyful^te of ite ^vent to ^s 
own ©te«n4y*vriQim4, -not so much for their intrinsio merits, as 

because perhaps they might form a new kind of literature for native Sir, —The one book I should take with me to Africa would be De. 

AfrinftTi potentates. Homer, too, of course. At my time of life, Peters’ recent valuable work— Jfore Light on Dark Afhca, 1 
however, I must be excused from grappling "^nth any new Conti- should give it to the Dwarfs. It would make capitM poisoned 
nents, dark or otherwise. I find that Ireland is quite dark enough arrows. H. M. Sr-NL-T. 

for me just now. Excuse a card. Yours, W*. E. Gl-dst-ne, Sir, — ^The only book worth tMuking about for such an expedition 

Sir,— As I am not “contemplating an expedition to the Dark as yon mention wonld be Stanlet's in Darkest Africa, Its Maps 
Continent,” and have no sympathy mth Hottentots, there seems to wonld he invalnahle,— as presents for a rival explorer, ,'^om one 
he no anfOLcient reason for my answering your questions, or for yenr might desire to mislead as to his route. Carl P-t-rs. j 

askijig them. S-l-sb-rt. 

Sir,— T our question is ridienlons. The only books worth taking jjgr. Herkomer and Mr, Pennell. ! 

Pao™E TTkrvomeu defoud, the u.e of Photography for the en- I 


tMaisiodispensahle-SiR C. D-LKE’sinvalnablePro6Z^m«o/6?rea<cr pave^ purposes, and olewly tMn s that what Tenntsoh ought to 
Pritam, WhenIwenttoRome.InatuxaUytookwithmethe“hun- have wri^n, in q . 

dred best hooks in the world.” They were a little heavy, but I thought “^^^d the thoughts of men are widened by a PiocesB of the Sun b. 

the Pope wonld like to see them. However, circumstances prevented He also comforts himself with the refiectionthat being called over the 
my presenting them to His Holiness. Yours, W. T. Si-D. coals in the Motional Observer ^ is one of the pENHELL-ties of sueceas. 
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MR. PUNCH’S POCKET IBSEN. 

{jGoThdsnsed andt B&oised V'ersuyn hy Mr* Ovm HarWiless IbseniU,) 
No. III.-HEI)DA G-ABLER. 

Act II, 


but it ’s oyer uow. See, we spent a night in that little mountain 
yiUage, Tesmak and I ! 

Lovhorg, Did you, indeed? Do you remember that delicious 
moment when you tliieatened to shoot me down — [tenderly ) — I do I 
JBCedda [carelessly)* Did I ? I haye done that to so many people. 
But now all that is past, and you have found the loveliest consola- 
tion in dear, good, Tittle Mrs. EiVSTED— ah, here she is ! [Enter 


Scene— cheerful darh Drawing-room. It is afternoon. Hedda ELysTED.) Now, Thea, sit down and drink up a good glass 
stands loading a revolver in the hach Drawing-room. ' tw-h t /\-rrr>f\-oa ¥t\ Laxra anmo Trnn 


of cold punch. Mr. Lovborg is going to have some. If you don’t, 


Medda (looUng out^ and shouting). How do you do. Judge? Mr. LovBORG, GEonaB and the Judge will think you are afraid of 


{Aims at him.) Mind yourself ! \.She fires. 

Brack [entering). What the devil ! Do you usually take pot-shots 


at casual visitors ? 


taking too much if you cnee begin. 

Mrs. E, Oh, please, HbddaI When I’ve inspired Mr, Lovboeg 


^Annoyed, so— good gracious I donH mBke him drink cold punch ! 


BCedda. fiivariably, when they come by the back-garden. It is Medda. You see, Mr, Lovjboeg, our dear little friend can’t trust you I 
my unconventional way of intimating that I am at home. One does Ldvhorg. So that is my comrade’s faith in me ! ( Gloomily.) I ’ll 
do these things in realistic dramas, you know. And I was only show her if I am to be trusted or not. [He drinks a glass of punch.) 
aimiTig at the blue sky. Now I ’ll go to the Judge’s party. I ’ll have another glass first. 

Brack. Which accounts for the condition of my hat. [Exhibiting Tour health, Thea ! So you came up to spy on me, eh ? I ’ll drink 

it.) Look }iAT&-^iddled ! . the Sheriff’s hjesMk— everybody^ s health I 

Hedda. Couldn’t help myself. I am so horribly bored with Tes- ^ ^ [He tr%es to get more punch. 

HAN. Everlastingly to be with a professional person t Hedda [stopping Am). No more now. You are going to a party. 

Brack [sympathetically). Our excellent Teshan is certainly a bit remember. [George gwc^Teshan come in from back-room. 

of a bore. [Looks searchingly at her.) What on earth made you Ldvhorg. Don’t be angry, Thea. I was fallen for a moment, 
marry him? Now I’m up again! (Mrs. E. beams with delight). Judge, I’ll 

Hedda. Tired of dancing, my dear, that’s aU, And then I used come to your party, as you are so pressing, and I’U read George my 

Teshan to take me home from parties ; and we saw this y manuscript all the evening. I’ll do all in my power to 


Teshan to take me home &om parties ; and we saw this 
villa ; and I said I Hked it, and so did he ; and so we found 
some common ground, and here we are, do you see 1 And 
I loathe Teshan, and I don’t even like the villa now ; 
and I do feel the want of an entertaining companion so I 

Brack. Try me. Just the kind of three-cornered 
arrangement that I like. Let me be the third person in 
the compartment — [confidentially )— tried friend, and, 
generally speaking, cook of the walk ! 

Hedda [audibly drawing in her breath). I cannot 
resist your polish^ way of putting things. We will con- 
clude a triple plliance. But hush I— here comes Teshan. 

[Enter George, with a number of books under his arm. 

George. Puff ! I am hot, Hedda. I ’ve been looking 
into Lovborg’s new book. Wonderfully thoughtful— 
confound him ! But I must go and dress for your party, 
Judge. [He goes out. 

Hedda. I wish I could get Teshan to take to poHtics, 
Judge. Couldn’t he be a Cabinet Minister, or something ? 

Brack. H’ml 

[A short pause; both look at one another^ without 
speaking. Enter George, %n evening dress, with 
gloves. 

George. It is afternoon, and your party is at half 'j)ast 
seven— but I like to dress early. Fancy that I And I am 
expecting Lovborg. 

[EjREiRT Lovborg comes in from the hall ; he %s worn 
and pale, with red patches on his cheek-bones, and 


make that party go I 

George. No ? fancy I that will he amusing I 

Hedda. There, go away, you wild rollicking creatures I 
But Mr. Lovborg must be back at ten, to take dear Thea 
home 1 

Mrs. E. Oh, goodness, yes I [In concealed agony.) Mr. 
Lovborg, I shan’t go away till ^rou do I 

[ The three men go out laughing merrily ; the Act-drop 
is lowered for a minute; when it is raised, it is 
7 A.H., and Mrs. Elvsted and Hedda are dis- 
covered sitting up, with rugs around them. 

Mrs. E. [wearily). Seven in the morning, and Mr. 
Lovborg not here to take me home yet I what can he be 
doing? 

Hedda {yawning). Beading to Teshan, with vine-leaves 
in his hair, I suppose. Perhaps he has got to the third part. 

Mrs. E. Oh, do you really think so, Hedda ? Oh, if I 
could hut hope he was doing^ that I 

Hedda. You silly little ninny I I should like to scorch 
your hair off. Go to bed I [Mrs. E. goes. Enter George. 

George. I’m a little late, eh? But we made such a 
night 01 it. Fane^rl It was most amusing. EJXBRTread 
his book to me— think of that I Astonismng book I Oh, 
we really had^ great fun I I wish J ^d written it. Pity 
he ’s so irreclaimable. 

Hedda, I suppose yon mean he has more of the 
courage of life than most people ? 

George. Good Lord 1 He Tiad the courage to get more 


wears an elegant perfectly new visititig-suit, and J'il George. Good Lord! He Bad the courage to get more 

black gloves. _ , . . V JltelLV drunk than most people. But, altogether, it was what you 

George. Welcome I [Introduces him to Brace.) Listen might almost call a Bacchanalian orgy. We finished up 

—I have got your new book, hut I haven’t read it through going to have early coffee with some of these jolly 

T -n- :i -x, ,-x. X , «T.„.jr„_. 5 Xgj,iix chaps, aad poor old L6 vboe& dropped his precioTiBniaiiu- 

*7"^* ■? « paoSei Mir man and necnliar ” s®ript ia the mud, and I picked it np— and here it is! 

of MSS. out.) ^ Tins tsn^t. It ’s in three parts ; the first ^ * Fancy if anything were to happen to it I He never could 

about the civilising forces of the future, the second about the future I write it again. W'ouldn^t it be sad, eh ? Don’t teU anyone about it. 


of the civilisiag forces, and the third about the forces of the future 
civilisation. I thought I ’d read you a little of it this evening ? 

^ Brack and George [hastily). Awfully nice of you— but there’s a 


[He leaves the packet of MSS. on a chair, and rushes out; 
Hedda hides the packet as Brace enters. 

Brack. Another early call, you see I My party was such a singu- 


Kttle party this evening — so sorry we can’t stop ! Won’t you come larly animated soiree that I haven’t undressed aU night. Oh, it was 
j T TLT -L j. j- a a . liveliest affair conceivable ! And, like a true Norwegian host, 

, Hedda. No, he must stop and read it to me and Mrs. Elvsted I tracked Lovborg home ; and it is only my duty, as a friend of 

in^ead. _ , , , the house, and cook of the walk, to take the first opportunity of 

CrBor^e. it would never have occurred to me to tl'ink of such telling you that he finished up the evening by coming to mere 

clever things I Are you goii^ to oppose me for the Professorship, eh ? loggerheads with a red-haired opera-singer, and being taken off 

Lovoorg [modestly). No ; I shall only triumph over you in the to the police-station I You mustn’t have him here any more, 
poj^ar ju<^ment— that ’s ^ . Remember our little triple alliance ! 

George. On, is that all r Fancy! Let us go into the hack Hedda [her smile fading away). You are certainly a dangerous 
drawing-room and dri^ cold punch. person— hut you must not get a hold over me ! 1 

Inanks— but I am a reformed character, and have Brack [ambiguously). What an idea! But I might — am an I 
renounced cold puimh — it is poison. ^ insinnating dog. Good morning! [Goes out. I 

[George and Brace go into the back-room and drink punch, Lovborg ijbur sting in. confused and excited). I suppose you’ve 


whilst Hedda shows Lovborg a photograph album in the heard where Dve been ? 


Hedda [evasively). I heard you had a very jolly party at Judge 


Lovborg [slowly, %n a low tone). Hedda GablbrI how could you Brace’s. [Mrs. Elvsted comes in. 

hke this I- — Oh, is that^Q Ortler Group? Lboborg. It’s all over. I don’t mean’' to do any more work, 
"®autiiui Is-^Have y^ou forgotten how we used to sit on the settee I’ve no use for a companion now, Thea. Go home to your Sheriff ! 
toggiJ ier h ehmd an luurtrated P^er, ^d— yes, very picturesque Mrs. E. [agitated). Never ! I want to he with you when your 
I told you aU about how I had been on the loose ? book comes out ! 

T V Th^e are the Dolomites.— Yes, Lovborg. It won’t come out— I’ve tom it up! [Mrs. E. rushes 
I remember ; it was a beautiful fasomatuig Norwegian intimacy— out, wringing her hands*) Mrs. Teshan, I told her a lie— hut no 
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matter. I haven^t tom my book up;;— IVe doae worse I I/ve arguments, wonld deliver an oration that would fill columns of the 

taken it about to several parties, and it ’s been through a police- newspapers, and hand down mj name to generations to come as the 

row with me— now I’ve lost it. Even if I found it again, it authority on marital rights* I saw in the near future wealth and 
wouldn’t be the same— not to me I I am a ITorwegian literary restored domestic happiness. Butthefirstthing to dowastolockup 
man, and peculiar. So I must make an end of it altogether ! my Wife. And at this point it occurred to me that it was time for 

JECedda, Q,uite so— but look here, you must do it beautifully. I me to walk over to the revision Court. I hastily gathered certain 
don’t insist on your putting vine-leaves in your hair— but do it necessary articles into my brief-bag, and putting on my hat, grasped 
beautifully. {Fetches pistoU) See, here is one of General GiJBLBn’s the handle of the door. To my surprise I found ■&at I could obtain 
pistols— doit with that! no egress. I rang the bell— and instead of a servant my Wife 

Lovhorg, TbajiksI answered the summons. “The door is looked, dear,” I observed, 


[jSe takes the pistol^ and goes out ‘ through the halUdoor : as “ and as the key seems to be on the other side, will you kindly|open 
soon as Ae has gone, Hedua brings out the manuscript, it, as I am in a hurry to be off.” 

and puts it on the fire, whispering to herself, as Curtain “You will stay where you are,” was the reply. “You are‘'not 


CAN A MAN IMPEISON HIS WIPE? 

T -L T 1 ^ ^ , “ What, Madam,” I exclaimed ; “ do you defy my authority ? ” 

It may be remembered that j[I trusti m deserved acknowledpf- ^^Certaiiily 1 ” was the immediate response. You may say or 
ment of my professional pre-eminence, I received, some little while thi-nV what you like, but you. don’t leave this house to-dav as sure as 


authority I rarely adopt, 
open the door at onoe.’^ 


a tone of 
enough to 


ago, the appointment of a Deputy- Assistant-Eevising-Barrister- I am your lawfully wedded Wife.” 
ship. In performing the duties of this important ofiSioe, I sometimes And as a matter of fact I didn’t ! 


ship. In pedonuing ^e duties of ^s important office, I sometimes 
I I have to incur bodily risk —the more es- 

' ^ rival claims of the ^i^al parties 

flSlP ^ ^ Lamb- 

/// li m ville-oum-Minix)n the antithesis of heaven 


Pump-handle CourU 


{Signed,) A. Bbietubiss, Junioe. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


upon earth. On the occasion to which I Mondau,’^To see Mauake AxBAisri as Violetta the consumptive 
particularly wish to refer, I was ac- herione of ‘ Za TrauiataP Charmingly sung and admirably, nay, 
compauiedby my Wife, to my secret annoy- touchingly, acted. MAunBi excellent as Qermont Senior, and 

X r x-l' X _ a"! ^1. _ 3 * lU/N'vrn.lXkXA-r .....I.. J J T J IJ* . J . XTTI-'a _ 


^\i this general plea, I had yet another special one\time it almost seemed as if there had been some change in 

- ■ V reason for desiring her absence. To tell JJJotive of the Opera since I last saw it, and that the above original 

. the truth, I had been greatly moved by a ideawM about to be carried out. But no; in another second Germont- 

SuwTniug up. decision given in the Court of Appeal, Maurel as Old Maurelity ” (by kind permission of Tobt, M.P.) had 

whereby it seemed to me (and no doubt to many of my learned pffiled himself together, and Alhani- Violetta was in the depths of 
friends) the custody of a wife by her husband had become an remorseful sorrow. In that gay and festive supper scene, where a 
empty phrase, signifying nothing. I felt that if, by any means, I Phymcian, unostentationsly styled 11 Bottore (he would probably be 
cotild get this judgment set aside, I would not only confer npon Dottore the morning alter) is present to look after the health of 

myself, as a married man, a signal benefit, but, moreoyer, as a guests, and perhaps to “propose” it, I noticed with pleasure 

Counsd, ohtaini increased professional distinction. However, I on the tables, Duubioijlhus ^ 

was embarrassed by the presence of my Wife, when I came to con- Aij>eb'm'aticos, mindful of civic ^ 

sider the best mode in which marital authority might he assumed feasts, had placed bottles of real ‘ ^ 

to raise the questiou of the right of habeas corpus, I had returned champagne, or at least real cham- ‘ W 

to my room before the opening of the Registration Court at Lamb- pagne-hottles. This interested the 
ville-cnm-Minton, in rather a disturbed frame of mind. Truth to audience muchly, and numerous were 
tell, my Wife, having learned that political feelingwas rising so high glasses turned in the direction of 

in the town that it was possible that the Deputy -Assistant- botties— of course ’tis opera- 

Revising-Barrister might he assaulted by either or hoffi of the liyal glasses I mean, yer honour, — ^in order 
factions, had. done her best to dissuade me from taking my customary ascertain what particular wanity ® 
seat. was La Traviata's favourite; but 

“ What shall I do, to say nothing of the darling children, if you bottles were so placed that only ^ 

are brought home ou a hurdle ? ” she sobbed out. one unimportant word on the label was visible. Was it Pommery ’80 

I assnred her that there was a very remote risk of my succumbing ?— Or what was it ? Impossible to see : it was not men- 

to such a fate, as the conveyance home on a hnrdle raised the pre- tioned in the dialogne, so “ Mumm ” might have been the word, 
sumption that the victim had been hunting, a sport in whifli I Btit at all events, if the wine is one which requires advertisement, the 
seldom, I may say, never indulged. But this explanation did not goests shoffid be told to be very careful to leave the bottles in the 
reassure her, and sue left me in tears. Her emotion caused me much ^ame position as in the old prefatial stage-direotions “ the reader of 
r pain, the more especially as my proposed task seemed to me, under the play” is supposed to be; i.e,, “ on the stage, facing the audience,^^ 
the circumstances, a species of domestic treason. However, I Wednesday,— Pigoletto, M, Mattrei. as the Jester ; acting good, 

: hardened my heart, and sat down to consider the facts of the case, voice too loud. Albaitc, as GHlda, overwhelmed with encores. 
To allow the right of seizure to he argued, it would be necessary^to M. Mottaeiol’s II Duca is Alfredo over again, only confirmed in a 
take my Wife out of the custody of someone other than myself. Her vicious career. To obtain an encore for the great but now hackneyed 
mother, a most estmahle old lady, with whom I have had many a La Donna e moJife,” a wonderful rendering is absolutely 

pleasant and exciting game of backgammon, seemed a ri^t and essential, and somehow something seems wanting to the success of 
proper person to assist me in oarryiag out my project. But the Figoletto when this song goes for nothing and is passed vrithont a 
ob^ction immediately occurred to me tiiat it would be an exceedingly rai)turous “ bis, bis /” wEch makes a Manager mb his hands and 
difficult matter to induce her to hold my Wife from me unless I sy^^^^ngly say to himself, “ Good bis-ness, 

desired her to take such a course. But if I made this request, would _ Thursday,— Lohengrin I believe, but wasn’t there. Hope the 
not the proceeding savour of collusion P To meet this obstacle I Opera went all right without me. Can’t he in more places than one 
came to the conclusion that I might get my Wife to pay a visit to her same moment. Same remarks apply to Friday and Saturday, 
mother, and then, appropriately disguised, seize and carry her off. By 


Was it Pommery ’80 


looking her in the oonveyanoe and riding on the box, I could preserve 
my incognito until reaching home, and then I might confine her in 
her own room with assumed harshness, and possibly (of I ba d 
some doubt) get her to complain of her imprisonment. By keeping 
lay Wife’s domicile a close secret, her mother would be induced to 
visit me to ask my professional assistanoe in recovering her daughter. 
Thus approached it would he possible to so advise the old lady that 
in the result she would demand my Wife’s presence in Court under 


TO MISS AIIOE ATHEETOir jLT TKE STEAMD THEATEE. 

To see her in Our Daughters ! worth the money 1 
She ’Axh ek “ TOE"” so genuinely funny I 
Yes, Alice, in such acting, dance, or song. 

We recognise thy talent et ton “ ton?^ 

Oe the Modem Bill of Costs, the Ancient “BUI of the Play,” 

TAirSPU! AH'R. rwASATii; 3.Av\3*Af>A334’a433.A rvf 


Of aad the weaent reJaresentatiTe of the Anrieiit mSmV, 

oonne I voold proanoe my wife, and haying oarefnlly prepared my 1 L.O. J. CoT-T^osTOa®, hem ohserye,^* Oh, reform it j » 







WHAT OUR FIN-DF-SIEOLISTS ARE GROWING TO. 

‘*OHt OH, OH I CONFOTTin) IT 1 ” “ WHiLT IS THE MaTTEB, AlOY ? ” 

“ I JUST LET MY FoOT OTTT OF THE StIEETTP, AHO IHIS BbAST OF A POHY ’s TeOD ON MY ToB 1 


HYMEN AND CUPID. 

(Fintrde-SUcIe Version, some way after Moore ) 

Hymen, late, Ms love-knots seUing, 

Called at many a maiden’s dwelling ; 

But he found too well they knew Mm ; 

None were prompter to pooh-pooh him. 

“ Who ’ll buy my love-knots ? 

Who ’ll buy my love-knots ? ” 

Soon as that old cry resounded. 

How his baskets were surrounded ! 

Maidens mocked, with laughter dying, 

Those fool-knots of Hymen’s tyinfr ; 

Dames, who once with him had sided, 

Openly his wares derided. 

‘ ‘ Who ’ll buy my love-knots ? 

Who ’ll buy my love-knots ? ” 

All at that old cry came idooking. 

Mocking in a style quite shocking. 

“ Here are knots,” said Hymen, taking 
Some loose nooses of Law’s making. 

“Pooh!” the nymphs cried. “Who can 
trust ’em ? 

We have changed your queer old custom. 
WTio ’ll buy your love-knots P 
Who ’ll buy your love-knots ? 

Women they bind not, nor tie men. 

You ’re a helpless gaoler, Hymen I 

“ When the bargain is completed. 

We have but to cry, ‘ We ’re cheated I ’ 

And you ’ll find you ’re sold most sadly. 
Love-knots? Fools’-knots I They tie badly. 

Who ’ll buy your love-knots ? 

_ Who ’ll buy ycmr love-knots? 

Burdens you would lay our backs on— 

Our reply is—ToLSTOi 1 Jackson I ” 


Hymen dropped Ms torch; its splutter 
Was extinguished in the gutter. 

“ At my torch and crown of roses 
These young minxes cock their noses. 

Who ’ll buy my love-knots? 

Who ’E buy my love-knots ? 

What ’s the use ? ’Twixt Law and Passion, 
Hymen.’s plainly out of fashion I 

Love, who saw the whole proceeding. 

Would have laughed but for good breeding. 

“ Best join me,” he cried, “ Old Chappie I 
Ibsen read, be free, and happy I 

Who ’ll buy your love-knots ? 

Who ’ll buy your love-knots ? 

Have a spree— all shackles scorning, 

Come ! ‘We won’t go home till morning ! ’ ” 

A BACONIAN THBOET; 

Or, Trying it On, I 

Solomon isn’t in it with Judge Bacon. 
The point was whether Mrs. Manley had made 
Miss Dorothy Dene’s dresses to fit or not. 
“To fit or not to fit, that was the question,” 
The J udge gave Ms decision after a fair trial 
of the two costumes— tMs might be remem- 
bered on both sides as “the trying-on case,” — 
that, according to the evidence of unimpeach- 
able witnesses represented by the Judge’s own 
common-senseand artistic eye for effect, two of 
the dresses and a cloak didn’tfit, and that so far, 
the Defendant, Miss Dorothy, must consider 
herself, in a dress-making sense, ‘ ‘ non-suited,” 
Mrs, M^?let had, of course, undertaken to 
provide fits for her customers, and for having 
partially failed, her customers determined to 
return the compliment, by “giving her fits” if 


possible. So the. parties came before Judge 
Bacon, and appealed to His Honour. And the 
learned Judge mindful of ancestral Baconian 
wisdom, “ Cast a severe eye upon the ex- 
ample ^'* — ^thatis, he examinedthe dresses most 
critically, — “ hut a merciful eye upon the per^ 
son,^^ —for the fair Plaintifi and fair Defen- 
dant His Honour showed himself a most fair 
Judge, unwiQing, as Bacon, “to give beaus ” 
to either party, and so dismissing them with 
his beany-diction. But, pauca verha , — and 
may we always have nothing but praise to 
bestow on Bacon^s Essays. 

A DISCLAIMER. 

{By an Unionist) 

I ‘ ‘ prefer Parnell ” ? Oh dear, no I 
There is no man I ’ve hated so. 

But, since he turned a fierce derider 
Of him he calls the “ Orand Old Spider ; ” 
Since he has “blown” the Home-Rule “gaff,” 
And whelmed the Gladstone gang with chaff ; 
Since he has almost wiped out Pigott, 

Half justified the Orange bigot ; 

Proved part of the Timei charge at least, 
And won the “ Hill-men,” lost the Priest ; — 
Since then— why, hang it, ’tis such fun, 

I half forgive Mm all he ’s done ; 

I ’ll back him, het on Mm, and grin ; 

Give him my vote, and hope he% win. 

But I prefer him ? Goodness gracious I 
Why canH Gladstonians be veracious ? 

Sir Henry Loch’s “ Straight Tip ” to 
the intrusive Boers in Mashonalanb. — 
“ Play us none of your ‘ treks ’ I ” 
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KATtT, Beenhaeb yon Holtke. 
Bornt October 26^^, 1803. Diedf April 24^^, 1891t 

Steono, silent Soldier, whom the unmarked years 
Shaped to such service of the Fatherland 
As seldom to one firm, nnfailing: hand, 

A State hath owed ; to-day a People’s tears 
Bedew the most illnstrions of biers ! ^ 

The waning century hastening to its close 
Hath scarce a greater on its glory-roU, 

Hope of thy land, and terror of its foes ; 

Of foresight keen, and long-enduring soul ! 

“War’s neatness is not greatest j there are heights 
Of s^endour pure mere warriors scarce may scale. 
But thou wert more than battle’s scourge and hail, 
Calm-souled controller of such Titan fights 
As mould man’s after-history. When thy star 
Shone clear at Koniggratz, men gazed and knew 
The light that heralds the great Lords of War ; 
And when o’er Sedan thy black Eagles fiew 
And the bold Frank, betrayed and broken, drew 
One shuddering gasp of agony and sank, 

When thy long-mustered legions rank on rank 
Hemmed the fair, fated City of men’s love, 

Then thy star culminated, shone above 

but the few fixed beacon-lights, which owned 
A new compeer. Long steadfastly enthroned 
In Q-erman hearts, and ^ men’s reverence, 
Suddenly, softly thou art summoned hence, 

To the ^reat muster, full of years and fame ! 

How t hink s Ac, lord of a co-equal name. 

Thine ancient comrade in war’s iron lists, 

Just left, and lone, of Ike Titanic Three 
Who led the Eagles on to victory ? 

Calmest of Captains, first of Strategists. ^ 
BTsivrAECK must bend o’er thy belaur^ed bier 
With more than common grief in the unbidden tear I 


JoKBr AND John.— The Chancbllok of the ExcHEauEE 
is following Mr. John Holltnosttrad’s example. The 
latter started “Ho fees” for Play-time, and the former 
advocates “ Ho fees ” for School-time. 




- ij i\i nijj 






IK A & 












A PROP OF THE DRAMA. 

“What, baok axeeady, AeohieI Was it a Dull Piece, then?” 

“Don*t enow. Didn't stop to see. Just looked eounb Stalls and 
Boxes, and didn’t see a Soul I knew I— so I came away.” 


EOBEET AT THE OHILDEEN^S EAN'OT BALL. 

Well, I’ve said it afore, and now I says it ^ane, as I don’t 
bleeve as sioh another both bewtifool and elligant site is to be seen in 
all the world, as is to be seen at these anniwersary yearly festivals 
in our nobel Egipshun All at the honoured ManshunlHouse. 

^ Of course I don’t no what sort of mtertainement 
was held there when the aincient Egipshuns had it, 
or, weather they ewer was there at all— for I ain’t 
much of a hantiquery ; but, from what I ’ve seen of 
some on ’em at the British Mewseum, I should think 
there werry peculyar style of dress was not much 
^ sooted to such occashuns. 

^ thinks, upon the hole, as the children’s dresses 
/||\T|\ on this speshal ocashun “beat the record,” as the 
W runners and jumpers says, both for illiganoe and 
iw/J shoud I atemt to describe ’em, where 

shoud I begin I But, as I must begin 
sumwheresj I hopes as I shan’t awake the biling 
jealousy oi aU the other mothers present when 
1 says as I gives the Parm Tree to the two rayther 
youthfool Beef Eaters. As for the number of Angels and Fairys, 
with most lovly wij^s, they was so numerus, and so bewtifool, that 
ewen I, a pore Hed Waiter, coudn’t help the thort, that they was a 
giviug me my first glimpse of Pairodioe. Then again I noticed as 
the grashus and hansum Lady Ma-ress— who I should ha liked to 
ha seen putting herseK at the hed of them aU, and leadiug em all 
round the bewtifool AH— had mostkindly inwited a few poor creetures, 
such as nusses, and charity G-als, and plow boys, and setterer, just 
to let ’em see what they may sum day cum to be, if so be as they is 
all good. 

There was a lot of Hartists a going about makin skitches of the 
werry prettiest dresses insted of the werry prettiest faces, as I shood 
most suttenly have done. One of ’em wanted for to take my picter, 
but as I ooudn’t bleeve it was for my bewty, and was quite sure it 
wasn’t for mv full heavening dress, and ooud therefore onybe for 
fun, 1 respekfuUy declined. 


It is roomered among us Hed Waiters, that the duEEN’s own 
Daughter, which she ’s a Hempress, has told her son, which he ’s the 
BEehpeeoe of Gebhanx, and is a comin here next July, that the 
werry loveliest site as the G-rand Old Copperashun can posserbly 
show him, will be a reppytishun of the glorious seen as I seed with 
my own delited eyes on Wensdy last. Eobeet. 

OUE BOOKIHO-OFFICE. 

“Oh Willow! Willow!” Mr. Peace’s memories of Forty years 
of Cricket are full of interest, of enthusiasm, and of good stories. 
“My Early Cricket Days” will hugely interest young would-be 
Willow-wielders. “ Cricketers I have Met” is excellent reading, the 
Champion being as generous in appreciation as keen in judgment On 
the science of tiie game he, of course, speaks as one having authority. 
Tbacfepay said he never saw a boy without wishing to give him a 
sovereign. The “Co,” for some time to come will not look on an 
athletic lad without longing to give him a copy of “ Cricket ; by 
W. G-. Q-bace.” He hopes that lots of other “ dasters ” will feel the 
same yearning, and act upon it. 

One of the “Co.” reports that he has been reading a work on 
Decorative Electricity^ by Mrs. J. S. H. Gobdon, and a very pretty 
and original little book he found it, fuH of suggestions, ingenious, 
fanciful, and practical, all at once— a rare combination. “ Those 
about to” instal— and most of us will find ourselves in that position, 
sooner or later— will gain some invaluable hints and ideas from this 
volume, which, in addition to its other merits, is charmingly illus- 
trated. Before very long we shall all be modem Aladdins, and 
summon our Slave oi the Lamp as a matter of course. But there is 
plenty of scope for imagination in devising the form of his appear- 
ance, notwithstanding, and Mrs. Gobdon’s book shows us how the 
Genius may be comp^ed to present himself in a variety of pleasing 
and fantastic shapes. 

The Baron is of opinion that The Seal of Fate^ by Lady Pollock 
and W. H. Pollock, is an interesting but somewhat oisoursiTe novel. 
Will it be followed by The Fate of the Seal^jL tale of the Fishery 
Question P Bahon de Book-Wobhs & Co. 
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Mrs, Harris, “Yes, William, I ’tr thought a heal about it, and I find I’m nothing 
BUT TOUR Doll and Diokey-Bibd, and so I 'm going ! ” 


UPON APRIC’S SHORE; 

Ob, The Battle op the Hbboes* 

iMuthytheAiOhorof ** The Battle of ZiTn&rick,”) 

Ye lovers of the nation, ^ 

Who burn with mdignation, . „ , 

And England’s obfuscation perpetually de- 

S ’ ; 

rs of our factions, 

And partisan distractions^ 

How like ye the transactioiis upon Ainc s 
shore? 

Ye Ve all heard of the lion 
WTio a rival cast his eye on, 

(Y on ’ll find himin Bombastes) andthought the 
brute a bore. 

Such rival Leos fLourish,^ 

And mutual hatred nourish. 

With a snapping almost currish, upon Afnc s 
shore. 

Eaith their manes axe aJways waving, 

And their claws for contest craving, 

And their forms are always rampant, and 
they ’re ever at full roar. 

And in book and morning paper. 

They still clapperclaw and caper, 

And they worry, snarl and vapour about 
Ainc’s shore. 

There was Emin, sage pacific. 

The serene and scientific, 

Who a wondrous reputation in a hero- 
patriot bore, 

TJntu “ rescued” by brave SiAinarr, 

Who deokred him weak, unmaTily.^ 

Oh I ’tis strange how heroes can lie about 
Afric’s shore. 

Then Babttblot and Thoup, 

Jbphson, Jameson— a «oup^ 

Who each of each made soup ufE each 
olher tried to score ; 

And in many a verjuiced “ voUum ” 
Stanley’s jovial “ Rear Column ” 

Was discussed in manner solemn, anent 
Afric’s shore. 

Then the “.foreign element” 

To it tooth and nail they went, 

And the Battle of the Heroes it grew livelier 
than before. 

How that man, and now this man. 

How Db Beazza and now Wissmann, 

Made it hot for poor Old England upon 
Airic’s shore. 

How comes Pbtebs I He has slanged 
Stanley awfully, and banged 
The “ Rescue” party badly. It is getting a 
big bore, 

When, with tempers hot as Indies, 

Heroes smasb each other’s windies. 
Pursuing of their shindies about Afric’s 
shore. 

It is doubtless “ moighty fine,” 

Being what Titmarsh called a line,” 

And it does Society’s “ sowl ” good (no doubt) 
to hear him roar ; 

But ’tis folly to suppose 
He must rush uuon his foes, 

And hit them on the nose, upon Afrio’s shore. 


Eably Closing Movement.— When Mr. 
Smith proposed shutting up shop early on 
Tuesdays and Eridays, Sir Robebt Fowleb 
was all for singing, “ We won’t go home till 
morning {three times) ^ Till daylight doth 
appear.” But, as Falstoff^ asks, “ What doth 
gravity out of bed after midnight ? ” Ho, Sir 
Robert, doughty knisrht, take good adviee, 
and hie thee, armed NighUcap^d-pte^ to thy 
couch. Don’t get np tiU morning, Till (long 
after) daylight doth appear I 


THE PARTY PETER BELL. 

A PoTTBBER, Sir, he was by trade, 

A Party Potterer, much respected. 
And every year, when Spring appeared, 
The yellow blooms, to bards endeared. 
In swarms by Peter were collected. 

He roved among the vales and streams. 
In the green wood and hollow dell, 
And, upon April’s nineteenth day. 

Big buttonholers made display 
ITpon the heart of Peter Bell. 

In vain through each snooeeding year 
Did Hature mourn her lessening store. 
A Primrose on the river’s brim 
A Party emblem was to him, 

And it was nothiug more 1 


Disineeciing the Wigs. — Enfant 
Prodigue, which is filling the Prince of 
Wales’s Theatre day and night, has mnch 


in it that is delightful. Perhaps there is 
nothing quite excels the subtle touch in the 
programme where it is written : “ The theatre 
is disinfected by the Sanitas Company, 
Limited. The Wigs hy ClarhsonP 

Curious, and * ‘ More Anon I ”— The Evelyn 
V. Hurlhert trial was as fnU of literary in- 
terest as a sale of old books and manuscripts. 
Specially valuable were copies of EvelyrCs 
Diary ; while, in spite of the pressing de- 
mand, Murray* s Memoirs were uncommonly 
scarce. Yictorious Mr. Hurlbert I Yet for 
all his triumph, he will be, for some time, a 
“very much Munay’d man.” 

A Savoy Question.— The general idea of 
the forthcoming new Opera at the Savoy 
appearstobe “all Dance to Solomon’s music.” 
Is it to be a pantomime-drama, like D Enfant 
Prodigue, or simply a ballet? If neither, 
where do song- words and dialogue come in ? 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 





EXTEACTEBiPKOM THE BIAET OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ April 20. — ^The other week T. C. 

BASiNa was sitting among ns, one of the Members for the City of 
London. Now Babino is no more, and to- 
night Hucks Glbbs comes in to take his 
place. Yicabt G. brought his father 
down; watched him take oath and has 
undertaken generally to see him through. 
In fact, when Gibbs p^e hesitated about 
taking the proffered seat for the City, 
Yicajelt undertook to fill it ; finally, Gibbs 
ph^e being warmly pressed, consented to 
sit, and Yicabt stood aside. But he will 
come in by-and-by, when he has 
given his father a turn. 

“.Age before honesty, is my 
motto,” said Yicabt, when I com- 
plimented him upon the fine feel- 
ing he has shown throughout 
these negotiations. “I always 
tbiTit that we young fellows lose 
nothing by giving our elders a 
start. My father, you know, 
sometime ago wanted to change 
the name of our firm. Suggested 
it should be called Soasrs & An- 
-r X «r T. ^ X, Gibbs. There’s something 

Late^Member for the City. in it ; but on the whole, better 

leave things as they are. Antony Gibbs & Sons known aU over the 
wrorld ; always embarrassing to oh^ge style of an old firm ; so, for 
the present, at least, we leave things alone. Come along, Pater ; 
think I take you home now. Never rush wildly into new engage- 
ments ; you’ve had the excitement of being sworn in, and signing 
the roll of Parliament. You hadn’t been in the place ten minutes 
before Tm BDbait gave you a chance of voting on a London City B^, 
and that ’s enough' for one night. By-and-by you shall stay all night I 
and enjoy yourself in Committee on Irish Land BiU.” 

So Antony Gibbs and Son went off before dinner. Didn’t miss 
much ; grinding away at Irish Land Bill ; most soul-depressing ex- 
perience of modern l2e ; no heart in it ; no reality ; Saob of dueen 
Anne’s Gate brings up amendment after amendment, and makes 
successive speeches; Seymour Keay does ditto; Shaw-Lebevre 
adds new terror to situation by takmg voluminous notes which 
pro mise illimitable succession or orations ; House empty ; Pbince 
Arthur has the Ml length of Treasury Bench on which to lounge. 
Occasionally Division-bell rings ; Members troop in by the hundred ; 
follow their leaders into Lobby right or left, deciding question they 
haven’t heard debated, and mere drift of which two-thirds don’t 
understand. 

Bum Fox absent to-night, which precludes possibility of fiare-up 
in Irish Gamp. Tim faithful to his post, but lacks inspiration of 
contiguity to Brer Fox. 

“ Parnell ’s played, out,” said Tim, referring'^in course of evening 
to Brer Fox’s reception in his latest run through Ireland. “He 
may ramp and row here, but his game ’s up in Ireland.” 

“ And is he resigned to the situation ?” I asked. 

Tim looked at me, half winking his miraculously preserved right 

“Did you ever hear, Toby, what the weeping widow saidito the 
paTOon, who asked, ‘Was your husband resigned to die?’ ‘He 
had ter be,’ she said, choking a sob.” 

Business done.—Y&cj little in the Irish Land Bill. 

Tuesday. G.’s presence at Morning Sitting gave only 

possible fillip to interminable Debate on Land Purchase Bill. Brer 
Fox stiU away, so comparative peace reigns in Irish Camp. Tim 
Heaty no one to butt his head against ; CoLONiiL Nolan too busy 
deploying his army of .five men; showing them how to retreat in 
good order when Division-bell rings, and how, when it is decided 
to vote, they shall pass out through one door, march in at the 
other, cross the floor, and look as much as possible as if they were 
ten instead of five. T. W. Bussell— “Bearing ” Bussell, as his 
dd colleague in Temperance fights, Wilfrid Lawson, calls him— 
frequently on his legs. At sound of his voice, Mr. G. gets his back 
up ; interposes interj'eotions and corrections ; and presently, when he 
can stand it no longer, plunges into a speech. 

Another time Saundbrson draws him. “I am very sorry,” said 
G., who has been itching to speak for last half-hour, “ that the 
hon. and gallant Gentleman has dragged me into debate by gross 
misstetements.” 

Being there, however, Mr. G. enioys himself passably well, 
grading Sauotbrson to powder, and hewing Bussell to pieces 
^ore the Lord Strathebbn and Campbell, who are sleeping peace- 
fully together in the Gallery. “ Like the Babes in the Wood,” said 



Plunkbt, lookin|r np smilingly at the face in the Gallery, which 
looks twice as wise when asleep as the ordinary man does in full 
possession of his senses. 

“ I know,” Mr. G. continned, in measured accents of polite scorn, 
“that the eloquence of the hon. and 
gallant Gentleman (meaning Saunder- 
son) is as ungovernable as I am afraid 
it is sometimes unprofitable. In the ex- 
ercise of the understanding which the 
Almighty has given him, he has repre- 
sented me as being a supporter of this 
Bill.” 

Words cannot convey adequate im- 
pression of the subtlety of emotion 
conveyed by this unwonted, perhaps 
unprecedented, invocation. An unmis- 
takeable, though unspoken, indication 
of mingled feeling — pity for one so 
meagrely endowed, and marvel that, 
out of boundless stores, the Deity could, 
even in this instance, have been so chary 
of gifts. 

Business StiU less in Com- 

mittee on Irish Land BiU. 

Thursday. -- Bival shows in both 
Houses to-night. Lords running the 
Newfonndlana Delegates at the Bar ; in 
the Commons Budget on. On the 
whole, Commons direw the fuUest 
House, to which Joxim descanted 
for nearly three hours. If he ’d 
taken two, the speech would have 
been a third less long, and three 
times as successful. StiU the 
Budget comes but once a year, “ Roaring ” Bussell, 

and Chancellor of the Exchequer feels bound to make the most of 
opportunity. Pretty plain sailing for first two hours. Then Jokim 
ran aground. ^ It was General Stamps that did it all. Appeared 
unexpectedly in long list of details setting forth Estimates for 
Bevenne in coming year. Nobody ever heard before of the General ; 
thought, at least, he must belong to the Ajrmy Estimates. But Jorim 
would have him iu, spurs and epaulettes, ‘and all. 

“ General Stamps,” he said, regardless of grammar, “have fallen 
off.” Joxim, in his loose way, omitted to say off what; presumed 
to be his horse. House not sorry to hear it ; had enough of the 
mysterious warrior. But he was up again a few minutes’ later. 
“ General Stamps,” Joxim continued, in his airy fashion, “ apart 
from the Death Duties, I reduce from ^66, 700, 000 *to £5,900,000.” 

Better reduce him to the ranks at once,” said Admiral Field, 
who is a terrible martinet. 

But Joxim took no notice of the suggestion; floundered along, 
bungling terribly. Committtee tried to help him out ; that didn’t 
help matters much. To have a Member in one part of the House 
filling np an awkward pause by suggesting “ dried fruit,” another 
‘ coffee,” a third ‘‘rum,” and a fourth “probate duty,” when after 
all, J oxiM was thinking of the Income ^Tax,![or General Stamps, 
evidently not designed to advance matters. 

“The Committee knows what I mean,” Joxim said, piteously, 
looking round out of a morass a little deeper than he ’d been in lately. 
But that is exactly what the Committee didn’t do. 

“Then,” said Joxim, “you’ll understand the figures when you 
read^ them in the papers to-morrow.” Something in that ; House 
mollified; still can’t help thinking that if it is to wait till next 
morning to read report of Chancellor’s^ Budget Speech in order to 
understand his statements, some prelinvinary time might he saved in 
the evening. 

Business done . — Budget brought in. 

J^iday Missed Old Morality from Treasury B^noh; 

looked in his room ; found him in ^ arm-chair, collapsed, by fire- 
place, with copy of Morning Advertiser in his hand. 

‘What’s the matter?” I asked. “Surely you’ve not been 
reading Joxm’s Budget Speech right through! ” He certainly 
looked as if he had. 

‘‘No, Toby” he said; “it's not that; it’s the Leader. Haven’t 
yon seen what the Mormng Adverftser says about me ? ‘ For the 
first trae in our recollection he (that’s me) hears on his political 
escutcheon a deep smudge of dishonour’: and that’s all because 
Joxim wouldn’t t^e a penny off a barrel of beer, And twopence 
off a gallon of spirits. It ’s the inj'ustioe I feel most acutely. It 
doesn’t seem fair that Mr. Buno should try to intimidate Joxim: 
by abusing me.” 

“It is hard,” I said; “but it’s no use sitting ' moping here. 
Come along into House; they’re in Committee on the Land Bill; 
an hour or two of that ’ll freshen yon up.” And it did. 

Business done.— In. Committee on the Irish Land Bill. 


C:^ NfOXIQE. — Rejected Communicatioiis or Goutributions, whether MS,, Printed Matter Dr9.tiHtio>a at. a * -n 
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A FIRST VISIT TO THE NAVERIES ” 

** Smvjfijt my timbers ! ” said the Scribe. 

“Haul down my yard-arm with a marling-spike I ” cried the 
Artist. 

And with these strictly nautical ex]^ressions, two of ilfr. Punch s 
Own entered the Eoyal Haval Exhibition, which now occupies the 
larger portion of the grounds of the Military Hospital, Chelsea. 
That BO popular a show should be 
allowed to occupy so large a site speaks 
wonders for the amiability of the 
British Public. When the Sodgeries 
ajppeared last year, it was, so to speak, 
with fear and trembling^ that the 
powers that were appropriated a little 
of the ground usually over-run by ^e 
HobiHty and G-entry of the Pimlico 
Road and its vicinity ; or, rather, by 
their haughty offspring. This year 
the tough old sea-dogs of the Admi- 
ralty have had no hesitation in taking 
what they required, apparently with- 
out causing comment, much less objec- 
tion. And the result ? In lieu of the 
dusty arena of 1890, scarcely large 
enough for a ladies’ cricket-match, 
there appears in 1891 an enclosure con- 
taining lakes and lighthouses, pano- 
ramas, and full-size models of men- 
of-warl And the Pablic take their 
exclusion philosophically, either paying 
their shilfings'at the door, or attempimg 
to get a view of the hoofs of the nautic^ 
horses 'through the gaps in the sur- 
rounding hoardings. 

The Scribe and the Artist, having been 
ordered by He Who Must Be Obeyed in 
the world generally, and at 85, Fleet 
Street, in particnlar, to make a sort of 
preliminary cruise through the wonders 
of the (Admiralty) Deep, hastened from 
the inviting grounds into the main 
building, with its pictures, its plans, and last, but (it is only just to 
say) least, its pickles. The first obj ect that attracted their favourable 
attention was a trophy of arms, representing the fashions of the past 
and the present. On one side were shrapnel and magazine rules, 
on the other flint-locks and the ordnance of an age long gone by. 
Hext they passed through the Arctic section, wherein they found 
dummies drawing a sledge through the canvas snow of a corded-off 
Horth.Pole. Then they entered the Picture Gralleries called after 
Hbison and Benbow, wherein magnificent paintings by Powell, 
fun of smoke and action, served as an appropriate background to the 
collection of plate, lent by that gallant sailor- warrior and industrious 
collector of weU-considered trifles, H.R.H. the Duke of Edinburgh:. 
They glanced at the relics of Trafalgar, and then hurried away to the 
Howe Gallery, which, containing as it did specimens of the imple- 
ments used in the game of golf, might have as appropriately been 
christened the Wherefobe. Hext they skirted a corridor full of plans, 
and here they discovered tiiat the Committee of the Exhibition must 
be wags, every Jack Tar of them I This corridor was close to the 
Dining-rooms, and the Committee (ha I ha I ha !) had called it (he ! 
he ! he !) after Cook ! (Ho ! ho I ho !) Oh, the wit of it I How the 
Members of the Executive must have nudged one another in the ribs 
as the quaint idea dawned upon them 1 And how they must have 
laughed, too, on the Opening Day, when the Guard of Honour, 
presenting arms, and the “Greenwich Boys” singing “Te Manners cf\ 
England, were drenched in the rain ! And what a capital notion 
it was on that occasion to put “ the Representatives of the Fourth 
Estate ” (no doubt called by themt with many a sly twinkle of the 
eye, “the Press Gang”) into a pen that soon, thanks to a series 
of water-spouts, assumed the appearance of a tank I 

After leaving the Galleries, the Scribe and the Artist looked up at 
the modeljof Eddystone Lighthouse, and entered a shed declared to be 
an * ‘ Arctic Scene.” Here they were reminded by the introduced ship 
of those happy days of their bo^phood spent in the toy-shops of the 
Lowther Arcade. Hext they visited the Panorama of ^ Trafalgar, and 
revelled in the carnage of a sea-fight that only required Margate in 
the distance to be entirely convincing. They glanced at the arena, 
and gazed with awe at the lake which is to be devoted to the 
manoeuvring of miniature ironclads. It will be^ interestiug to note 
whether these mimic combats will hold their own in the coming season 
against the introduction of capsized clowns, drenched old women, 
and comic police. Keeping the best for the last, the Scribe and the 
Artist now entered the model of the Factory— a really admirable 
exhibition. There they saw before them the old battie-ship with its 
full equipment, as it was in the days of HELSON—when that deathless 



Mr. Punch’s Representatives, after partaking of Chelsea 
Hospitality (a pttrelg fancg sketch). 


hero expected every Englishman (not excluding even those passing 
the Custom House— as the Committee would say) “ to do his duty.” 
To m*»k A the illusion complete, the great sea-captain was observed 
dying in the cook-pit in the agonies of wax. And to think that 
this work was executed by a firm of house-decorators! Why, 
who would not, after this, have his back drawing-room converted 
into the quarter-deck of the Shannon^ and his spare bed-room into 
a tiny reproduction of the Battle of Copenhagen I ^ 

The Scribe and the Artist, on their 
visit, were invited by all sorts and 
conditions of men to partake of oham- 

§ agne. The moment it was discovered 
iat they were “connected with the 
Press,” tiie offerers of hospitality were 
absolutely overwhelming. But, obey- 
ing the best traditions of their order, 
they sternly, but courteously, refused 
all refreshment. It is fortunate they 
pursued this course, for had they 
received the entirely disinterested 
^dness of their would-be hosts, their 
recollections of the marvels of the 
Royal Naval Exhibition would no 
doubt have been of the haziest charac- 
ter imaginable. As it was, they were 
able to take their departure through 
the main entrance with some show of 
^gnity, and not m a less imposing 
manner (as the Committee — Cool^s 
Gallery near the Dining-rooms— ho! 
ho 1 ho I ha I ha 1 ha 1— would probably 
and amusingly suggest), by Tite Street. 


AMONG THE IMMORTALS. 

Mr. Pubtch would be failing in his 
duty to Art and the British Public 
if he did not place on imperishable 
record his notes of the exceptionally 
brilliant Royal Academy Banquet of 
last Saturday. H.R.H. the Prmce of 
Wales made one of his best and 
briefest speeches, in which he feelingly alluded to the late Sir Edoae 
Boehm”, R, a. Never was the President, Sir Frederick, more eloquent, 
or his themes more varied ; for this occasion is noteworthy as being the 
first time in the history of this ^eat annual representative gathering 
that the toast of Music and the Drama has been duly honoured. Sir 
Auxmior SuLLiVAir responded for the first, and Henrt Ibvin’o for 
the second.^ Both made excellent speeches. Sir Arthur’s solo was 
most effective Ms notes were in his head ; he gave us several varia- 
tions on the original theme, and cleverly played upon one word in 
saying that music had been “instrumental” on various historical 
occasions. Herrt iBYUfo followed suit ; he spoke of Mrs. Siddons, 
Sir JosHD'A Retstolds, and of a professional gentleman, one Roscius, 
mentioned, we believe, by Hamlet as having been, some considerable 
time ago, “ a man of parts,” that is an Actor, in Rome. It was a great 
success. Sir Frederick theu proposed the Lord Mator, which may 
be briefly expressed as “ a toast with a Savory to follow.” For * * The 
Yisitors,” Lord Justice Boweit, catching sight of the Presidents 
classical picture (No. 232), made a happy hit about the delights of a 
honeymoon in the Infernal Regions, ending in the return of Proser- 
pine to her mother Ceres by order of the Court above. Finally, the 
President, in summing up the losses to Art during the past year, paid 
a graceful tribute to the memory of Charles Keeke, wno, but a 
short wMle ago, was our fellow-worker on the staff of Mr, Punch 
With a hopeful allusion to the Storage of Artistic Force in the nea 
future, the President concluded : but this Banquet of 1891 will long 
live in the. recollection of all wnose privilege it was to be present 
on so memorable an occasion. 


MUSICAL NOTES. 

I SAT I Ysate ! Why say f Why not say that Ysate is a grand 
Yolinist, since he is tMs ; and, as ’ Arrt would observe, “ No error I” 
and whoever says the contrary, is not speaking the absolute truth, 
but “ Ysaye WorsayP The Yolinist had the advantage of the 
co-operation of a fine Orchestra, under the Magic Wand of Conductor 
COWRK. 

On the 27 th, Heard young Jeah Gerardt, Little hoy, but player 
hardy, Not the slightest Lardy-Dardy, Not yet out of care of 
“ Guardy,” Heard him Zundi^ not on Mardi, But, whene’er he 
plays, your Bardy, Always spry, and never tardy, Will again hear 
Jeajst Gera-rpt. 


General Sumt^art of 

“Collarable Imitations.” 


Caricatures of Mr. Gladstone.— 


VOL. 0. 


u 
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FASHION'S FLOBALIA; 

Oe, The Ueban Qinaasr or the Mat, 

(A Song of the Season, a very long way after 
Eerry^t) 

** London town is another affair 
Since TT-h-r-r.tck wrote his perfect rhymes. 

Moetimer Collins. 


Texje, sadly true, shaper of rattling rh^es, 
London hath changed with process of the 
times, . 

Aurora now may “ throw her faire ^ 

Fresh- (quilted colours through the aire* 

But OUT conditions atmospheric 
Are not as in the days of Heu'rtcb:. 
Nathless the Muse to-day may see 
Flora at urban revelry, -err j. 

See how the goddess trippeth from the W ^t, 
Fragrant, though something fashionably 
The Season waheth at her tread, ; 

Art lifteth a long-drooping head ; 

Music doth make a merry din* 

’Tis profanation, keeping in, 

Whenas a hundred Shows upon this day 
Spring, lightly as the lark to fetch in May* 


Else, IJymph, put on fresh finery, and be 
seen, , green I 

To come forth like the Spring-time, fresn 
And gay as Flora. Art is there. 

With flowing hyacinthine hair. 

Fear not, the throng will strew 
Largess abundant upon you, ^ [kept. 
When Burlington’s great Opening Bay is 
Gone is thy Grosvenor rival, not unwept ; 

But a Eew Nymph, with footing light. 
Trips it beside thee, nor hath night 
Shadowed sweet “ Aquarelle” whose skul. 
As of a Water-Nymph, is still ^ [pay 
Well to the fore. Pipe up I playing means 
When Fashion’s Urban Flora goes a-Maying. 


Come, my Cobinna, come ; and, coming, mark 
How each street turns a grove, each sq^e 
a park, . [how 

Made green and trimmed with trees : see 
The pinky hawthorn decks the bough! 

Each Bond Street porch, or door, ere this 
Of Art a Tabernacle is ; 

Nor Art alone. With May is interwove 
Seaweed, which Neptune’s favourites love. 
SwiNBUBNE should siog in stanzas fleet, 
How Nelson may, at Chelsea, meet 
Abmstrong! Sound conch-fehelll Let s 
obey 

Thy Proclamation made for May. 

Wild marine whiffs from the salt sea are 
straying, . 

And the brine greets us as we go a-Maying. 

There’s not a London-Teuton but this day 
Hath a new welcome for the English May. 
Germania from her distant home 
In Flora’s train this year doth come. 

She hath despatched her country’s cream 
Of things, to make the Cockney dream. 
Neptune and she have wooed and plighted 
troth, 

And her we give May- welcome, nothing loth, 
As many a welcome we have given 
To France, Spain, Italy ! War hath li^en 
Many true hearts, but we’re content 
Of Peace to make experiment. 

Blow Teuton horn— (not like 
braying I)— 

It makes new music as we go a-Haying ! 

Come, let us go, while May is in its prime. 
And make the best of the brief Season’s time. 
Heeeick’s Cobinna might not see 
An Urban May Oueen such as we 
Behold disport in our rare sun. 

Bouse, Nymph I The Season is begun I 
We ’U trust no blizzard, and no boreal rain 
May mar “ Our Opening Bay,” Sound flutes 
again] 



THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

Painter. '■•WotriD you believe it? This is the Piotuek they’ve thought beopbb 

O EeJICT t I ’LL BE so BOLD AS TO BAT, THEBE ABB HOT TWEHTY BETTEE IN TOT WHOLE 
'vnrKrrmwl” Friend. '‘DeAE ME I Is IT SUCH A POOE ACADEMY AS THAT? 


Pipe, Sir Fbedeeicx I Ah, well played ! 
Toolie thy aew strains, fair Maid. 

Blow, oh Briny One, with might 1 
Teuton Beun s" • ■■!>, glad onr sight I 

Fashion’s Floralia, Nymph, invite onr 
straying ; 

Come, my Cobinna, come ; let ’s go a-Maying ! 

THE HUMOUE O^T! 

{Namely of TarliamenX, as seen through Harry 
Furniss's fancy,) 

Atr — “ The Wooing o 

Lika Joko makes us laugh, 

Hal ha! the humour o ’t I 
With caricature and caustic chaff ; 

He! he! the humour o ’t I 
Parliament strikes some as slow, 

Lika Joko deems not so ; 

Yisit his St. Stephen’s Show 1 
Humph 1 humph 1 the humour o 1 1 

Giadstone stem and Gladstone staid, 
Hal ha! the humour o’tl 
GLansTONB in war-paint arrayed, 

He! he! the humour o’t! 

Glaestonb “Out” and Gladstone ‘ In,” 
Gladstone with colossal chin, 

Giant collars plunged within, 

Humph I humph I the humour o ’t I 


Baxeottb, pet of the Green Isle, 

He I he f the humonr o’t I 
HAacoTJBT, Mg as Babel’s tower, 
GoscjajffijM, with myopic glower, 
Joseph of the orchid-flower. 

Humph I humph I the humour o ’t I 


How they muster, how they ‘ tell,” 

Ha! ha I the humour o ’t I 
Woes of the Bivision Bell. 

He I he I the hnmonr o ’tl 

fromPrayersto “Who goes Home?” 
O’er St. Stephens yon may roam ; 

Leka JoEO bids yon. Cornel 
Humph ! humph ! the humour o ’t 1 


Lika Joko is a wag, 

Ha! ha! the humour o ’t ! 

All the tricks axe in his bag. 

He ! he! the humonr 9 ’t ! 

He can mimic, he can mime, 

Braw, and act, and— what is prime— 
Keep you laughing all the time. 
Humph! humph! the humour o’t! 


Why doesn’t some Musical Photographic 
Artist of Scotch Nationality ©impose a March 
for his fellow Professors and Practisers, and 
call it “ The March of the Camera Jfan”? 
Sure to be popular. 


Smith with bland perennial smile, 
Hal ha I the humour 0 ’t ! 


An Un-“ Common” Goon Hoese.— T he 
Winner of this Year’s Taro Thousand. 
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MR. PUNCHES POCKET IBSEN. 

{Oondi^^sed and Heoi^cd Version lyy Mr, P.*5 Own SaTvnless Ihsenits.)] 
Ko. m.— HEDDA aABLEE. 

Act. IIL 

ScENTi * — The same Hoorn, hut— it being evening-^ d^rher than ever — 
The crape curtains are drawn, A. Servant, with blach ribbons in 
her cap, andred eyes, comes in and lights the gas quietly and care- 
fully^ Chords are heard on the piano in the bach Drawing-room, 
Presently Hedda comes in and looks out into the darkness, A 
short pause. Enter G-roece Tesmant. 


George. Fancy ! I will dedicate my life— or all I can spare of 
it— to the task. I seem to feel I owe him some slight amends, 
perhaps, l^'o use crying over spilt milk, eh, Mrs. Elvsted ? We ’ll 
sit down— just yon and I— in the back drawing-room, and see if yon 
can’t inspire me as yon did him, eh ? 

Mrs. E. Oh, goodness, yes! I should like it— if it only might be 
possible ! 

[Geoecb and Mrs. E. go into the hack Drawing-room and become 
absorbed in eager conversation ; Hedda sits in a chair in the \ 
front room, and a little later Bbace crosses^ over to her, 

Hedda {in a low tone). Oh, Judge, what a relief to know that 
everything — ^including Lovbosg’s pistol— went off so well! In the 
breast I Isn’t there a veil of unintentional beauty in that ? Such an 


George, I am so uneasy about poor Lovboec. Fancy I he is not at act of voluntary courage, too I 
home. Itfrs. Elvsted told me he had been here early this morning. Brack («wi7es). Hin!— perhaps, dear Mrs. Hedda — ^ 

BO I suppose you gave him back his manuscript, eh ? BCedda {enthusiastically. But wasrit it sweet of him! To have : 

JEedda {cold and immovable, supported by arm-chair). No, I put the courage to live his own life after his own fashion — to break away 
it on the fire instead. from the baniiuet of life — so early and so drunjk I ^ A beautiful act 

(reergre. Onthefire! Lovboeu’s wonderful new book that he read like that (foes appeal to a superior woman’s imagination I 
to me at Bkack’s party, when we had that wild revelry last night! Brack, Sorry to shatter your poetical illusions, little Mrs. Hedda, : 
Fancy that! But, I say, Hedda— isn’t that but, as a matter of fact, our lamented : 

rather — eh? Too bad, you know— really, h. fjjf '' in / ii i / 1 friend met his end under other circum- i 

great work like that. How on earth did you m . t . l IUm ill I ll I ll stances. The shot did wo< strike him in 

come to think of it ? || / L • a j/rf . kiiljM/ll M I ml II I il 1 1' l breast-^hut [ Pauses, \ 

jEedda {suppressing an almost imperceptible I // J JEedda {excitedly). General G-ablee’s ; 

smUe). Well, dear Geoege, you gave me a toler- / / /Ufl m ki M 1 1| pistols! I might have known it ! Did j 

ahly strong hint. I /tlKml I i i they^ over shoot straight P Where teas 

George. Me? Well, to he sure — that to a v f /iilll I he hit, then? 

joke! Why, I only said that I envied him for |i|n[ ft . Brack {in a discreet undertone), A ' 

writing such a book, and it would put me en- |||H 1 little lower down ! 

tirelym the shade if it came out, and if any- ||||||| I Hedda, Oh, how disgusting! — how 

thing was to happen to it, I should never forgive ' | BBBf 1 /j vnlgar !— how ridiculous ! — like every- 

myself, as poor LavBOEG couldn’t write it aU over /I || Mlil||BIO &==f 1) thing else about me ! 

^ain, and so we must take the greatest care of | ^ ISlillKllll Brack, Yes, we’re realistic types of 

it ! And tiien I left it on a chair and went away / lj| Tpfut human nature, and all that— hut a triie 

—that was all! And you went and burnt the fl y ^ \ squalid, perhaps. And why did you 

book all up! Bless me, who would have ex- 1 1 II I \ give LovBOE(3h your^^pistol, when it was 

peoted it ? i m \ \ certain to be traced bv the police ? For 

Hedda. Nobody, you dear simple old soul! I |\ a charming cold-blooded woman with a 

But I did it for your sake— it was love, il||||MjPW |l/ clear head an(i^ no^ scruples, wasn’t it 

George (in an ovlburst between doubt v \. ||P i |/ Hedda, Perhaps ; but I wanted him 

and/oy). Hjsdda, you don’t mean that ! . \\vy.\w \ I m to do it beautifully, and he didn’t ! Oh, 

Your love takes such queer forms some- 1 Wy m I l I ’ve just admitted that I dfd give him 

ihn.eB, Yes, hutytB—Qaughing in excess \ / /II X i ' /////| the pistol — how annoyingly unwise of 

why, you must be fond of me! \ f M/i m me ! Now I ^m my our power, I suppose ? 

Just think of that now 1 Well, you are . \ / MMBbHBH 'w/z ( Brack, Precisely — for some reason 

fuu, Hedda I Look here, I must just Jj/ li it’s not easy to understand. But it’s i 

run and tell the housemaid that — she I //fl 1 inevitable, and you know how^you dread 

willenjoy the joke so, eh? iffl T miKUfm\rllm\\ anything approaching scandal. All your 

Hedda (coldly, in self-command). It mmSm i \\ past proceedings show that. (YoGeoege 

is surely not necessary, even for a clever jMBmIot m 'I awe? Mrs. E., who come in together from \ 

Norwegian man of letters in a realistic Ivv the back-room,) Well, how are you get- 

social drama, to make quite such a fool ting on with the reconstruction of poor i 

of himsdf as all that ? Lovboeg’s great work, eh ? 

No, that’s true too. Perhaps mlllalm V George, Capitally; we’ve made out 

we ’d better keep it quiet — though I parts already. And really, 

must tell Aunt Julie— it will make her Hedda, I do. believe Mrs. Elvsted « 

so happy to hear that you ^nrnt a manu- « ^hat I tbe accoimta of all those everlasting bores settled ? ” inspiring me ;* I begin to feel it coming 


run and tell the housemaid that— she 
will enjoy the joke so, eh ? 

Hedda (coldly, in self-command). It 
is surely not necessary, even for a clever 
Norwegian man of letters in a realistic 
social drama, to make quite such a fool 
of himsdf as all that ? 

George. No, that ’s true too. Perhaps 
we ’d better keep it quiet — though I 
must tell Aunt Julie— it will make her 


so happy to hear that you burnt a manu- « ^hat I tbe accounts of all those everlasting bores settled ? ” inspiring me ;* I begin to feel it coming 
script on my account I And, besides, I ^ ^ on. Fancy that ! 

should liketo ask herwhether that’s a usual thing with young wives. Mrs, E, Yes, goodness! Hedda, wonH it be lovely if I can. I 
( Looks uneasy and pensive again,) But poor old E Jleet’s manuscript ! mean to try so hard ! 

^ [Mrs, Elvsted comes in, Hedda, ^ Do, you dear little BiUy rabbit; and while you are trying 

Oh, please, 1 m so uneasy about dear Mr. Lovboeg. I will go into the back drawing-room and lie down. 

Something has happened to him, I ’m sure I [She goes into the back-room and draws the curtains. Short 

Judge Brack {comes in from the hall, with a new hat in his hand), pause. Suddenly she is heard playing ** The Bogie Man” 

You have guessed it, first time. Something has ! within on the piano, 

J^s. E. Oh, dear, go()d gracious! What is it;? Something George. But, dearest Hedda, don’t play “ The Bogie Man’^ this 
diswessing, I mcertemof it! [Shrieks aloud, evening. As one of my aunts is dead, and poor old Lovboeg has 

Brack {pleasantly). That depends on how one takes it. He has shot himself, it seems just a little pointed, eh? 
sh^ himself, and is m a hospi^ ^ Hedda {puts her head out between the curtains). All right ! I ’ll be 

{sympathetically). That s sad, eh? poor old Lovboeg! quiet after this. I’m going to practise with the late General 


Hedda, Was it through the temple, or through the breast ? The 
breast? Well, one can do it beautifully through the breast, too. 
Do you know, as an advanced woman, I like an act of that sort— it ’s 
so positive, to have the courage to settle the account with himself— 
it !s beautifnl, really I 

Mrs, E, Oh, Hedda, what an odd way to look at it I But never 
mind poor dear Mr. Lovboeg now. What we ’t?e got to do is to see 
if we can’t put his wonderful manuscript, that he said he had tom 


[Closes the curtains again ; Geoege gets behind the stove. Judge 
Beack under the table, and Mrs, Elvsted under the sofa, 
A shot is heard within, 

Geor ^^^M nd^he^ stove). Eh, look here, I tell you what— she’s hit 

[His^ legs are visibly agitated for a short time. Another shot 
is heard, 

Mrs, E, {under the sofa). Oh, please, not me I Oh, goodness, now 


to pieces, iogether again._(raSes « bun& ofsfi^^nJ^eTo^oflh; I cli4*«^ybody^y moie. oTl ’ * ’ 

the loose scraps he dictated it to [Her feet, which can he seen under the valance, quiver a little, 
emergency. And and then are suddenly still. 

' Te^an and I were to put our heads together, I do thiTik Brack {vivaciously, from under the table), I say, Mrs. Hedda, I’m 
something might come of it, coming in every evening~we will have great f nn here togeth 
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{Another shot is heard,) Bless me 1 to bring down the poor old cock- 

of-the-walk— it ’s -ansportsTnflTililre I— -it ’s . 

\^The table-cloth is owlentlt/ agitated for a minute^ and presently 
the curtains opeuy and Hedda appears, 

Sedda {clearly and firmly), 1 Ve been trying in there to shoot 

myself beantifoUy— bnt with G-eneral G-abies^s pistol {She lifts 

the tablecloth, then loohibehind the stove and under the sofa,) "What ! 
the acconnts of all those everlasting bores settled ? Then my snicide 
becomes unnecessary. Tes, I feel the conrage of life once more I 
[iS%c goes into the bach-room and plays “The Funeral March of 
a Marionette’^ as the Curtain falls. 

The End {mth the usual apologies). 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday, — Le Prophete, — ^Notable performance. Profit to those 
who were there ; loss to those who weren’t. The two Poles, Ned 
and John* de Eeszee, excellent as 
the Tipster, or Prophet, and the 
Chief Anabaptist Swindler. Madame 
— ^^ORichard, OmaReineV^ 
repeated her grand impersonation of 
Rides, bnt being a trifle “ out of it” 
as to tune occasionally, I cannot be 
Fidei Defensor, and swear she was 
quite correct, so can only report that 
Rictta-hty was a bit “ dicky” ; other- 
wise, sings like a Dicky-Bird. 

Cathedral Scene magnificent. Kites 
are wrong, probably; bnt ihese are 
trifles, except to strict ritualists. 

Skating Scene not up to date; it 
was a novelty once upon a time, but rinks have 
done for it. There was an unrehearsed effect 


Nobody hurt 

walls, which had fallen, like those of Jericho, 
to the sound of the trumpet, were put away 
carefully,^ for alteration and repairs. The 
prisoner, issuing from her narrow fire-escape, 
was recaptured, and the Opera ended with tiie 
Drinking Scene, the Prophet among the Peris, 
a peri-lous situation, which makes the Opera 
go, at the climaT, “Mke a house- a -fire,” 

Bums’ Justice is done to the Impostor, and, 
at a late hour, we call our cabs, and return to hum “ beviam ” 
ov» “ a modest quencher.” 

Strong combination. Excellent. 



“ J*y suis.” 
Pro Arris et focus. 


Saturday,— 'B ovlo'b Mefistofele, 
But big “ waits ” made it heavy. 


AN AGRICDLTDRAL TRIPOS. 

PasLiMiNABY Examination Paper, 

1. A Fieid is ploughed three years running. Can it still have a 
shy at its little go ? - Examine this, and say all you know about 
“ Piers, or Peaks, the Ploughman.” Did he use his own soap ? 

2. How do you extract the square of a Beet-root ? In connection 
with this, say how much it wili take to square a “ Swede ? ” 

3. Explain the use of the “ Sewing-machine ” for agricultural 
purposes. What do you mean by “ going against the grain ? ” 

4. ^ You plant a field of com. What plasto do you adopt when it 
begms to shoot ? Also give the best remedy you ^ow for corn in 
the ear, 

5. Write a Sentimental History of the Harvest Moon, Is it 
remy twi^ as big as any other moon, or does it only look so, after 
dnnlmig the landlord’s health several times over ? 

giving a dinner-party in January is attributed 
the historical saying, “ Peas at any price ” ? 

7. How black beans will make five white ones ? Given the 
numl^r, explain the process, and solve the equation. 

S. What pomade do you recommend for “ top-dressing ” ? 

9*. Y^t would be an M.P.’s first step towards squaring a circle of 
Agricultural YotersP 

Sad Stobt.^A painter, who had on several occasions aspired to a I 
place in the Cb^trey Collection, and invariably been reused, on 
b^g enco^aged to launch a fresh venture, and spread his canvas, 
which would be soon filled, for a sale, replied dejectedly, “Chantrey 
be Mowed ; I sharH try any more ! ” Poor fellow ! He must indeed 
nave been bad. He has not been heard of since. The Serpentine 
has be^ dragged. 


Tra HureoH Cab Strjttr I — Remarkable CoBTersionll Not 
yet concluded I Last week another lot of Hansoms became Growlers. 


REPARTEE TO A SPOUSE. 

Both parties in the recent extraordinary abduction case, where a 
Mrs. Joios was carried off down a rope-ladder at midnight by her 
own husband, Mr. J ones, have published statements defending their 
own line of conduct. The following is Mrs, Jones’s version 

“As public opinion appears to have erroneously taken my— so- 
called— husband’s side, as far as I can gather from my having been 
twice chased through the streets by an infuriated mob, and four 
separate attempts having been made to blow up my house with 
nitro-glyoerine, I feel compelled to explain—with much reluctance- 
why it was that I declined to live with Mr. J ones. 

“To begin with, it was only under the most awful threats that Mr. 
Jones prevailed on me to become Ms wife. His words— I remember 
them well— were, ‘ My darling, you know how tenderly I adore you ; 
if you don’t marry me at once I ’ll break every bone in your body I ’ 
He then snatched my bonnet, a new one, from my head, and so acted 
on my nerves that I went off to the Registry Ofiolce and was married. 
That he was actuated by merely mercenary motives is proved by the 
fact that the gratuity (of half-a-crown), wMch he presented to the 
Registry Clerk, he actually borrowed from meU I knew Mm already 
to be unprincipled ; but never until that moment had it fiashed upon 
me that he was e. fortune-hunter I However, as he had the drawing- 
room poker with him— he kept it concealed up his back during the 
ceremony at the Registry Office— I did not ;at that time say any- 
tMng, but handed him the coin. I do not know if I should have left 
Mm at once, had he not aggravated the baseness of Ms conduct by 
using the vulgar expression, ‘ Fork it out quick 1 ’ But I regret to 
sav that Ms origin is painfully low. Whereas, anybody who con- 
smts my relatives will hear from them that they belong to the very 
highest County Families. Indeed, he would hear it aU day long fl 
he lived with them, as I do ! 

“ On the day of the abduction, I was treated barbarously J Even 
the cab in wMch I was taken off was, so the coachman informed me, 
j ‘put down to my account.’ Oh, had I bnt guessed the truth about 
I Mr. Jones when I went to the Altar — ^I mean the Registry Office ! 
Supper consisted of cold mutton and pickles {!) wMch latter ne upset, 
and I had a dress ruinedJ* 

On perusing the above, Mr. Jones decided that he could no longer 
keep silence, and has made public the subjoined explanation 

“ When I first saw Mrs. Jones— then Miss Thompson— her youth- 
ful grace quite captivated me. Her age was under fifty-six, and 
mne was just sixty. She was, in fact, as I told her at the time, 
almost old enough to know her own mind. It is true that she was 
wealthy, but that had no influence on my conduct. On the contrary 
I felt it as a positive drawback, as my domestic ideal has always been 
Love m a Cottage I But as she was bent upon our marrying, I 
agreed to waive thw objection. 

“In proof of tMs assertion I need only say that on the very day 
after our first meeting, I received the following letter : — 

“ ‘PbiceIiESS and Adorable Pet, — ^How are your little tootsy- 
wootsicums ? Did th^ get wet in conduotmg me home after that 
delicious interview ? If so, and^ you were to catch cold in your 
precious head, I should never forgive myself. Oh, come and see me 
soon! Your Own, till Death, Angelina.’ 

“Possibly I may be blamed for publishing this letter. I do it for 
Aer sake, not for mine. Even now I believe that, were I left alone 
with her for an hour, with none of her relatives nor a policeman 
near, I could persuade her to retract her calumuious statement about 
tM poker. I conclude by saying that it is my belief that her relatives, 
who are all of them powerful mesmerists, have hypnotised her ! ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

^My Face is My Fortune, by Messrs. Philips and Fendall. 
Wny don t they agree to spell both names with an “ F,” and make 
it Fillips and Fendall, I fancy that Fendall couldn’t do without 
the sensational fillips. TMs story excites curiosity throughout the first 
voMme, and then, m the other volume, satisfies it in so disappointing 
and commonplace a fashion as to suggest the idea that one of the 
authors, becoming weary of Ms share in the ^ork, suddenly chucked 
it up, and said, “Oh, bother 1 let’s finish anyhow; ” and then the 
collaborateur, whichever it was, did finish it as best and as 
quicMy as he could. There is evidence of laziness or of lack of in- 
vention m the story. If it were for the first time in fiction that a 
secret is learnt by some one Mding behind some pantomime plants 
m a conservatory, then too much praise could not be bestowed on 
the ingenious devisers of so strong and original a situation. But 
as we know that situation,— he comes from Sheffield,” and as it 
has done duty some scores of times before, on or off the stage, 
the thoroughgoing novel-reader shakes Ms head and asks, 
CouliM’t they have devised sometl^g better than this between 
them r expected much from this combination in Authorship, 
and am disappointed,” says the candid Baron de Boor-Worms. 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST (THE NEWLY-MARRIED ONE) HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

Owr Artist, ** JirsT look, Darling ! I was short of Cantasses, so I ‘ye stretched a oleak Pooket-Handkbrohiee ! — ^seb 
HOW splendidly it takes the Paint I ” 

Eis Frude’nt UUU Wife, **Oh, John dear, how Extravagant oe yoxtI It'll wefeh ooms out/" 


THE AHOPIED GHILID. 

^^Last year the Chancellor of the Exchegder 
frittered a^ay his resouroas in a rnimber of small 
remissions, for which hardly anyone was grateful. 
This year he 8g[nander3 the greater part of his 


surplus in TCOviding for Pree, or— as the phrase is 
— Assisted Education — an innoyation for which 
there is hardly any genuine demand, and which a 
yery large class of the community, inoludiug many 
of the most loyal supporters of the Q-oyemmerit, 
yiew with rooted distrust.” — The Standard, 

Mrs. Gamp {the ** Old BeguUr ”) Ugmtwr 

“More changes, too, to come afore w^ have 
done with changes I ” 

Ah I I said that to good Mister . Mould years 
agone ; which ’ow memory ranges 
AH over tnem dear ** Q-ood Old Times,” as I 
wish them wos hack agen, bless ’em I 
Which the new ones ain’t much to my miiid ; 
there’s too many fresh ‘‘montmies” to 
mess ’em. 

Ko ; monthlying ain’t wot it were ; the pef- 
fession’ s too open, a lump, 
l^usses now ain’t no more like old Satrey, no 
not than the old Aldgit Pump 
Like the Cristial Palluses fountings. A 
Pilgjian’s Projiss is life, 

And a Euss ain’t no more hke a ISTusa than a 
[ Wife now resemhles a Wife. 

Heigho! Which it’s no use a frettin’. But 
Fondlings f Ah, well, I did think 
Onr respectable fam’lles, though mixed, from 
sich ojus demeaning would shrink, 
Which no greater hinsult to wie, the old 
reglar, could well be deviged ; 


And tbongh I’ve to live and to learn, I 
confess as this turn I’m serpriged. 

A Fondling 1 1 1 Turned up unbeknownst 
on a doorstep permiskus, no doubt. 

And then to adopt him 1 Oh dear, wot the 
plague is our Party about ? 

Wien to monthly to it were my pride ; its 
legitermit offspring I’ve nussed 

Many years with the greatest success, but 
to-day I feels hurried and fnssed, 

And my eyes is Saint Polge’s fontin with 
tears, and this brat is their source ; 

As it isn’t no offspringof owrn— of the fam’ly 
I mean, Ma’am, in course ; 

But a Bruminagem bantling, picked hup, 
as were not worth- its swaddlin’ and 
’ food, 

And I never yet knowed any brat from that 
source as turned out any good. 

Missis G., Mum, it ’s all a mistake, as you 
know in your ’art all the same, 

For you turned up your nose at the child 
' when Job CTrATifRERLT»rG give him a 
name, 

Afore we was thick with his set, when you 
snubbed him, . and laughed him to 
Boom, 

And heaped naughty names on this kid, as 
you swore was his nat’ral fust-bom . 

And now you come dandling, and doddling, 
and patting the brat on the ’ed, 

And forgetting the things as yon promiged, 
and backing on all as you said. 

Missis G., you do raly amaze me I This 
comes of our precious mix-up ; 

Which the child ’s no more like one of onm 
than a png ’s like a tarrier-pup. 


In the best‘'regulated o’ fam’lies things wiU 
go askew, I’m aweer; 

As I says to my friend Mrs. Harrtp, as says 
to me, “ Sairet, my dear. 

You looks dragged, ^ sweet creetur,” she 
says. “ Missis Harrts,” I makes ’er 
reply, 

“When the ’art in one’s buzzum beats ’ot, 
there’s excuge for the tear in one’s heye. 
Which wales isn’t in it for worrit, my love, 
with your poor old pal, Sairet, 

Along o’ the FamTy,” 1 says ; “ as things do 
seem to go that contrairey, 

My services now ain’t required, with ‘ adop- 
tions ’ aH over the shop. 

From Bmmmagem, yus, and elsewheres : and 
I ast ‘ Where is this thing to stop ? ’ 
Ritchie’s ‘ piok-up ’ was tryin’, most tryin’ ; 

and as to those had Irish brats, 

As Balfour interjnoed— dear ! jest fancy onr 
Party adopting small Pats 1 
And now this here Bmmmagem babby I Yon 
say he ’s a promising cheild, 

Missis G., and ^you ’re learning to love himi’ 
All this makes old Satrey feel wild. 

It’s wus than kidnapping, this bizaess of 
picking up ^ Fondungs ’ all round. 
You’re nussing a wiper, I say, and you’ll 
soon feel ’is bite, 7 ’w be bound. 

Wbo arskedfor ’im, Bbtst—I mean Missis G. 

—who demanded the brat ? 

You ’ve altered yonr mind, and yon pet him ; 

you’d much better mind what you ’re at. 
Drat the boy’s bragiau imperenoe I I says. 

He ’s a balien, a fondling, a waif, 

And I never knew, for my part, any Brum- 
magem goods as wos safej ” 
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THE ADOPTED CHILD. 


Moihbe Gosohot. “FOUND ’HI IN BIRMINGHAM, MY DEAR! DIDN’T LIKE ’IM AT F1RST,-BUT, SOME- 
HOW, I’VE aUITE TOOK A FANCY TO ’IMII” 

Mes. Gamp. “A FONDLING INDEED I— WHICH ALL I CAN SAY IS I DON’T LIKE THE LOOKS OF ’IMI.l” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

£XTBA0lJ£l> FBOM THE HIAHY OF TOBY, M.P. 


sitting till quarter to seven. By this time, all Amendments to 
Clause 3 being wearily worn off, opportunity just left to pass Clause 
before Sitting adjourned. Question put that Clause 3 pass. Then. 
Sage, smelling obtrusively of cigarettes, interposed, and declared it 



V *7 «rr fxr 7T -r » « .7 oAGE, Smelling ODtrusivciy 01 cigarcttes, luterposeu, auu aeciarett ITJ 

Howe of Commons, Monday ^ v “ would be indecent ” to accept the Clause without further discus- 

Hbokgb Elliot, beaming on House from backbench: haveknoTO gion* Hothing House shrinks from just now more abjectly than 

HAECOinaT naan boy for forty from charge of indecency. Accordingly debate stood over, and 
^ ^ years ; seen him in divers moods ; Tlmrsday may, if the Sage and his Party please, and the Closure is 

watched him through various not invoked, be appropriated for further discussion of Clause 3. ’ 
ocoupauons. These have been so Old Mobality might have moved Closure at twelve minutes to 
many that i have had time to seven, and carried Clause 3. Committee naturally expected he would. 

^ Chancellor of B^t Old Mobality had another card up his sleeve. At very last 

the Exchequer ; but he was, and moment, whilst Members trooped out, and it was thought all was 
upon my word, listenmg to 1^ over. Old Mobality gave notice of motion to take the whole time of 
to-mght, and knowing sonmtl^g House, including Tuesday and Friday nights’ evening sittings, 
about myself, I beheve “ j think you had them there, I said, as we walked across to 

hewoTold have made a splaali at (Jrosvettor Place. 


. , “Tes, Tobt,” he said, a little flush mantlmg his modest face; 

JoBiMdoem temoyperfomance we’ve given them rope enough, and now we’ll hang them. 

^hey ’ve had their run, now we ’ll take ours. It ’s the main thing I 
Od^y enough. Budget Hight, always look to. Never forget when I was still in the seminary 
which ought to be t^ apex of com- writing out copy of verses about a shipwreck. A graphic scene ; the 
1/1/1 ^ • Ch^c^lob of riven vessel, the raging seas, the panic-stricken crowd on deck, and 

( me Exchequer IS with him ever then this little self-drawn picture of the sole survivor, the one man 
the season of tribulation. House i^ft to tell the story : 

bended knees I But I fell to on bread and cheese ; 

^oe, alT^s at its best on Budget And others fell down fainting, | Por that, Sir, was the main thing. 

S feeblest ^ I ^ the 

Gemsl George. c^B; eW to the eeh^Ms ParUameutary oratory.^ Give me the 

moral sentimeuts ; sits enraptured when he soars into eloquence : and cheese of seemg bn^ess advanoiM, and I m intent, 

is nndisgnisedly gratefnl when he has completed his peroration, done. Once more Committee on Irish Land BilL 

JoKBc’s muddle of Thursday night made the heat of. Opposition Thursday,— •k pretty little game on to-night. Old Mobality 

silenced hy promised legislation establishing Free Education. Every- Bioyed his Resolution taking power to appropriate Tuesdays and 
thing in sunsbine-glow of prosperi^. Thought Joxai might keep Fridays evening sittings, and all Wednesdays for Irish Land Bill, 
some of the sunbeams for himself. Then comes Habcoubt with the ^ ordinary circumstances there would have been stormy protest led 
abhorred shears of facts and figures, and slits the thin-spun web of from Front Opposition Bench against this inroad on time of private 
JoKnt’s ingenious fancy ; shows that, instead of a surplus, he has, Members. Other fish to fry to-night. Wednesday week assigned 


Genial George. 


when honest arithmetic is set to work, a deficit ; instead of increasing for Second Beading of Woman’s Suffrage Bill ; if Government take > 
the rate of reduction of National Debt, he has done less in that for Irish Land Bill, obviously can't he utilised for further- 

direotion than his predecessors; and that whilst expenditure on Army ^rice of Woman’s Bights. This an awkward question’ for some 
and Navy has exceeded any figures reached by former Chancellors of Members ; don’t like it, hut daren’t vote against it. Here’s oppor- - 
the Exchequer, the fioating debt is ever growing. tunity of getting rid of it by side-wind. Not necessary in arranging 


with fresh array of figures and new marshalling of argument, com- though perhaps not quite in this phrase, “ go the whole hog or 

J Xl J _ .1? T 1 _ 1 A M / T_. Xl 11T_ J .1 .. ® 


a smile of ineffable sweetness. “ Right Hon. Gentleman need not go prepared to take a Wednesday here and there ; but, really, too 
so far afield : will have pretty tough job in answering Habcoxjbt.” much to appropriate every one. “ Not at all— not at all,” said Mr. G. 

A pretty scene; admirable Parlianientary play. Oddly enough But it was only under compulsion of a Division that he consented 
boxes empty; stalls a wilderness; pit only half fulL Energies of fo accept the endowment. In meanwhile, the Woman’s Suffrage 
House BO sap^d with dreary fiood of talk on Irish Land Bill cannot I^chate on Wednesday week snuffed out, and final opportunity of 
be reanimated even for a brisk battle over the Budget. Session lost. j 

Business done.— JoKnc pummelled to pulp, “ I ’m inclined,” said Wm. Woodall, “ as a rule, to take kindly : 

Tuesday. -Old Mokaiitt walked out of House inst now. his back ^®^°^ “®“’ ^® best oonstrnotion upon theie 

sufEused with sense of duty done, alike to GunBiT and Country. T®^-’ “7 ““d that 

Irish Land Bill, which, as CAMPBELL-BAEirRUM-A-N- says, makes a T® advoc^s of Woman s Bights have not been made the victims of 
Moated Grange of House of Commons, on again all da^ K oe 

Queemt Aeee’s Gate and his Party active as usual. The Pabty a 5 

little dquhtful of the Sage. Sometimes, in blessed intervals of ^^rness done^ Woman s Bights men dished. 

silence, is discovered gazing on a bald space on back of Sage’s bead, -^»«?«y»“-Brer Fox looked ;in to-nigbt, and, finding Brer Babbit 

striving, as it were, to pierce tbrougb this weak spot, and discover c-bsent, undertook charge of Irish affairs. Desirous of introducing 

what is in the Sage’s mind. The Sage in outward manner most iicvelfy into situation, began by patronising Prince Abthub. “ So 

deferential and encouraging. Misses no opportunity of publicly conciliatory, you know ; so anxious to meet the views of Irish 

applauding him. It is true that when the Sage has got him on his Members ; really, they ought to meet him half-way, and refrain 


to slmk out of the House, and take another cigarette, qnite certain r ox s voice faltered as he spoke, and, bringing round his 

that the Pabty is good for half-an-hour. This, and one or two ^ gently brushed away a falling tear. Unfortunately for 
other little things, create a suspicion in the mind of the Pabty, who Mm, Tibc ^ Healy present, Tm jumped up, and fell upon his 
was not brought up in India for nothing. Whebid Lawsoist, who f-^cient chief, flouting his counsel, and repudiating his right to 
sits close by, and keenly watches progress of events, says he has no Icaderstop. Effect upon Brer Fox something like that which 
doubt the time will come when the Pabty will revolt. followed on the flight of the piece of old red sandstone which struck 

» ** ®c,ys WiLEBiD, ** occupies a strategical position, which S abdomen a gentleman who chanced to be stan^ng round, 

gives him a great pull over Ljlbby. His respected Leader sits on the subsequent proceedings interested him no more. He walked 
bench immediately below him. Some day Setmotjb Heat’s wild again. “Exceedingly rude man,” he said; 

Mahratta blood may boil over, an unsuspected scimitar may flash J come near Tm Healy hut I feel an infinite yearning for a 
forth from his trouser pocket, and the Sage’s head, falling gory on fire-escape.” Business rfowe.— Land Bill again. 

^ XI. j? of the House, may gently, from mere force of haMt, roll « 

in;^ direction of Queen Anne^s Gate.” ^ “Mobe Fbeb thaist Welcome.” —Mb. GoscWs Ednoation 

X a real A^gumary-minded man, said Ritchie, to whom I Scheme, to the Tories. 

told this story, * give me a teetotaller.” 

The PxRTT, uifli some assistanoe from ‘Windbag Snxioir, wasted A Rjwnnstra or “ xhb Lnrai.”— The Eoyal 







Grand Goml>iiiatioii Picture, ** Liddell and Scott !’^ [Liddell (289) by 
H. Herkomer, B.A., and Scott (281) by G(e®) W(oa) Joy! “Joy and 
Woe ! ” Comedy and Tragedy.] 

No. 5. “ Long Lokg (Ed^n, R A.) and more or less of 

“a go.” Instead of Long Ago,^^ wnioh is egotistioal, 'why not 
Long JSgit or Long Fedtf , , „ , . ^ 

Nos. 21, 22, 23. “ TAe Lyons (and Female). Bbiion 

EiTiiiBE, R A. [N.B.““ R.A,,” “Royal Academician” and 
“^yal AniTnal-painter.”] . 

No. 27. The Yisootmt Cnoss looking Visooxmt Cheerful. 
Fainted for the Grand Jury Itoom, Lancaster CaxiU^^ the 
Catjdogne informs ns. Suggestive of their arguing among themselves 
“ at cross purposes.” Painted by SxDioiT Hodges, 

No. 77. “ On Striked Yery striking. Who could have painted 
this ? Ah I Who hut TTijBirOMBK, R. A. 

No. 82, Apparently this must have been intended for a portrait 
of the late Mr. Dios’ BoirciCATniT, but subseguently adapted to 
represent Waltbe Gubbt, leg. Looks quite the Gilbex’s “fine, 
old, dry,” but not “oiusted.” No doubt whatever of its being the 
excellent work of W(erry) Q;(uaint) OBCWAunsoiff. R A. 

No. 112. “Hanson is as Hanson doesr By J. Hairsoir 


No. 226. The Penance of Zaso in the presence of some Members of the 
County Council. P. H. Calderon, R A. 

No. 143. The Right Hon. A. J. Balfoite, M.P., as seen by 
L. Aiha-Tadema, R. A. Taken while considering 

No. 147 . The Irish Question as represented by Sir Febdebick 
L siGHroir, P.R.A,’s “ Ferseus and AndromedaF Allegory. An-- 
dromBdUi Ireland. The Monster. “ Pamellism and Crime ; ” and 
Ferseus^ Baxfoue. Marvellous Monster I DEUBioLAiars should at 
once order a dozen of ’em, hot and strong, for next Christmas Panto- 
mime. Poor Miss Aeot Deombda, — “ a dainty morsel d croguer^^ 
guoth the Monster. 

No. 148 . No possible doubt whatever about this being A. Bebtie 
Fueeitae-Mitfoed, C.B,, painted by the President of the Painters, 
who has hit him ofi to the life. B. M. is taken at the moment when, 
as a spectator of the Perseus and Andromeda action^ he 

remembers having seen sometlnng like it in “ Old Japan.” 

No. 201. “ Foot Tom ’a a Cold ! ” Latjbenob Scott. Picture illus- 


Latjbenob Scott. Picture illus- 


J. BLabsoe 


W'^TiTEE. Naturally pleased with “ &e promise of May,” and 
No. 118. Another Young Lady only Younger. By the same 


trating the shortest and easiest way of catching his death of cold. 

No. 206. “ Two ’s company^ Three'* s none/[ observed the Sun, as 

blushiag deeply, he sank away in the far distance. By Maueice 
Geehejese JE/Agbxt. 

No. 209. The original Pieman met by Simon going to the fair in 
very full dress. Aethtjb S. Cope, 
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lTo.220. of Aima-Tadema’s style. THOMAeKSPEirCT. 

Ko. 231. Is it one o’clock ? ” she said to herself, anxiously. I 
hope luncheon will he ptmctnal.” The picture will he known as 

Ghrace before Meals^' delightfnlly (of course) painted by Sir J ohn 
E. Millais. 

Ko. 232. By the P.E. A. “What ’s that ? said one well-educated 
clerical visitor to his matronly wife. She read it out, pronouncing 
it thusly, Meturn of Percy FoneP “THiat l” exclaimed the 
Clergyman. Then, taking the Catalogue into his own hands, he 
read“JEe^Mm of PersephoneP “It’s pronounced,” he informed 
his help-mate, “ Per-seph-o-nS.” . ‘*Is it?” she returned, in a tone 
expressive of unmitigated incredulity. ‘ ‘ Then,” she asked suddenly, 
as a hrillia-nt idea struck her, “why isn’t ‘telephone’ pronounced 
‘ tel-Sph-6-nS’ ?” And turning her hack on him, would not hear 
another word on the subject. 

Ko. 283. Not Crosslei/j hut Kindly, Claxtde Caltheop. 

II 0 . 333 . Professor Huxley. ByHon. JohnCotxttiju. When it isn’t 
the Professor, it might*serve for Sir Ceobg-e Geove. Bravo, Honour- 
able John I “ Hang him, JohnCot.t.ttbu I ” (Sttaespeabe adapted.) 

Ho. 390. A Boy to the very life, or a Life Boy. James Sant, E.. A. 
It’s a picture of Master Httoh Buedbtt Monet Cotjtts. How 
well this name wiU look on a cheque for a cool thousand or soj But 
to see the Hue of health on his cheek is better than seeing the colour 
of that Hugh’s money. 

Ho, 414. Portrait of Author W. Pineeo, Esq. Painted by J oseph 
Mobdecai, who has done to Author Pinebo what HA'RfAN would 
have done to Mobdecai, i hung him. 

Ho. 439. Sitting for Don Quixote. William E. Locehabt. 

Ho. 459. Stiff Collar Pay ; or. Just Ba^h from the TFash, “ And, 
confound it I she’s been washing my shirt and tie together, and 
spoilt ’em both. Wish I had another lot ready, but haven’t, so 
must go to Academy as I am,” said Walteb S-Wash-Bucelbb 
Lethbbidge, and finished up with an impetuous and irrepressible 
“ Hang it I ” “I will,” replied the Artist, J ohn Pettie, E A. 

Ho. 544. Josephine Grimaldina; or^ Female Clotony the next 
novelty in Pantomime, dedicated to the author and composer of 
H Enfant Prodigue. John S. Sabgent. 

Ho. 637, Feeling his Bumps ; or^ Phrenology in the Olden TimeP 
Ebnest Hobmand, 

Ho. 651. Gentleman ready for riding, but no spurs. “ Where the 
deuce have I put them ?” he is evidently saying. “All ready but 
tiiat. Can’t find ’em anywhere ! ” A picture which quite tells its 
own (Julian) Stobt. 

THE EIGHTS AND WEOHGS OF LABOXJE. i 

{At the service of the Oh-nc-lUr of the ’Exch^ga-^r^ if he purposes writing a 
jPropheiic Eomance.) 

Macaulay’s Hew Zealander had arrived prematurely. London 
Bridge was not reduced to its centre pier, and St. Paul’s Cathedral 
was certainly not in ruins. Still there was an uncanny look about 
town. On the Embankment electric tram-cars were running, but 
they seemed to be little patronised. Here and there he noticed a 
pedestrian leisurely going his way, but the side-walks appeared, to 
all intents and purposes, abandoned. At length he reached a garden- 
seat, upon which was sprawling a Typical Working Man. The New 
Zealander gave this interesting individual “ Good morning,” and 
made some common-place remark about the weather. 

“Fine dayl” returned the T. W. M., rather surlily. “Well, 
what does it matter to me ? If it rains, I stay at home ; if it don’t, 
why I don’t either.” 

“I am a stranger seeking for information,” explained the New 
Zealander; “ so I am sure you wiU excuse me if I ask you how much 
do you pay for your house r” 

“ Pay for my house ! ” ejaculated the T. W. M. “ Why, nothing 
of course I And I pay nothing too for my sons at Oxford, and the 
^irls at Cambridge. And X get my clothes free, and my food comes 
in gratuitously. . Why, you must be a stranger if you don’t know 
that ! Why everything and anything is paid by the Government- 
out of the Income Tax.” 

“ And don’t you ever work ? ” 

“ Work ! bless you, no. I can’t afford to work ! If I did, I 
should have to pay the Income Tax myself I ” returned the T. W. M., 
with a grin. 

“Then who does contribute to this evidently highly-important 
source of revenue ? ” 

“ Why, the professional men, under Schedule D I ” cried the hardy 
son of toil. “The authors with families, and the City clerks. AU. 
that set, you know. They pay the Income Tax, sure enough. It ’s 
as much as they can do to keep bodies and souls together. But some-- 
body must pay— why not they ? — ^pay for themselves— and for me I ” 

The Dmo Show.— I t sounds odd that the serious pantomime. 

Enfant Prodigue^ the play without words, should be “the talk of 
London.” 


LEAVES FROM A CANDIDATE'S DIARY. 

“ George Hotelf* Billsbury^ Friday^ April 25^A. — Arrived this 
morning in order to attend a “ Monstre Open Air Conservative F^te,” 
which was held in the grounds of the Billsbury Summer Palace. 
The programme was a very attractive one. First, there was a “ re- 
ception of town and county delegates and their ladies ” by the Earl 
and Countess of Rochevieille. The Earl is a scrubby little fellow 

of about sixty, who looks more 
like an old- clothes-man than 
anything else. Norman noses 
— at least their descendants in 
this generation— are curiously 
like the Semitic variety some- 
times. The name is pro- 
nounced “Eovail,” and both 
the Earl and Countess get blue 
with rage if anybody makes a 
mistake about it, as nearly all 
the delegates did. They stood 
on a raised dais, and received 
delegates’ addresses to the 
number of about thirty. Lady 
Eochevibillb is a stout lady 
— very. It was a blazing hot 
day, and she was “ overcome ” 
just as she was shaking hands 
with Colonel and Mrs. Chor- 
KLB, who were accompanied 
by Benjamin Disbabii 
Canvas and Scrutiny. Chobzle. The rest of the 

Chobxlb family, including Wttjja vina Henrietta Smith Chobkle, 
who was in a nurse’s arms, were somewhere aboutj the grounds look- 
ing for the “ Magic Haunts of the Fairy Bulbul,” and eating enormous 
quantities of macaroons, which I had given them. Colonel Chobkle 
rather lost his head when Lady E. collapsed. He made an effort to 
pick her up, but had to drop her heavily on the boards of the dais. 
Eventually, however, she was carried away and revived, and the 
proceedings went on. There were Conservative merry-go-rounds, 
Conservative negro-minstrels, Conservative acrobats and Conservative 
dancing bears, distributed about the grounds. I was taken about by 
Alderman Moepat and Hollbbonb, who introduced me right and left 
toihundreds of my supporters and their wives and daughters. At the 
end of it all I felt as if I had got a heavy sort of how-do-you-do smile 
regularly glued on my face. One of my chief supporters is an under- 
taker named J obson. Hollbbone brought him up to me and said, ‘ ‘ Mr. 
JoBSON, permit me to introduce you to our popular young Candidate, 
Mr. Pattle. Mr. Pattlb let me have the honour of introducing you 
to our popular young undertaker, Mr. J obson.” Gave me rather a 
shook, but JoBSON seemed quite a pleasant man. ’ ' His wife was there 
too, gorgeously dressed in red plush with an Indian shawl on her 
shoulders, and a sealskin muff. She must have felt the heat horribly. 

Later in the afternoon there was a political meeting, at which we 
all spoke, but we had to make it short, as everybody was anxious 
to get away to the “Refined Musical Milange (with inmdental 
dances) of the Sisters Wilkins,” which was held in a specially erected 
tent. Fireworks, illuminations, and dancing, ended the affair. 

April 26. — Was made an Oddfellow to-day. Initiation didn’t last 
long. Chobkle and Jebbam were initiated with me, and we all had 
to make speeches afterwards, declaring our devotion to the great 
cause of Oddfellowship. Afterwards sentiments were called for. 
The only one I remember was given by a man called Tabset, a 
tailor, who seems to be rather famous for this kind of thing. After 
holding his hand to his head for sometime, and knitting his brows, he 
cleared his throat, and said, in a loud voice, — “May the tear of tiue 
sympathy crystallise as it falls, and be worn as a radiant jewel upon 
the finger of affliction.” This was vociferously applauded, I con- 
gratulated Tabset afterwards, and paid him a com^ment about it. 
He told me he found it a great relief, after a hard day’s work in the 
shop, to throw off a sentiment or two. He ’s going to publish a book 
of them, and I ’ve had to subscribe forjsix oopies,''at half a guinea each. 

From a Watchpol Obsebveb.— Sib, — The "other day I saw 
advertised in a shop- window, “The Invisible Trouser Stretcher.” 
Who wears “ Invisible Trousers” ? Do you remember the story of 
! The Emperor of Chincfs Clothes when they all cried, “ He’s got 
*ein on,” and he hadn’t. That Invisible Trousers should exist is 
quite enough stretch of imagination without any further stretcher.— 
Yours, The Dat Watchman. 

Mbs. E, at the Opera.— Mrs. Eamsbotham Junior went to hear 
La Traviata. She expressed her sympathy with Violetta between 
two Gourmands. Remarking on me touching -finiRh to the con- 
verted Traviata^ s career, Mrs. E. observed that it reminded her of 
the poet’s Ene about “ She who stopped to cough, remained to pray.” 



{j^ HOtlOE — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether HS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in ho case he retunied, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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MR. PUNCHES PRIZE NOVELS. 

No. XVII.— &ASPS. 

{By OXiPH SoHEBiOK, Author of Screams ** The Allegory of an 
Asian Banchef), 

[“ You will perceive,” writes the Author of the following story, “ that this 
is allegorical, but it is not by any means necessary that you should under- 
; stand it. The chief charm of allegorical writing is its absolute freedom from 
the trammels of convention. You write someihing large and vague, with 
i any amount of symbols thrown in. The words flow quite easily ; you cover 
scores of pages. Then you read it over again next morning. If you under- 
i stand it so little as to think some other fellow must have written it, you may 
i be quite certain it is an allegory. When you print it, your public reads into 
[ it all kinds of mysterious and morbid religious emotions, and confused misin- 
terpretations of life-problems, and everybody tacks on his own special 
explanation. That being so, it is quite unnecessary for you to explain 
things — ^which saves a great deal of trouble. The plan is an excellent one. 
Try it.— Yours, allegorically, 0. S.”] 

Chaptee I. 

Taist}’ Sannie was stewing kraut in the old Datcli saucepan. The 
scorching rays of the African sun were heating down upon Bonapaete 
Blekeins who was doing his hest to be sun-like by beating Waldo. 
His nose was red and disa- 
greeable. He was something 

like Htjgklebebet JFinn’s — 

Danphin, an amnsing, cal- -rr:.— 

Ions, cruel rogue, hut less ^ \ 

i resonrcefnl. Tant’ Sannie 

i laughed ; it was so pleasant --^4 X ; - m i j 4 ^ / 4 1 / ii / /j « * . 

to see a German boy beaten "I'Sl M f' fi'll 

black and blue. But the y ' !! 1 1 * ■ ‘ ' I ’ ' . ' 

Hottentot servants merely ' 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 f I ! 1 1 

“iS JMcSJsss 'wp iii ij|ijJii|l[lll» 

Life was playing marbles jij;' 

with the Unknown. And — v ^ 

the Unknown said unto Life, ^ 

“Give me an alley-tor.” 

But Life replied, “ Hay, for O' ^ 

the commoneys are lying ^ 

well, and the thumb of him. 
that aimeth is seasoned unto 

the stroke.” And the Un- ^ ^ yw 

known beat bis sable wings j / 

together, and one black fea- “ / / 

ther flitted far into the breast / \ y 

of the day and feE to earth. - \ L 

And there came a fair-baiied /i [g 

Child plucking * flowers in , /// 7 

the desert with brows bent y 

m thought 

And Life said unto the n ‘ 

ChildX* Play with me.” 

And the Unknown said, “ Play with me,” 

But the Child raised its soft hand slowly and the tender Angers 
^ew apart, and its thumb was poised in thought upon its nose, and 
^ it spake not at all. And the feather flitted far, far over the waste, 
i and men came forth and gazed upon it, but it heeded them not. 

Then said Life, “I am strong. Kings have need of me and earth 
is my dominion.” But the Unknown gathered up the scattered 
marbles, concealing them gently, and answered only this—** 1 am a 
greater than Life.” 

And the Child strayed onwards and the feather flitted, and Taitt* 
Sannie still stewed kraut in the old Dutch saucepan. And 
Bokapabte Blensins was glad. 

Chaptee II. 


And a great Light fell across her face, as though a palm had 
smitten it, and the name of the palm was Hand, and its fruits were 
Angers five. ^ ^ . i. -r. ^ 

And again I addressed myself in terms of familiaTity to the Ever- 
lasting, and 1 planted a book upon the clouds, where eight children 
lay prone with bees flying about their childish bonnets. I 

And there came a knock at my door. ! 

** Eight o’clock I ” said One. ** Arise I ” j 

** Hay,” I answered ; ** it cannot be.” | 

** But the water is hot within the can, and the table will be spread | 
for them that break their fast.” 

“ So he it. I rise.” And behold it was a dream ! 

Chaptee III. 

Fae away the mother of the little nigger stood ehnming. 'Where 
is the mother of the Ettle black nigger ? She is churning slowly in 
the garden. But cannot the aunt of the good gardener churn herself ? 
Ho ; for she is in the orchard, plucking the apples, peaches, apricots, 
pears (Birnen)^ to give to the butler’s grandmother. 

And there came Life and The Ideal walking hand in hand. And 
behind them came Wealth and Vastness singing together. And 
Infinity was there, and Health, and Wisdom, and Love. And Eeflec- 
tion was mounted on a steed with Joy. And many other shapes 

✓ followed, deHoately arrayed 

X in fine linen. And helmet- 

wearing Men in Blue mar- 
^ shalled the procession. And 

*jPa3s away there, pass away 

1 HI I said, **Is this the 

Lmd Mayor’s ^^ow^”^^ 

^^But The^Eeal 'tos not 

Wealth,” which was absurd, 

I |ri{|i| IIIl I ijjijn^lmi/^r but Ho-one laughed. And 
a I u 111 IRro danced a faudaugo 

mSiwl i ¥ \ ilJ BIHII points of their toes, 

if If Ifllil ^ S' shaft of light lay 

h H [ I ^ I I Illtli them. And they wan- 

V H 1/ ^ f I I lilif} ULi hIwM \ Isst they came 

j ® ;J I i|l f ^ to a bad, wicked naughty, 

^ ‘ brimstone place. And I 

said to Some-one. ** I like this. It seems a good place.” And still Ho- 
one laughed. And Wealth touched me, and I was glad. And I 
said, **&ive me millions, or buy a box of matches,” and Law 
seized me and took me to the Cell. Then I said to the Beak, ** Your 
Worship.” And the Beak said unto me, “Begging a^ain. Forty 
shillings.” And again I woke. And it was aU a striving and a 
striving and an ending in Hothing. 

THE END. 


Cehelty, cruelty^ eruelty—all’ is ’cruelty I Boys are beaten ; 
oxen are stabbed till the blood hursts forth; happy, industrious, 
dung-collecting beetles are bitten in two by careless, bappy, beetle- 
collecting dogs— everything is wicked and cruel. The KaflS.r has 
beautiful legs, but he will kick his wife, qnd Tani’ Sahhie, alas I 
will not be there to drop a pickle- tub on his head. And over every- 
thing hangs that inscrutable charm which hovers for ever for the 
humau intellect over the incomprehensible and shadowy. Omne 
ignotum pro mirifico^ I might say, hut I prefer the longer phrase. 

And I stood at the gate of Heaven, I and Taht’ Sahnis ; and we 
spoke to everybody quite affably ; and they all had time to listen to 
what we said, and to make suitable replies. 

And I said, ** Are we all here ? ” 

. And she said, “Hot all.” 

And I said, ** The absent are always in the wrong.” 

And she said, ** I have heard that in French.” 

And I said, * * Is not that impertment ? ” 
i And she said, ** Ho.” 


TO MLLE. JAHE MAY, 

“ Au clair de la lune, 

Mou ami Pieercw, 

Pr^te-mx)i ta plume 
Pour Retire uu mot.” 

pRBTS^MOi ta plume ! Could wit borrow a feather 
From Cupid’s own pinion, ’tis doubtfullieh whether 
A ** mot ” might be made which should happily hit 
The “ gold ” of desert ; and Love, aided by Wit, 

Though equal to eloquent passion’s flue glow, 

Might both be struck mute by the Muse of Dumb-Show. 

That ** actions speak louder than words ” we all knew ; 

But now we may add, ** and more gracefully, too,”, 
Performances fine Punch has praised in his day, 

But how few take the pas of the Promts— of May ! 

“ Native Eaces ahh the LiquoE Teapeio.”— An important snbjec 
strangely omitted at the recent meeting of this Society was ** The 
Consumption of Champagne on the Derby and Oaks Days.” The 
Duke of Westmihsiee will take the earliest opportunity of reoti%^ 
ing this ^rroT. 


TOL. C» 
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JOKIM THE CELLARER; OR, THE BLEND. 

Aie. — ** SimoTt, the CeUa/rer” 

^CtTTB Jomi the Cellarer keeps a large store 
Of choioe Party Spirits, d’ye see ; 

Seotch, Irish, and who can say how many more r 
An eclectic old soul is he. 

But mainly in “ Blends ” he is good, dark or pale, 
r<He he knows without them his hest bottlings may fail ; 

But he never f aileth, he archly doth say, 

Per he well knows what tap suits the taste of the day. 

And hoi hoi ho I his books will show 
He oft taps ihe barrels of Brummagem Joe I 

OE sits all the time in his own still-room, 

And a taster clever is he. 

’Tis in vain that his enemies kick up a fume, 

And swear he is half a Torie. 

But there are sly meetings upon the baokstair, 

And watchers say Joe is oft gossiping there. 

Kow Joe distrusts someone who ’s Grand, and who ’s Old, 
And says that he mmt be kept “ out in the cold.’’ 

And hoi hoi hoi old Jobui doth know 
That many a flask of his best comes from Joe. 

’Cute JoEiM keeps blending Joe’s taps and his own ; 

Though knowing harsh rumours are rife ; 

And Brummagem Joe is oft heard to declare, 

Their partnership may last for life. 

And JoEiM says, some call Brum Joe a bad chap. 

But they ’ll soon learn to relish the taste of his tap, 

And while I may Brummagem Joe call my friend, 

1 think I shall customers find for our * Blend.’ ” 

While ho I ho I ho I he ’ll chuckle and crow ; 

‘ ‘ What, turn up Brum Job, my boys ? Ho 1 no I no I ” 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday^ May 4.~-ZI:lie de Lussan's Carmen is about the best 
when all the other dear charmers are away, and in the character she 
will probably remain in possession of the field, or, rather, “the 
Garden,” till the end of the season. The remainder as before, with 
Detotod as Escamillo. But what has be- 
come of the “ go ” in the Toriador's great 
song? Where are the double encores f 
Where, indeed, the hearty applause ? 
Surely it has gone the way of the March 
Fausty once so enthusiastically received 







\ an d cheered to the echo ; and now—* * March 
ofi I ” It is true that, once let a “ tuney 
tune” become vulgarised by street-musi- 
. ^ cians, and organic disease would be sufi- 
cient to kill it were it not tortured and 
. ground to death by remorseless hands. . But 
the Toriadoids song and the March have 
not been the victims of an organised oppo- 


sition. Perhaps, though, they may have been, only ’tis so long ago 
as not to be within the ken of the present deponent. Anjrhow, 
the T&riador^s song goes for nothing nowadays, and yet ’tis as good 
as ever. 

Thursday .-^ e welcomed The Don, Hot the Academic Don once 
so popularly represented by Mr. J. L. Tooie, but Mozaet’s 
Italianised Spanish Don. 2 . propos of Mr. Toole, it has always 
been the wonder of his friends, to whom the quality of his vocal 
powers is so well known, that he has never been tempted to renounce 
the simple histrionic for the lyric Drama. It is said, and “ greatly 
to his credit.” that, had it not been for his unwillingness to rob his 
friend 8ihs Reeves of the laurel-crown he wears as first EngHsh 
Tenor of his age, he would long ago have set up a most dangerous 
opposition to mat sweet singer, and have ridden off victoriously 
with “ My Pretty Jane^^ seated up behind him, pillion-wise, on the 
noble steed known as “ The Bay of Biscay O ! ” 

But the above is an entudacte^ shorter than those at Covent Garden , 
by the way. M. Matjbel first-rate as the Don, both in acting and 
singing, even better in former than latter ; but the dear old serenade, 
which never can be vulgarised, in spite of its popularity, was encored, 
and the encore was gracefully accepted, Signor Bevignani being in 
the chair, and willing to tap the desk and announce, “ Gentlemen I 
Monsieur Mausel wul oblige again I ” Applause. 

If all the village maidens could dress in a costume such as Miss 
Zelte-Zerttna wears, then, to take the best and nicest view of it. 
that village must be uncommonly prosperous. Probably tourists* 
visits sure not few and far between : but anyhow, even the most un- 
siispioious bumpkin of a lover, would be inclined to ask a few ques- 
tions about this finery. However, her performance was as fine as 


THE ETERNAL FITNESS OF THINGS- 

Son of the Eouse, “Yon’iLB kot DAiTOiNa, Mr. Lambert I Don't 

YOU WISH TO ? ” 

Mr. Lamhert [who is not so slim as he used to le). “ Certainly — 

YOU CAN BIND ME A CONGAYB PARTNmt"' 

the dress, and she looked quite the ZI:lib-Zrrttna, so fascinating to 
the Lord and the Lout. 

Saturday .r-Romio et Juliette, ihedi ia^ M. Jean de Re8Zk£ and 
Mile. Eames. a nearly perfect performance. Jean a trifle too stout 
for an ideal Borneo, but of course he couldn’t go into training for the 
part at short notice. The spirit with which he played the part far 
outweighed the error of the flesh. Miss Eames a charming Juliet in 
every way, though her singing of the Waltz was not of dazzling fire- 
work brillianoy. Brother Hbd was the Prere Laurent. Excellent. 
The name. Anglo-Frenohified, suggests a reverend gentleman who 
would meddle with legal marriages and perform private ceremonies 
without leave or licence from his Ordinary. Might be known as 
Brother Law- wrong, an Extra-Ordinary Friar. The House crammed 
full with an audience as brilliant as the performance. 

THE LAST SONG. 

[Mr. Sims Beeves was announced to sing “ Total Belipse^^ at his Farewell 
Concert on Monday.] 

Farewell I A most unwelcome word to all 
Whom fifty years of charm have held in thrall: 

Total eclipse— of pleasure on their part 
Who love pure melody and polished Art. 

Memory will echo long the silvery chime 
Of such a voice as even ruthless Time 
Might stay his stride to listen to, and spare 
From the corroding touch. Some scarce will care 
To hear “ Tom Bowling ” sung by other lips, 

And when in tenor strains “ Total JEclipse^* 

Sounds next upon our ears, Sims Reeves will seem I 

To sing again to us as in a pleasant dream. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

E3OTACTED PBOM THE DIAET OE TOBY, H.P. 

I£ou 8& of CommoiM, Monday^ May 4,-7Windbag Sexton bad fine 
opportunity to-night; made tne most of it. Setmoxtb absent 
through greater part of sitting, Yarions rumours cimrentin explana- 
tion of the happy accident. Influenza hmted 
at; but Grand Young Ga^nee, who is 
familiar with both, says Grippe much too 
knowing to link itself with Member for 
Elgin and Nairn, Towards Eleven o’Clock, 
rumour set at rest by appearance of Keat, 
Simple explanation of temporary absence is, 
that he has been at home, drawing up a few 
' more Amendments. ^ . 

la his absence, Windbag had it all to 
himself. How many speeches he has made 
through the dreary sitting am afraid to 
reckon up. Members going off to write let- 
ters, smoke a cigar, read evening papers, or 
dine, leave him on his legs, with one^ hand 
in pocket, and smile of serene satisfaction on 
\ face, prosing on. Coming back, they find 

% H him still in same position, apparently saying 

\ / same thing. Has lately developed new ora- 

® M torioal charm. Constantly repeats his sen- 

tences, word for word. Everybody cleared 
Sa Moeley. Only 

I /I Prince Aethue left languorous on Treasury 

I fl “Drooping like a Ifly out of water,” 

I McEwan says. Not that he’s given to tropes 

of the kind; but, being lately at a wedding 
feast smothered in fiowers, some of them have 
Mr. McEvvan. ^ conversation. 

Business done, — In Commitiee on Irish Land Bill, but no forrader. 

Tuesday , — “ Do you think I ought to wear spurs, Toby ? ” 

It was Old MoEAiriTY who spoke. We were in his room at House ; 
uat torn ourselves away from Committee on Irish Land Bill, where, 
at the moment, oddly enough Sexton chanced to be speaking. Old 
Mouat.tty has been made Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports, and is 
trying on his uniform. Rather piratical arrangement ;Sblue cloth 
^ati^htoge 

Boney o:^ss- 11 

putting on . , 

with the peak W. H. Smith in hie new character as Warden of the Cinque I 
astarn. The Ports and Constable of Dover Castle, | 

dress is pioturcEque, and Old Moeality’s figure lends itself to it with 
peculiar grace and fitness. 

“ I fancy Wexungton wore spurs,” the Lord Warden persisted. 

Yes, I point ont ; hut Pitt didn’t, nor did Paimeeston. Anyhow 




just as well not to begin with spurs. Might in time grow up to them, 
as it were. 

Wanted the Lord Warden to enter House in his uniform : sadly in 
need of sensation. One would certainly be provided if Old Moeatjty 
were discovered sitting on Treasury Bench in his present costume. 

“ No,” he said, “ they would think I was going to move or second 
the Address. Should like to get used to the clothes a little before 
appearing in them in public places.” 

So go back to House myself, leaving the Lord Warden marching 
np and down, making believe he is on the ramparts at Walmer. 
Oddly enough, when I arrive Windbag Sexton making a speech, the 
few Members present talking about Old Moeality’s promotion. A 
dangerous epoch in a man’s life. People apt just then to discover all 
kinds of shortcomings, and reasons why the promotion should have 
fallen elsewhere. But no one grudges Old Moeality this high and 
ancient honour : afresh chapter in the pleasant story of “Mr. Smith,” 
a new “ Part oi His Life.” Eor five years he has sat on the Treasury 
Bench in succession to Disuaelt and tGLADSTONB ; now he will 
answer for the safety of the Cinque Ports in snccession to Pitt and 
Wellington, Dalhoxtsib and Palmbeston. Business dowe.—OxD 
Morality made Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports. 

Thursday, Tay Pay also among the Gentlemen of England I ” 
exclaimed Sage oe Queen Anne’s Gate, for once almost moved ont 
of his customary self-possession. It certainly seems so. Came 
about on Second Reading of London Tramways Bill; promoters 
want to bring tramway over Westminster Bridge, and along Embank- 
ment. Demos desires to go about his business on the tramway, and 
does not see why he should be arbitrarily stopped before he has 
accomplished his journey. Carriage folk say. No; let Demos and 
his penny tram stop at other side of the water, leaving the broad 
thoroughfare of the Embankment for what Radolieee Cooxe called 
“the gilded chariot.” 

Debate gone forward for some time. No one expected to find 
Tay Pay in this Galley. Since his return from Ameriky hasn’t 
opened his voice in debate; spoken in public only once. That 
was to his constituents in Scotland Road, Liverpool ; announced with 
portentous blast in advance that then and there the anxious world 
should learn what side he took in the leadership controversy. Others 
had declared themselves, whether for Brer Fox or Brer Rabbit. The 
momentous issue of Tay Pay’s decision required further deliberation. 
So aU the world had to wait till Tay Pay 
came home and saw his constituents. mBSB 
Result not altogether satisfactory. As 
Tim Healt put it, “Tay Pay showed 
disposition to hunt with Brer Fox and run 
witn Brer Rabbit.” If in the end Brer / 1 

Fox won, nothing in Tat Pay’s Scotland 
Road speech need prevent him returning 
to his allegiance. If Brer Fox remained 
under a cloud, he could jog along with 
Brer Rabbit. Been careful not to spoil 
the little game by taking part in debate in 

Now, on this London Tramways Bill, 
which touches neither Brer Fox nor Brer 
Rabbet, Tat Pat interposes. Conserva- 
tives snort impatiently when he rises ; cry 
aloud for division; take it for granted 
that Tay Pat will hack np Demos’s demand 
for equal right of way. But Tay Pat has ^ 
genuine little surprise in store ; is loftily 
oontemptuons of tramways, doncha. If 
they cross the bridge and approach the mmJM 

precincts of the West End. what is to 
become of carriage-folk? “A noisy and 
inconvenient system of locomotion,” said 
Tax Pat, shuddering with disgust, as 
though he heard a coarse voice crying 
“Fares, please 1” ^ 

House roared with laughter ; Radolieee uemos. 

Cooke talked about opposition “ coming from Members who hoped to 
ride in gilded coaches ” ; Ceemee mdely reminded Tax Pay that ten 
or fifteen years ago, he would have taken a very difierent view of the 
convenience of tramway cars. This wasn’t pleasant ; hut when the 
Division hell rang, Tax Pat had the satisfaction of walking, alone 
amongst his Party, with the Gentlemen of England, triumphantly, vin- 
dicating the rights of carriage-folk against tramway trahs. Long time 
since House of Commons witnessed a scene so rich as this in material 
for refieotiom Business dona.— Tax Pay declares against trams, 

-Friday,— Attendance on House gradually diminishing ; what with 
infinenza, and Irish Land Bill in Committee, Members gradually 
thinning off. No M,P. complete without his infiuenza. Barks shall 
not he out of anything if its humble, but conscientious Member oau 
manage it ; so I Ve “took” the influenza, or the influenza’s “ fook^’ 
me. Don’t exactly know how it came about. Anyhow, we ’re in bed 
together, donr.— Don’t know any^ing about it. 
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LEAVES FROM A CANDIDATE'S DIARY. BOWLS. 

[OOKTnrtTBD.] 

Wednetday, April ZOtk, " Oeerge Sotel,” J?tV&5ury. — Spent /.i, i\ •+• + 1 . ♦ t 

yesterday and the day before in chambers at the Temple. No work ‘ ^fortunately (at bowb) one hf to stoop to conquer : it a that stooping 

IIS TisTiaL Think I shall ffive it all hd. and take entirelv to nolities. ^ politics) plays the dence with us after fifty/’ 


as nsiiaL Think 1 shall give it all up, and take entirely to politics. 
Yesterday afternoon a Mr. Eicwardson Grogram: called on me by 

ap^intment. He 
had written me a 
letter stating 

— that he had im- 

i^nlyr Pjortant informa- 

JmM MT i^on to commtini- 

^ W^a,p6r.to ygAT- Pen,, ,) <^ate to me with 

a ' Jte- Ir " - reference to my 
” candidature at 
^ .iss BiUshury, and de- 
/ fm ^ ^ .short in- 

^ Ifi'y it before me, 

^ • T %* .ff o A ' ^ 8* 

Loobng for a Seat. Billshtuy man born 

and bred, and naturally interested in everything that concerned 
the welfare of the old place, thongh for family reasons he had 
fonnd it best to make the home of his riper manhood in the 
Metropolis.” I smelt a rat, hnt thought it best to give him an 
interview. He is a tall man, with a dark beard, straight dark 
hair, a sallow face and shifty eyes, and was dressed rather 
like a dissenting clergyman. He was immensely genial in Ms 
manner, said he had read everv word of my eloquent speeches, 
and thoronghly agreed with all I had said, though he himself would 
never have been able to s^ it half as well. He then asked me 
if I had heard of his “History of the Borough of BiUshury” 
in four volumes. 1 asked him who had j^ublished it and when, but 
he said he had been made the victim of intrigues, and had not yet 
secured a publisher, though there was any amount of money to he 
made out of the book. Would I like to read it in MS., and give Mm 
my candid opinion of it f Excused myself on the ground of great 
pressure of work. He talked like this for about twenty minutes, and 
at last came to what he called the chief pur^rt of Ms visit. He said 
he had in the oonrse of Ms investigations, keen fortunate enough to 
acquire important and exclusive knowledge with regard to the early 
life of Sir Thomas Chubson and Ms cMef supporters in BiUabury. 
“If it is published ” he continued, “it wUl absolutely blast the 


James JPayn^s Flea for Bowls. 

Yes, Path, you are right— as you cemmonly are— 

The vertebrse creak and the ribs seem to jar. 

When a man bends his back— after fifty— 

If only to puU ofi Ms boots ; he at length 
Einds that curve in Ms spine is a strain on the strength 
Of wMoh middle-age must be thrifty. 

But Bowls I Yes, my boy, it ’s a joUy old game, 

Though athletic fanatics might vote it too tame, 

But sense is not bafded by bogies. 

The Emerald Green and the “ bowls” and the “jack,” 

Are beautiful— but for that bend in the hack— 

To those the young furies oaU “fogies.” 

You have not to “ sprint” o’er some acres of grass, 

To “slog” or to Bcamperj to “ scrummage” or “pass,” 

At the risk of your ribs, or “rheumatics ” ; 

You have not to treat your opponents like foes, 

Or “ go for ” your rivM.’s shin-bone or Ms nose, 

As do the aforesaid fanatics. 

But how pleasant the “ green” in the cool of the day, 

The tankard of stingo, tiie yard of white clay, 

And the play and the oha£ of good fellows I 
Although not a betting man howls out the odds. 

And no ring of mad hackers— like gallery “ gods” — 

About us insensately bellows. 

Yes, Path, the “ crank in,” and the “kiss of the Jack,” 
-4Z^-fiave, as you say, that darned bend in the back — 

About the old game is delightful. 

We thank you for “ trolling the bowl ” once again, 

Ah I it were a pleasure to play it with Path— 

(By Jove, though— that loin-twinge was frightful I) 


A THEATRICAL PLUNGE; OR, TAKING A HEDDA. 


prospects of RadiealmminBiUsb^^^^ I am not a grasping man, but A plphgr indeed! but fortunately the swimmers are strong, 
I must consider my fa^y. Still, Sir, such is my respect and liking and able to save the suicidal Ibsenites. For my part, -that is 
lor you, ^at I am wilhng to place a sealed packet containing all as one of the audience drawn by curiosity,-! should say that were 
these stones in your hands on payment of £150 down.” I told him it not for the excellent acting of all ooneemed 1 

that wasn't my way either of fighting a constituency or of doing in the piece, and especially of Miss Eliza- 
husmess, whereupon he became more voluble than ever, and I had no beth Robins as the Hanwellian heroine, m 

end of a job to get nd of the oily beast. Ji^rtiak teUs me to-day that Ibsbh’b Hedda Galler would scarcely have 
he was once a solicitor’s clerk in Billsbury, and had to leave on been allowed a second night’s existence at B 

account of some missing money. Since then he ^pears to have lived the YaudeviRe. Miss Robihs is so much 
a shady life, varied by attempts at blackmail, Eaugh ! in earnest-as a true artist should he-that n 

Came down to Bulsbury to-day, to attend the maugural dinner of she excites your curiosity to discover what 
the season of the BiUshury Cricket Club. I am a Yice-President, on earth she is taking all this trouble about • 
and so is Cotbsoh. The dinner was held in the Iwge room of the and thus she compels your attention, That JjKWk 

Bme Posts Hotel. General Bahhatthe, an old Indian, who is the result is eminently unsatisfactory is no 
the President of the Club, was in the chair, having Chubsoh on Ms fault of hers. The piece itself is stuff and W 
nght, and me on bis left. Old Chubsoh, M whom I Was intio- nonsense : poor stuff and “pernicious non- . , /n ^ 

dneed, seems not half a had old fellow, but he can't speak a bit. sense.” It is as if tbe author had studied ^ Powerful Oast. 

The diMer was awful, eyerythmg as tough as leather, aud the the weakest of the Eoherttonian Oomedies, and had thought he ootdd 
Cabinet Pudding more beastly than any Cabinet Pudding I ever do something like it in a tragic vein. 

tested-wMch is saying a good de^. Chubson jiropoKd, “Pros- in the last Act there is a situation reminding us strongly of one 
^ty to the Bdlshi^ C. 0.” Polifaes,” he said, y we like Cnoket. short scene in Catie ; tAere-so deUcately and touchingly treated by 
We spend om toe m bowling overa.” At this iKimt a yonng Con- its author : Aere~ao repulsively treated by InsEir. Let it be reduced 
servative, who had drunk too much, shouted, Ah, and you mostly to serious ourlesque, and let us have it played by Pehlet as George 
ch^ge Bid^, ^ ”-an aUusion to the fact ^at Chubsoh is believed Tesman, Arthur Roberts (with a song) as Judge Brack, Weedoh 
to have started in politics w a Tory. SomeMy Mmoyed the inter- Grossmith as Bjlbert LMorg, Miss Lottie Yehhb as Mrs. Hedda 
rupter. and Chubsoh finished Ms speech ^ right, hut the moident Tesman, Mip. Johh Wood kis Aunt Juliana, and Miss Jessie Bohd 
must have annoyed bun. I proposed “ The Town and Trade of (with song and dance) as Mrs. JSlvsted. It is announced in the hill 
BiUshu^,” and stot^ by saying what pleasure it gave anybody as “ Ibsbh's Last Play.” There’s a crumb of comfort in this, 
occupied in politics to take a part in a non-political celebration 
like this. “ My friend, Sir Thomas Chubsoh,” 1 said, “ and I have 


A Powerful Oast. 


not met before, and I congratulate myself, therefore, on having been 
introduced to him to-day. We shall do our level best to bowl one 
another out, but I know we shaU play tbe game according to the 


aUEEB, aUERIES. 

^ Oaimj!At, Pobbilsb. — W ould some Seotoh housewife kindly mi- 


roles, and in that spirit of faar-play for wMeh Englishmen in lighten me as to the proper mode of preparing the above delicacy? 
genem, and BiUshury crioket^s in particular, are celebrated.” I fancy there must be some mistake about the method I have hitherto 


X wwn-^unciUors, who got to loggerheads over the question Arabic, and Epsom Salts P ” I have followed tMs recipe (given me 

of the BiUshury Watewprks, It was smoothed over, however, after by a young friend, who says he has often been in Scotland) faith- 
^VCTybody had shouted No politics! ” for about ten minutes. fully, but the result is not wholly satisfactory. I doubt whether 

Tou^d ^ys we must begin to canvas a Uttle soon. Horrible genuine porridge should be of the consistency of a hrick-hat, or 
work, hut ahsolutely necessary • taste of hair-ail.— Undaunted. : 



Fair Parishioner, *'Ain) »o Toxr no the PaiPiT, Me. Aueiol?” 

TheMw Curate, ‘*1 do not. Er— it BroES too mttoh of the Figitee, and I like evert Shake of the Sheplice to tell 1” 


BLOOD F. « BULLION/^ 


** VTell then, it nov appears you need my help. 
Go to then : you cone to me, and you sty, 

‘ ShtlocKj we would hare moneys ’ — ^you say so ; 
Tou that did void your rheum upon my biard, 
And foot me, as you spurn a stranFer cur 
Over your threshold : moneys is your suit. 

What should I say to you ? Should I not say 
* Hath a dog money ? ’ 

Merchant of Venice, ActL, Scene 3. 


*« '^xxH bated breath and whispering humble- 
ness ? ” 

Hot so I There comes a season when the stress 
Of insolent and exacting tyranny 
Makes the most patient turn. 

Antocraoyy 

Without the despot’s vaunted virtue, pride^ 
Shows small indeed. Can Power lay aside 
Its swaggering port, and low petition make 
(Driven by those Treasury thirsts which never 
slake) 

Jor help from thoselit harries ? Pjhaeaqh’s 
scourge 

Was the taskmaster’s weapon, used to urge 
The Hebrew bondsmen to their tale of toil. 
But they round whom the Russian’s knout 
thongs coil, 

Are of the breed of those the Russian palm 
Can make petition to. OoiJd triumph balm 
The wounds of ages, here were balm indeed : 
But blood revolts. 

. Race of the changeless creed. 

And ever -shifting sojourn, Sjeeakspeaeb’s 
type 

Deep meaning hides, which, when the world 
is ripe 

For wider wisdom, when the palsying curse 
Of prejudice, the canker of the purse, 


And blind blood-hatred, shall a little lift. 
Win olearlier shine, like sunburst through a 
rift 

In congregated cloud-wracks. Shylock stands 
Badged with black shame in all the baser 
lands. 

Use him, and— spit on him I That ’s Q-entile 
wont ; 

Make him gold-conduit, and befoul the font,— 
That’s the true despot-plan through aR the 
days, 


And cackling Ghratianos chorus praise. 
“ The Jew shall have all justice,” 


he so? 

The tyrant drains^ his gold, then bids 
him— “Go I” 

Shylock f The name hears insult in its 
. sound ; 

Bat he was nobler than the curs who hound 

The patient Hebrew from his home, and 
drive 

Deathward the stronger souls they dread 
alive. 

Shylock f So brand him , boors and babbling 
wags, 

Who scornhim, yet would sharehismoney-bags; 

Who hate him, yet can stoop to such appeal I 

Beneath his meekness there^s a soul of steel. 

High-featured, amply- bearded, see he stands 

Facing the Autocrat ; those sinewy hands, 

Shaped hut for olutcbing — so his slanderers 
say— 


! The e^ot fulminates, the goad pursues ; 
PfOBoription, deprivation, — ay, they use 
All the old tortures, nor are then content. 

But crown the work with ruthless banish- 
ment* 

And then— then the proud Muscovite seeks 
grace, 

And gold, from kinsmen of the harried race ! 
“ He would have moneys” from the Hebrew 
hoard, 

To swell his state, or wbet his warlike sword j 
Perchance buy heavier scourges for the backs 
Of lesser Hebrews, whom his wolfish packs 
Of salaried minions hunt. 

Take back thine hand, 
Imperious Autocrat, and understand 
Gold buys not, rules not, serves not, salves 
not all. 

Blood speaks— in favour of the helpless thrall 
Of tyranny. Here ’s no tame Shylock : he 
Shall not bend low, and in a bondsman’s key, 
Make o'er his money-bags with unctuous grace 
To an enthroned enslaver of his race. 

‘WeR then, it now appears yon need my 

. .[yelp!) 


(Yon- whose trained curs at my poor kinsmen 
“ What should I say to you ? Should I not 
say, 

**Hath a dog money?” Blood’s response 
is-“Hayl” 


The huckster bait can coldly put «way 
“ Blood against hulRon.” The Jdw* baiting 


hand " 

Howl frantic execration o’er the land ; 

Malign and menace, piRage, persecute ; 
Though the heart ’s hot, the mouth must 
be mute. 


A SOMEWHAT curious association of names 
and ideas occurs in last week’s SpoHing and 
Dramatic, where there is an iRustration of 
some ceremony taking place which is described 
as “ The Rainb's Foundation May Day Cele- 
bration.” Odd, that this particular Raine 
should always faR on the First of May. , 






BLOOD” VERSUS “BULLION.” 


"WELL THEN, IT NOW APPEARS YOU NEED MY HELP; 

YOU THAT DID TOID YOUR RHEUM UPON MY BEARD, 

AND BOOT ME, AS YOU SPURN A STRANOEB, CUR 
OVER YOUR THRESHOLD; MONETS IS TOUR SUIT. 

WHAT SHOULD I SAT TO TOUt'^—MtrelMwt of Venice. Act L, So. 3. 
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ODE TO COMPENSA- 
TION. 

{After Kiekb White.) 

“That blessed -word — 
* Compensation.* ” 

CoHiE Compensation, 
come I [clad, 
Not in thy terrors 
But in thy fairest, 
gentlest gnise, 

Thy “blessed” name 
but terrifies 
The * ‘ Templar” and 
the “Bad” 


Thou mnst not come 
as “Bight,” 

That is— alas ! — “ too 

sfAAn 


The Law has put its 
foot hard down. 
And “ Buho,” sofar, is 
quite done brown; 
It makes the ‘ ‘ Wit- 
ler” weep I 
N<) “Yestedlnterest,” 
Whereon to found a 
claim ? [have done 
And after all that we 
To keep the Tories in 
the run I [shame I 
It is a thundering I 


We deemed Sir Ed- 
WAHi> Clabxe 
Bnew what he was 
about ; 



The Tbaineb iheoems his Lohdship that his New Puechasb “ will take a Lot of 

Beating,*' 


We thought good Gos- 
CHEH, sharp and 
slick, 

Had “ gently, gently 
done the trick.” 
We have been sold, 
no doubt. 

But Eobeest Fuitoh 
comes, — 

Sharp fellow that 
F.^E. I 

And in the Commons 
sneaks a vote 
Which sticks hard in 
the “ Temperance 
throat, — 

Dull churls, to jus- 
tice deaf ! 

Come, Compensation, 
come 1 [door. 
Come in by the baok- 
Come unawares, come 
anyhow^ 

Only do come to smooth 
the brow [and poor. 
Of Wittlers weak 

GoecHEir has played 
us false ; 

It makes our bosom 
ache. 

But to abate our in- 
dignation 

If he ’ll secure us 
Compensation, 
’Twill compensation 
make. 



OYEBHEABD AT EiBL’S COUBT. 

JPWet Cithen. And what did you see at the 
German Exhibition ? 

Second Citizen^ A magnificent collection 
of German pictures, many German manu- 
factures, and sevesal German Bands. 

Fxret C. Are these the only attractions ? 

Second C, No, there is some cleverly 
painted canvas representing German scenery 
In the grounds. 


Firet C. Anything else P 
Second C. I enjoyed the" Switchback Bail- 
way. 

Firit 0, I see— anything else P 
Second C. Well, the Scenes in the Circle 
added to my enjoyment, but, as an en- 
thusiastic admirer of all that is German, I 
do not consider the.m entirely necessary. 

Firet C» Anything further P [company* 
Second C* There are the lights and the 
First C. Bat of course these are superfluous? i 


Second C. From a German poiut of view— 
entirely so. I consider them merely as fringe. 

First C. Exactly— and, were they not there, 
you would extend as much patronage to the 
German Exhibition— you would go there as 
frequently ? 

Second 0» Yes— in spirit, if not in person. 

First C, And if for the German some other 
foreign element were substituted P 

Second^ O'. No doubt I should be present quite 
as much in person, bnt not in German spirit I 
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No. 138. Tootsy Footsies. “ 0 dear, 'what is the 
matter witk my poor feet ! I ” £dith Sprague. 


No. 167.’ [Pott Luch ; or, Ihe Arch Archdeacon. 
W. B. Bichmond, A. 


riS’o. 467. Angela Vanhrugh^^ playing ihe 
Fiddle; or, Ail alone with her Beau^ Edwxk 
L one, R. A. . 

No. 558. Lady groing out for a row. Odd sort 
of boat: Wherry Fanuy. E. Blaie LEiaHTOir. 
No. 630. *^IonaJ^ By Coltk HoiraifiE, A. 


No. 129. ** Love in Winieri^ By Q*. H. 

Boughtoit, a* But a poor sort of amuBement 
for thiR nice young lady to be walking out 
all alone with a big muff I eh? Mr. Boughtok, 1 ' _ 1 ^o. 630. ^ '^lonai^ By Coltk ^OOTifiR, a. 

I w — Buy it, and in Jona you own a good picture. 

^ 0 . 292 , Bar-Maids Besting. ^.618. APractioaUoke. «lBhah No. 664. ‘‘Xa A sporting subject 

No. 346. Moor and Mountain:^ By Cfakt^es suggestive of “ Got notbmg on.” It is not a por- 

SxuABT. The name Cfaut.-es Stxtaet suggests Horsley, B.A. traSi of La Ctgale at the Lyric. !1^ Rab. 

** restoration,” but this is a brand new work. It is mostly mountain. No. 714. Wind Lads and Wind-Lasses. Diombb, A. 

and very little more. No. 743. “ If I had a donkey what wouldn’t go,” Alpbed W. 

No. 397. “ Miss Ltdia Lbsue at her lessons ” may be termed a Strttit. , ^ « /»r x -l 

group of One or Little Daughter and Less Sons. G. D. Lesub, R. A. No. 1006. A Little Duck. Wiluam Stbuit. (Must be seen lo ? 

No. 410. Two horses in a field during a Snowstorm. Good subject title to be appreciated.) 
for a Tavern sign-board, entitled, “ Two Out.” Edwabd Stott. No. 1106. Hares Apparent. Wit-ttaht Fosxra. . - . . . 

No. 452. Mrs. X—,” i.c., a lady with a good deal of dash. No. 1108. Napoleon leaving the room where Josephine u rmniing 

HuaH DB T. Glazebbook. on the floors Short title, “ Going Nap,” Laslbit J . Poxr. 
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PUNCH, OR THIS LONDON CFARIVARL 


THE A B 0 OP IBSENITY. 

A is the AECHBa who booms in the Worlds 
B is the Banner of Ibsen xmfnrled. 

C the Commotion it makes for the minute, 

D is the BoWi Mouse^ and all there is in it. 

E is the Eagerness shown in the fray, 

E the Fanaucs, who will have their way. 

G- is a Ghost, and oh 1 there are lots of ’em, 

H is Heredity^ making pot-shots of ’em, 

I is the Ibsemte so an^ytio, 

J is the Jeer of the PhUistme critio. 

K is a Kroll^ and a Pastor is he, 

L is a Lady, who comes from the Sea. 

M is the Master, speak soft as you name him, 

'E stands for ISforway, so eager to claM him. 

0 his Opponents, who speak out their mind, 

P stands for Punch, where his dramas you ’ll find, 
Q, is the Ouestion, should Roamer have wed her ? 
R is Rebecca, who took such a header. _ 

8. is the SpeaTcer, which gets quite excited, 

T is the Temper, it shows uninvited. 

TJ the Unquestioning Faith of the some, 

Y is the Yaudeville, where they all oome, 

W stands for the Worshipping Few, 

X their Xtreme disproportionate view, 

Y ends Ibsenity, and, as everyone knows, 

Z brings an alpnahet rhyme to a close. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Diary of a Pilgrimage occupies 175 pages of one of Arbow- 
smith’s three-and-sixpenny books, and no doubt the admirers of 
its author, Jebomb K. Jbboioj, may possibly not grudge this 
amount when gauging its value by its attractive cover. It is 
“’Abet Abroad,” that’s all. ’Abet Abroad laughs and talks 
loudly in foreign churches, sneers and jeers at everything he does 
not understand— and this includes the greater portion of all he sees 
and hears — chaffs puzzled ofOLcials, and everywhere makes him self 
highly and exceptionally popular. In this Diary ’Aebt is occa- 
sionally rather amusing when he is endeavouring to be either 
serious or sentimental, or both. ’Abet serious or ’Abet sentimental, 
or ’Abet sentimentally serious and expecting to be taken at his own 
valuation, is of course delightful, only a little of it goes a great way, 
and this Cockney pilgrim goes too far, especially when giving us lus 
valuable opinion on &e Passion Play. ’Abet on the Passion Play, 
and the cnaracter of Jttbas Iscabiot I As Hedda GaUePe husband 
observes on every possible opportunity— “ Fancy that J ” Only once 
the Baron &ids himself in agreement with the travelling ’Abet, 
and this happens when he says, “ I must candidly confess that the 
English-speaking people one meets with on the Continent are, 
taken as a whole, a nmst disagreeable contingent,” Yes, certainly, 
when they are all ’Arries. Set an ’Abet to catch an ’Abet, and of 
course to the regular right-down ’Aebt all other ’AnnxES, not 
’appnin’ to ’ave the honour of being ’is own -parties, are detestably 
vulgar cads. The remainder of the book, t.e., 131 pages, is padded 
with essays, a fact not mentioned on the outside of the work, which, 
like charity, covers a multitude of sins. Whether this is quite a 
fair way of stating contents, is a question which the Baron supposes 
both Publishers and Author have thoroughly considered, 

Don’t skip Ellen Tbeet’s Memoirs in The New Review, Nothing 
much in them, but delightfully chatty and amusing. 8ee Murray^ a 
Magazine for Mr, Gladstone on the Murray Memoirs, in the 
number for the “ Murray Month of May,” When you are routing 
about for something short and amusing, take up the Cornhill, and 
read A Fvosh in the Pan, I have commenced, says the Baron, 
my friend Geoege Mebedith’s One of Our Conquerors, Now G. M. 
is an author whose work does not admit of the healthy and graceful 
exercise of skipping. Here the skipper’s occupation is gone. G. M.’s 
work should be taken away by the reader far from the madding 
crowd and perused and pondered over. If Ponder’s End be the 
tranquil place its name implies, then to that secluded spot betake 
yourself with your Geobge Mrbtbuith, 0 happy ^and studious 
reader, and ponder in peace. 

Since the time of Richard Feverel, which I shall always consider 
his best, “ of the very best ” as Zbeo of the Monte Carlo Bar has it, 
G. M. has developed into a gold-beater of epigrams. What once 
served him as a two-line epigram, is now spread out over a couple of 
pages. Two volumes instead of three would serve his turn far better, 
or rather tiie public’s turn, for his own is a very peculiar one. But to 
my task, says the Baron, give me a slight refresher and a suck at the 
lemon as it were, or a sip of the lemonade, and at him again. 
Festina lente. More anon fiom 


ROBERT ON ENGLISH AND EOREIGN WAITERS. 

Well, things is cummiTig to a pretty pass, things is, when I ’m 
acshally told mat, as it used to be said formerly, “No Hirish need 
apply for nothing,” so now, we are told, that no English Waiters 
need apply at the Royal Nawal Xhibishun unless he bes a German I 
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The Babon db Boob-Wobms. 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia rules 'the Waves I 
For Britons never, never, NEVER 
Shall be Slaves I ” 

Robert the Waiter , “What’s this 1 ‘No English need apply I 
Gebmans only taken ’ I This is ‘ B bitons nevee shall be 
Slaves ’ with a wbngeanob I ” 

I never knowed as Jack Tars, and Powder-Munkys, and Admerals 
(as is so fond of Port, that they takes the werry name), was so werry 
parshal to Germans, that they woud sooner go without their dinners 
and teas^ than be waited on hy any other gennelmen, most suttenly 
not. “ O contrare,^^ as the French Waiters says. It ’ud be a jolly 
long timojl shood think, before your real British Sailers wood learn 
to call a Waiter a Qasson, tho* as it means, I ’m told, a Boy, there 
is sum little sense in it, coz there ’s, in course. Old Boys as well as 
yung ones ; hut what on airth meaning is there in a Kelner I as 
I ’m acshally told all German W alters insists on being called I Why 
the thing ’s too absurd to tork about. 

Besides the British Publiok is used to our little wa^^s, as we are 
quite used to theim, and they talk to us in that nice conudenshal tone 
about the dijSerent wines, et setterer, as no true Bom Englishman 
ewer yet spoke to a Frenchman, much less a German. No, no, the 
hole thing ’s a mistake, as will soon be found out. And what a groee 
injustice to the native article. These sollem-looking Germans, not 
content with pushing onr poor sons from their stools in onr counting- 
houses, as Macbeth says, must now cum and take the werry bread out 
of their poor Father’s mouths. Oh pale-faced shame, where ’s your 
blush ? And think too of their himperanoe. Why they are aoshilly 
a going for to have a hexihition of their own, here in Lundon, and 
does anyone think as they ’ll write up on the gates, “ Only English 
Waiters need apply ? ” Wny the hidear is ridiolous, but where ’a the 
difference I should like to kno. No, no, no one can kno better than I 
do, from a long and waried xperienoe, from the Grand old City, the 
ome of ospitality and turtle soup, to the “Grand” and “Metropole,” 
the omesof lucksury and refinement, that the British Public likes his 
British Waiter, he likes his nice respeeful ways, the heUigent Bow 
with which he ands him his At, and the graceful hair with which he 
receeves Ms little doosure. Robert. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 16. 1891. 


SPECIMENS EKOM MR. PUNCH’S SCAMP-ALBUM. 

Ijfo. ly.— T he Husband’s Odd ScHool-ebllow. 

We will suppose that you are a young wife, and that your husband 
is absent in the City during the greater part of the day. One aiter- 
noon a card is brought in bearing the inscription : — 

Captain Catjleeb. 

United Service'^Clul. The Hermitage^ Coventry. 

which document is followed closely by a tall, well-groomed, rather 
portly and florid stranger, 'mth a military moustache, who greets 
you with the utmost cordiality. ^ ‘‘I 
happened to find myself in this neigh- 
bourhood,” he says, “ and I could not 
— really could not — resist this oppor- 
tunity. My name, I venture to think, ii 
a suffioient introduction ? ” 

It is nothing of the sort — 
but you are too shy and too 
polite to 1 admit it, so^ you 
merely murmur some inco- 
herency. He detects you 
at once. “ Ah ! ” he cries, 
in good-tempered reproach ; 

“I see. I’ve been too san- 
guine. Now confess, my dear lady, you 
haven’t a notion who I am ! ” 

Thus brought to bay, you own that 
you have no clue to your visitor’s iden- 
tity— as yet. Well— well,” he says, 
tolerantly, “ Time is a terrible sponge-— 
though I had hoped that, even after all 
these years, your dear husband might 
have occasionally mentioned the name of 
his old school' chum I I’ve never for- 
gotten him — no, all through the years 
I ’ve been in India I ’ve never forgotten 
dear old Walter ! ” 

“But my husband’s name is WilliauP^ 
you say here. 

“He was always Walter to me. 

Madam, or rather— Watty. He was so 

like a favourite young brother of mine, -rv., ^ 

who died young. That drew us together from the first. Did dear 
old Watty never tell you how he saved my life once r . . . No r 
So like him !— he wouldn’t. But he did, though ; yes, by Gad, 
jumped into fifteen foot of water after me, and kept me up when I 
was going under for the last time. Pardon me, hnt 1 see a photograph 

upon your writing-table — surely, unless I am wrong, that ’ 

“That is a portrait of my only brother,” you will say; “he is 
out in India with his regiment— perhaps yon may have met him 
there?” 

“.Thought I knew the face— met him at Simla, several times,” 



says the Captain; “wonderful how small the world is ! But have 
you one of old Watty’s photos ? I should so like to see whether 
the dear old chap has altered . . . Ah, I should hardly have known 
him— and yet, yes, the same cheery, jolly look, I can trace the 
boy there, I can see my old Watty again ! No friends, my dear 
Mrs. Goslino, like those we make in early youth I And he never 
mentions me now? Ah I well, he has a very charming excuse for 
forgetting the past— though I shall tell him when I see him that I 
do think he might have remembered his old school-friend a little 
better than he seems to have done. Tour servant informed me that 
he was seldom at home quite so early as this, but I thought if I 
could not see him, I would at least give^ myself the pleasure of 
making the acquaintance of his wife, so I just ventured to come in 
for five minutes.” , 

“ William will be so disappomted to have missed you,” ^u say, 
eagerly; “ can’t you wait and let me give you some tea ? He may 
be back in half an hour.” 

“In half an hour? Well, ’pou my word, jou tempt me very 
much. I shouldn’t like to go away without seeing him, hut I must 
send away my cah first— no, it ’s not outside, left it at the corner of 
the road, as I wasn’t certain of the number— I s’pose I ’ve got 
enough silver to— no, I haven’t, by Jove 1 Could yon oblige me by 
change for a— well, reallv, this is very awkward. I ’ve positively 
come out with only a shilling— thought it was a sovereign! I shall 
have to ask dear old Watty to accommodate me— I ’ ve lent him many 
a half-crown in the old days. Absurd predicament to be in, and if 
I keep my cabman waiting, I don’t know what he mayn’t charge 
me. I took him three hours ago. I tell you what, my dear Mrs. 
Gosliho ; If you ’ll advance me a sovereign, I could run out and 
settle with the fellow, and then it won’t signify how long I wait for 
Watty. Can you? Too good of you, I’m sure! Watty will 
chaff me when he hears I ’ve been borrowing like this, ha, ha 1 ” 
Here your ear, sharpened by affection, catches a well-known turn 
of the latch-key at your front-door. “ Why, how fortunate ! ” you 
exclaim, “ here w my husband already, Captain Caulker. He wiJl 
come in as soon as he has changed his shoes.” 

“ Capital I ” cries the Captain. “ Look here, Mrs. Gosunu,— I ’ve 
just thought of a little joke. I want to see if he ’ll know me. Now 
you go and talk to him a little, and— presently, you know— say 
there ’s a man in the drawing-room, who’s come to wind the clocks, 
and then I ’ll come in to where you are, and make believe to wind 
the clock there— do you see ? I ’d bet anything he won’t spot me at 
first I ” 

You are young enough to he delighted at the idea of such a pretty 
little comedy, and you trip away to the study, and archly keep dear 
William in conversation until the Captain w ready to make his 
appearance. At last, a little impatiently, you give the cue by men- 
tioning that there is a clock- winder in the drawing-room. William 
is amusingly suspicious, and insists on seeing the man. As the 
scene will be just as funny in the drawing-room, you accompany him 
thither— but there is no gallant Captain there affecting to wind your 
charming little Sevres clock (a wedding present) -he has gone, and — 
alas ! without leaving a timepiece for anybody else^ to wind. And 
William is most disagreeable and unpleasant about it ! 


HOTES FROM A NURSERY-GARDEN. 

{By an Awfully Clever Child.) 

Bear Mr. Punch,— I am a Poetess. I am told 
that the Age is old, and that Poetry is over. My 
age ifl ten, and my poetry is certainly not over. My 
nurse (one of those horrid ciitics) naa ventured to 
suggest that I am not original, I leave yon to 
judge. Tours impatiently, Enfant Terrible. 

N.W. 

Alack I up Northern Primrose Hill 
, (i8ing, oh. Jack! sing, ah. Gill!) 

They (dimhed, and deemed it Helicon, 
Those childish hards, Gillette and J ohn, 
Their pails with Hippoorene to fill. 

{Sing, oh, Jack! sing, ah. Gill!) 

; Adown that Western HiU, alack 1 
{Sing, ah, Gill! sing, oh, Jack!) 

Or e’er they gained the Muses’ well. 

Jack kicked his bucket frail and fell, 

And Gill was brought upon her back. 
[Smg, ah, Gill! sing, oh, Jack!) 

" TO A ISGENTT PEDE. 

How doth yonder TOiTiiature featness, 
Though wingless, with gossamer wit, 
Foregather mellifluent sweetness, 

WMe Fates unrelenting permit — 
Wise heir of bright hours, completeness 
Of blossoms that flicker and flit. 


ON A JAPANESE SCREEN. 

In Yeddo, where long lilies weep, 

Bo’ Peep 

The shepherdess hath lost her sheep. 

She reeks not where the sheep have strayed. 
Poor maid, 

Beneath the Boodha-Temple’s shade. 

Her solace is the Minstrel’s: Vd 
Let slide 

My flocks of verse without a guide. 

So will they best return without 
A doubt- 
er tale that mortal can make out. 

MISS MDFFET. 

So sweet I 

OhUd-Iimooenoe, with upward-curling feet 
On buffet-seat, 

Resolving (as we all resolve) to eat. 

So sad I 

The ravening Spider from his eyrie mad 
Swoops, boldly had, 

And scares (as spiders scare) the Pure and 
Glad. 

ON A KLEPTOMANIAC. 

Ah, Violin Cremonian I 
Ah, Pussy-cat of Ispahan! 

Moo-cow that dost outmoon the moon I 


Yes, dainty poodle, laugh away. 

And mock the pranks poor mortals play 
Who spoon tiie dish and dish the spoon I 

TO THE aUEEN OF MAYS. 

Give me an elfin, frolic May, 

No Queen with hoarse cadenzas, 

Who pipes a frozen roundelay 
Of spiteful influenzas. 

My May shall air no voices crude, 

No chained and chilly dances — 

With wordless harmonies endued 
And pirouetting fancies. 

She ’U. draw us round no Northern Poles 
Wiih crowns of mimic roses, 

That moek our sad sepulchral souls 
And counterfeit onr noses. 

But white as hawthorn blossom, free 
As air to shed hex pleasures, 

My mute, melodious May shall he 
The soul of wayward measures., 

To put it plainly, while the ban 

Of Spring on us and gales is, 

I’ll bask and smile and worship Jeanne 
Within the Prince of Wales’s. 

Conservative Comment on a Recent 
EjJiCiiOK{afterMrJMiddkwick}.'^^^RumBh.\ 
Inferior Bosket!” 


NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributlous, whether US., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any descripuon, wiU 
in no ease be returned, not even when accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Env^ope, Cover, or Wrappm:. To this rule 

til Arp hA tiA Ajjgcentinj^^ 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


MR. PUNCHES POCKET IBSEN. 

{Cmdmsed and Revised, Version^ ly Mr, R,*s Own Earmless Ibsenite.) 
No/IY.— THE 'WILD DUCK. 

Acr L 


with the Norwegian aristocracy. I have a son who loathes me, and 
who is either an Ibsenian satire on the Master^s own ideals, or else an 
•utterly impossible prig — I don’t know or care which. Altogether, I 
flatter mjself my household affords an accurate and realistic picture 
of Scandinavian Society I 

Act II. I 


hottse. In front a riehly^uvhoUtered study, (e.) a Htat.m’AR Ekdal’s Studio, CameroB, neeh^rests^ and 

J’— .... TTnoT a 7.y<*A«yv /^rvr. Xno'Tt.nr. 


green'-haize door leading to Weble’s office. At hach^ open fcddr- 
ing doors f revealing an elegant dining-room^ in which a hriiliant 
Norwegian dinner-party is going on. Hired Waiters in profu- 
sion. A glass is tapped with a knife. Shouts of Bravo 
Old Mr. Webub is heard making a long speech^ proposing^ 


other instruments of torture lying about, GriNA Erdax and 
Hedwic, her daughter, aged 14, and wearing spectacles t 
discovered sitting up for Hut.xab. 

Hedvig, G-randpapa is in his room with a bottle of brandy and a 
■g of hot water, doing some fresh copying work. Father is in 


— - ' .m - ^ -mw • *7 T • • JCLK Vi JiVU liVAVS OVAJULV JIXV0JJL TVVAAi# i Ca»i;JUVi AO AJJb 

according to the custom ofNorwequm society on^ch occasions— society, dining ont. He promised he would bring me home something 
the health of hu Housekeeper, ylTS, Boks:x, Presently several j^oel » 


short-sighted^ flabby ^ and Mn- haired Chamberlains, enter fiom Hialmar {coming tn, in evening dress). And he has not forgotten his 
the dining-room, with Htatwau Ekdai, who writhes shyly promise, my child. Behold I (he presents her with the menu card; 
under their remarks, HEDVia gulps down her tears; Htat-rtar notices her disappointment, 

Chamberlain, As we are the sole surviving spedmena of Nor- wi^th annoyance,) And this all the gratitude I get I After dining 


under their remarks, 

A Chamberlain, As we are the sole surviving spedmena of Nor- 


wegian nobUity, suppose we sustain our repu&tion as aristocratio out and coming !home in a dress-coat and boots, which are dis- 

®-i -* 1 _ A-l.- ^ X 1 A J:— ll_ f TTT.ll —..'ll J X X- T T 


sparklers by enlarging upon the enormous amount we have eaten, j gracefully light I 
and chafing Htatmar Eedal, the friend of our 
host’s son, for being a professional Photo- 

^ The other Chamberlains, Bravo I We will. 

[They do; delight of TTjATjvrAn. Old 

Weble comes in, leaning on his House- M 

keeper’s ^m, followed by his son^ 

Old Werle (dejectedly). Thirteen at table! 

(To Obegebs, with a meaning glance at TTiat.. 

KAB.) This is the result of inviting an old ^ ||W 

College friend who has turned Photographer 1 ' MS 

Wasmig vintage wines on him, indeed! 

Hialmar (to Qregers), I am almost sorry 1 
came. Your old min is not friendly. Yet he Ui 

set me up as a Photographer hfteen years ago. ' 

Now he takes me do'wn ! But for him, I should ||b||MMW 

never have married Gina, who, you may \ H M llWW 

remember, was a servant in your family once. UwMlm/tffl 

Ghregers, What ? my old College friend mar- WUMM/ljf m ml|nH 
ried fifteen years ago — and to our Gina, of all 
people ! If I had not been up at the works all m/ MI/lIJMm . I 
these ^ears, I suppose I should have heard K nlMm WK |fl 
sometmng of such ai^event. But my father 

[ He ponders ; Old Eed ax comes out through w^ifl 

the green-baize door, bowing, and beg- 
ging pardon, carrying copying work, W mm Mm/lj 

Old Werle says “ and “ PaA” Uu^m Bm llJ 

involuntarily, Hialmab shrinks back, mm jB mWlu 
and looks another way. .<4 Chamberlain BWIum 
asks him pleasantly if he knows that 

Hialmar. I—oh no. Nat in the least. No 

^^egers (shocked), « Father, a word -with you in private. 

With your great soul, deny your own father ! ’ t whe tou f ” 

Hialmar (vehemently). Of course — ^what else ^ 

'T.l i ' -I _ Ji X.-LT I XV- .a;..!..— 


Well, well, just to show you how hurt I am, I 
won’t have any beer now I What a selfish brute 
lam! (Relenting.) You may bring me just a 
little drop. (He bursts into tears,) I will play 
you a plaintive Bohemian dance on my fiute. 
(He does,) No beer at such a sacred moment 
as this! \(He drinks,) Ha, this is real domestic 
bliss! 

[Gregbbs Webxb comes in, in a countrified 
suit. 

Gregers, I have left my father’s home — 
dinner-party and all— for ever. I am coming 
to lodge with :^ou. 

Hialmar (still melancholy). Have some bread 
and butter. You won’t ? then I will, I want 
it, after your father’s lavish hospitality. 
(Hedvig goes to fetch bread and butter.) My 
^ ^ daughter— a poor shortsighted little thing — ^but 
mine own. 

Gregers, My father has had to take to strong 
glasses, too— he oan hardly see after dinner. 

( To Old Erdax, who stumbles in very drunk.) 
How can you, Lieutenant Ekdax, who were 
such a keen sportsman once, live in this poky 
little hole? 

Old Ekdal, I am a sportsman still. The 
only difierence is that once I shot hears in a 
forest, and now I pot tame rabbits in a garret. 
Ouite as amusing— and safer. 

[He goes to sleep on a sofa, 

Hialmar (with pride). It is q.uite true. You 
shall see. 

[He pushes back sliding doors, and reveals 
a garret full of rabbits and poultry^ \ 
moonlight efject, Hedvig returns with 
bread and butter, 

Hedvig (to Gbegbbs), If you stand just there, 
you get the best view of our Wild Duck. We 
are very proud of her, because she gives the 
play its tiUe, you know, and has to be brought 


ijtregers \enocKeQ>}, yy nai,, « Father a ixrord -urith vou inurivate 

•with your great soul, deny yotir own father ! Tatter, a wor^tt you in private. heoanse she gives the 

Miahnar IvehemenUy). Of course— what else ^ play its title, yon know, and has to bronght 

can a Photographer do with a disreputable old parent, who has been into the dialogue a good deal. Your father peppered her out 
in a Penitentiary for making a fraudulent map ? I shall leave this shooting, and we saved her life. 

splendid banquet. The Chamberlains are not tind to me, and I feel Hialmar, Yes, Gbegebs, our estate is not large— but still we 


splendid banquet, me unamDeriams are not ama w me, ana x leei xiiaimar, i es, out uuu buu wo 

the omshing hand of fate on my head I [Goes out hastily, feeling it, preserve, you see. And my poor old father and I some'fcimes get a 
So^y (archly). Any Nobleman here say “Cold Punch” r day’s gunning in the garret. He shoots with a pistol, which my 
[Every Nobleman says “ Cold Runch,^* and follows her out in illiterate -wife here will oaU a “ pigstol.” He once, when he got into 
search of it with enthusiasm, Gbegbbs approaches his trouble, pointed it at himself. But the descendant of two lieutenant- 
f other, who wishes he would go, ^ colonels who had never quailed before living rabbit yet, faltered 

Gregers, Father, a word vtith you in private. I loathe you. I then. He didrCt shoot. Then I put it to my own head. But at the 
am nothing if not candid. Old Erdax was your partner once, and decisive moment, I won the victory over myself . I remained in life, 
it’s my firm belief you deserved a prison quite as much as he did. Now we only shoot rabbits and fowls with it. After all I am very 
However, you surely need not have married our Gina to my old happy and contented as I am. [He eats some bread and butter, 

friend KTAxiwryi-a. You know very well she was no better than she (^eg^s. But you ought not to he. You have a good deal of the 
should have been I Wild Duck about you. So have your wife and daughter. You are 

Old Werle, True— hut then no more is Mrs. S5bbt. And I am living in marsh vaj^urs. To-moirow I will take you out for a walk 
going to marry her — if you have no objection, that is. and explain what I mean* It is my mission in life. Good night I 


going to marry her — if you have no objection, that is. and explain what I mean* It is my mission in life. Gwd night I 

Gregers. None in the world! How can I object to a stepmother . , , ^ ,. * 

-who is playing Blind Man’s Buff at the present moment •with the Gina and Hedwig, W hat woa the gentleman talkiDg about. Father r 
Norwegian nobility ? I am not so overstrained as all that. But Hialmar (eating bread and butt^). He has been dining, you know, 
really I cannot allow my old friend Hiax^tae, with his great, confid- No matter— what we have to do now, is to put my disreputable old 
ing, childlike mind, to remain in contented ignorance of Gina’s past, whitehaired pariah of a parent to bed. 

No, I see my mission in life at last ! I shall take my hat, and inform [He and Gina lift old Eccxes— mean old Erdax —up by the 

him that his home is built upon a lie. He will be so muob obliged legs and arms, and take him off to bed as the Curtain falls, 

to mel [Takes his hat, and goes out. 

Old Werle, Hal— I am a wealthy merchant, of dubious morals, iirr i. > a x ji » 

and I am al^ut to marry my housekeeper, who is on intimate terms CoornEx Motto rob a Frebxe CsiCjuii'iEa. Take Ait oi Gbagb I 


vox. c. 


X 
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KEY TO THE PEOPOSEH HERALDIC DEYICE. 

— Ouaiterly : 1. A female figxire habited in white 
robes reaching to the ankles, with Arms elevated, all qnite 
proper, for Grace. 2. A wiidman or ratepayer rampant, 
for Thrift. 3. A bend (or bar) sinister on a chart vert, for 
Bloonuhury. 4. Three demi-connciUors, wings elevated, 
regardant an empty seat, for Vacancy. 

Creet.-^ On a beadle’s hat erased, a new broom. 
Supporters.— BexteXf a Panl P^ regardant, grasping an 
eyeglass sinister. Sinister, a Stiggins. Both gorged. 
motto. Vhi nunc swnus f ” 

PAMHilARITT BEEEDS EESPECT. 

{A page from the Diary of a wmld-le Imt coulduCirbe Duellist.) 
Monday. — ^Arrived on the gronnd ready to fight my oppo- 
nent to the death. We had just measured the ground, when 
an agent of Police appeared upon the scene, and we had to 
decamp hurriedly. Duel postponed till to-morrow,^ 

Tuesday. — Bew spot chosen. Pistols this time instead of 
rapiers. Just as we were about to fire, appearance of the 
agents of the law. Postponement again absolutely necessary. 

TFednesday. — Once more ready to meet. Both of ns rather 
amused at the precautions we have to take to prevent inter- 
ruption. Opponent obligingly suggested a new and suitable 
spot for the settlement of our uttle difEerences. Found it to be 
a most excellent selection, but before we could fight, once 
more interrupted. Both of us greatly annoyed, and arranged 
to meet to-morrow. 

Thursday.— Amused to find myself first in the field— my 
opponent five minutes late. Both of us had come before the 
seconds, and so spent the time in a pleasant little chat, and 
cigarettes. My opponent not half a bad fellow when you come 
to know him. Just as he was in the middle of a most amusing 
story, our seconds arrived— with the Police I Postponement 
once more imperative. 

JRriVfay.— Opponent turned up first, and, at my request, 
completed his yesterday’s story— one of the best I have ever 
heard. Most amusing chap— should have liked to have heard 
another, when, finding ourselves uninterrupted, we thought 
we had better seize tiie opportunity to settle our afiair of 
honour. Our customary luck I Seemingly had just time to 
kill one another, when enter the Police I Programme as 
before, 

Saturday.— Met again. Eeally guite pleased to have made 
the acquaintance of such a nice fellow as my opponent. Full 
of fun and anecdote. On comparing notes, we found that we 
had entirely forgotten what on earth we had quarrelled about. 
So shook hands and arranged that if we fired at anyone, our 
target should be the Police. 

A PLEA FOR THE CART-HORSE PARADE SOCIETY. 

All who love English horses, and back English Trade, 
Should welcome the annual ** Cart-Horse Parade.” 

No function of Fashion on Racecourse or Row 
Should “fetch” our equestrian enthusiast so. 

First-rate English horses in holiday guise ! 

A sight that to please a true Britisher’s eyes. 

And then the Society— surely that will be 
Supported by Britons, Ask good Walteb. Gilbbt 
(Cambridge House, Regent’ s Park) . He will teU you no doubt 
'What the O.-H, P. S. have, some time, been about. 

Fancy prizes to Carmen for care of their horses I 
That charms a horse-lover. To plump the resources 
Of such a Society— by their support 
In subscriptions— aR friends of the horse and of sport 
I Should surely be eager ; so, horse-lovers willing. 

Despatch the gold pound plus the odd silver shfiliug ! 


Histoet Ann Art.— Doubts have been thrown on the 
genuineness of the story about St. Elizabeth of Hunga^ as 
ulustrated by Mr. Caldehoh’s well-known and striking 
picture in this year’s Academy. Mr. Calbeboh afdims, 
according to the best of his high lights, that he has simply 
portrayed the naked truth. So far, in a certain sense, the 
Court is with him. Still, historians are neither unbiassed nor 
infallible, and painters are inclined to sacrifice much for efiect. 
For our part, we should be inclined to refer the situation, 
which this picture illustrates, to some incident in the life of 
the celebrated Miss Elizabeth Mabtih, generally known as 
“Bettt Mahtut,” The legend may be found in some work 
by that voluminous writer JFVnw, or by the oft-quoted Hid, 
under the quaint heading, Sistoria Me^ et Beati Martini. 


THE PICK OF THE PICTURES. (AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY.) 



No. 164. Pilling Rim. Affectionate wife inaisthig on the inralid taking a Bolus. 

Sidney Paget. 



No. 259. “ A Select Committee.*’ . H. Stacy Marks, R.A. 


No. 278. “ The Fleecy ChargeJ^ ' A title^ that suggests an attempt at 
eAtortion, but is here applied to A picture in wooUujork by the yeterai^ 
T. SxBNET CooPBB, R.A. Of course whatever the artist may ask for it, it 
will always be “ sheep at the price.” , 

' No. 388. “ Writing a Message to St. Helena^ Hope St. Helena received 
it. probably forwarded by a winged messenger as suggested by the uame of 
the artist, which is Etbe Cbowe, A. 

No. 619. “ Qorsefl By David Mhbbat. Good? Why certainly, as a 
matter of gorse. 

No. 697. Rather mixed subject, being “ Eventide ” by Khigex, 

No. 1161. “.A Maiden Fairf* By G. A. Stobet, A. Never heard of 
such a thing as “ a Maiden Fam” except in Oriental countries. She seems 
to be having all the fun of the Fair to nerself. This concludes a series of 
Storeys in four numbers, 356, 704, 1043 and 1161, Tnaking up his “ Tale.” 
“And now my Siobbx’s done,” that is, for this Season. 

SCULPITTBE. 

No. 1962. “ Triumph ” of Adbiah Johes. It is so. Quite a triumph. 
The Smiths, Bbowes and Robinsohs nowhere compared with A. Johes. 

No. 2001. H. M. Stanley— hustf* Is he? Poor Stanley 1 It u to be 
hoped that the EMiN-ent explorer will forgive the sculptor, who is 0. B. 
Bibch, a. Fancy the indomitable Stanley never yet beaten, but Bmcn’d 
at last 1 
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MR. PUNCH’S PRIZE NOVELS. 

Ko. XYIIL—MAEIAN MUFFET ; A ROMA.NOE OF BLAOKMORE. 

{jPvR, D, Exmooe, Av;thor of **Bom a Spoon;*' ^*FaddoeIs Bowel;** 
WU and Wittp;" Tips for Marriers ;** ** Scare a lawn; 

** 'Brell^ for Bain," &e., dsc,, tifc,) 

[** This,” 'writes Mr. Exmoor, is another of my simple tales. Yet I send 
it forth into the vorld thinking that haply there may he some, and they not 
of the baser sort, who reading therein as the humour takes them, may draw 
from it nurture for their minds. For truly it is in the nature of fruit-trees, 
whereof, without undue vaunting, I may claim to know somewhat, that the 
birds of the air, the tits, the wrens, ay, even unto the saucy little piairows, 
whose firm spirit in warfare hath ever been one of my chiefest marvels, should 
gather in the branches seeking for provender. So in books, and herein too I 
have some snail knowledge, those ^at are of the ripest sort are ever the first 
to be devoured. And if the public be pleased, how shall he that made 1^e book 
feel aught but gratitude. Therefore I let it go, not being blind in truth to the 
faults hereof, but with humble confidence too in much compensating ment.”j 

Chapter L 

Fate, that makes sport alike of peasants and of kings, turning 
the one to honour and a high seat, 
and making the other to lie low 
in the e&timailon of men, thou^ 
haply (as ^tis said in our pari^) 
he think no small beer of himself, 
hath seemingly ordained that I, 

Thohas Ttodleb, should set down 
in order some doings wherein I 
had a share. And herein I make 
no show of learning, being but an 
undootxined fanner and not skilled 
in the tricks of style, as the word 
is in these parts, hut trusting 
simply to sirength and honesty 
(whereof, Q-od knows, there is but 
nttle beyond the liinits of our 
farm), and to that breezy carriage 
of the pen which favouxeth a plain 
man treading sturdily the windmg 
paths and rough placesof hisnaiiye 
tongue. Ko^tbstanding I take 
no small encouragement from this, 
that whereas of those that have 
made to my knowledge the bravest 
boasting and the loudest puffing 
(though of this I am loth to speak, 
never naving had a stomaoh for the 
work), the writings often perish 
neglectfully and nothing said, 
some, writing afar in quiet places 
removed from the busy rahblement 
of towns, not seldom steer their 
course to fame and riches, whereof, 
tbaTtkfl be to Heaven, I never yet 
bad covetousness, deeming theirs 
the hairier lot to whom a d&y crust 
with haply a slice of our good couu- 
try cheese and a draught of the 
foaming cider bring contentment. 

Each to his own fashion, say I, and 
the fashion of the Ttddlers hath 
always been in a manner plain and 
unvarnished, like to the large oak press wherein mother stores her 
Sunday gown and other woman’s £nery such as the mind of man, 
l^ing at best but a coarse week-day creature, hath never fairly con- 
ceive. But lo I I am tarrying on my way, losing myself in a maze 
of cheap fancies, while the reader perchance ^yawns and stretches 
his Hmbs as tbou^ for bed. All I know is paper and ink are 
cheaper than when 1 began to write. 

Chapter II. 

How it feU on a Summer morning, I being then but newly come 
home from the Farmers’ College, in llie ancient town of Cambridge, 
that our whole household was gathered together in onr parlour. 
Mother sat by the head of the great table, lading out a saToury mess 
of porridge, not rashly, as the custom of some is, hut carefully, like 
a prudent housewife, guarding her own. And by her side sat Moixx 
and Betty, her daughters, and next to them the maids, and they 
that pertained to the work of the house. First came old Poixy 
Thistledew, gaunt of face, and parched of skin, the wrinkles 
ruTiTiine athwart her face, and over her hooked nose, like to the 
rivers ^wn with much labour of meandering pen in the school- 
boys’ maps, though for such my marks were always low, I being 
better skulled in the giving of raps with the closed fist than in the 
making of maps with inky fingers-a bootless toil, as it always 


hath seemed to me. Hext to her sat Sally, the little milkmaid, 
casting coy glances at mother, who would have none of them, but 
with undue sternness, as I thought then, and still think, tossed them 
back to the shame-faoed Sally. Lower down sat John Tooker, 

“ Girt Jan Doublbpace ” he was ever called, not without a sly hint 
of increasing obesity, for John, though a mighty man of thews 
and sinews, was no small trencherman, and, as the phrase is, did 
himself right royally whenever porridge was in question. All these 
sat, peaceably swallowing, while I, at the table’s foot, faced mother, 
stirring my ‘steaming bowl with my forefinger, forgetting the heat 
thereof, but not daring to wince, lest Betty, whose tongue out 
shrewdly when she had a mind, should make sport of me. 

Chapter III. 

Althotjoh I had, for the most part, so very stout an appetite that 
my bowl stood always first for the refilling, I had no desire for my 
food that day, but idly sat and stirred, and the burden of my 
thoughts wore deeply inward with the dwelling of my mind on this 
view and on that of it. But, on a sudden, what a turmoil, what a 
rising of maids, what a jumping on chairs, what a drawing np of 
gowns, and what a scurrying I For, out of a comer, comes the great 

brown rat, gliding sedately, and 
never so much as asking by yonr 
leave or with yonr leave. Then 
mother’s old tom-cat, IVowncer, 
slowly rising, stretches his limbs, 
and bares his claws, making ready 
for what is to come, hut not, me- 
thinVs, with mnoh edacrity for the 
conflict, for rats have teeth, as 
Irouncer knows— ay, and can use 
them to much purpose. Therefore 
Trouncer, making belief to be 
brave, as is the custom both of 
oats and of others that walk on 
two legs, and have thumbs to 
tbeir fore-paws, gathers Mmself 
to the spring, but springs not. 
Then comes Girt Jan’s terrier, 
Houser, at last— -where hath the 
terrier been tarrying? Terriers 
should not tarry— and, with scant 
ceremony, leaps upon Trouncer* 
Cuff , cuft, go the claws. Trouncer 
swears roundly. Hay, Trouncer, 
’tis a coward’s part to fly beneath 
the chair. To him, good Houser, 
to him. my man. But Housw 
hath forgot the claw -hearer, 
though his bleeding nose for many 
a day shall remember. Houser 
hath the rat in view. Round the 
parlour they go, helter-skelter, 
Houser on the tracks of the life- 
desiring rat, while the maids upon 
the chairs show ankles, in proof 
of terror, until, lo ! he hath hm 
pinned fast, never more to stir, 
or clean his whiskers in rat-land. 

And then all come down, and 
Jan boasts loudly how he all but 
trod him flat, ay, and oonld have 
done so had rat not fled in terror 
of his hoot; and Yrowncer returns, smngly purring, and mother 
rates the hlnshing maids. 

And I to the Adds, having work to do, hut liking not the doing. 
Chapter IY. 

How I with Houser at my heels went manfully on m> way. Gaily 
I went over the parched brown wastes where lately the flood had lain 
heavy upon the land, past the whispering copses of fir and beech and 
oak that top the upland, through the yellowing corn that stands 
waving golden promise in the valley, till I came to where the land 
bends sxfldenly with a sharp^tnrn from the eastward whence a pearly 
brook, now swollen to a roaring torrent, babbles bravely over the 
stones. Sudden I stopped as though a palsy had gripped me, though of 
the Tipplers, as is well known, none hath ever suffered of a palsy, 
they being for the most part a lusty race, and apt for endurinff 
moisture both within and without. Hever till my dying day shall 
I forget the sight that met my eyes. For there seated upon a tuffet, 
her beautiEul blue eyes fixed in horror and despair, her jug of on^ds 
and whey scarce tasted, was my Martan, while beside her, lolling 
at ease witfii the slothfiil stretch of his great limbs, and the flames 
as of Tophet in his fierce eyes sat Spipeb, the great black-haired 
giant l^iDEB that would make a feast of her. 

I know not how I ran, nor what mighty strength was in my Hmbs, 
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but m a moment I was with them, and Ms I 

clutoh. (iuiokly he tam^ upon me and fain had fr^ hiM^. c 
Our breast-bones cracked in the conflict, hw arms wand round and 
roand me, and a hideous gleam of triumph was m his face. Ihnee ( 
he had me ofE my feet, but at the fourth close I swayed to to me x 
right, and then mth one last heave I flung to on Ins back, and had \ 
the end of it, leaving him dead and flattened where he lay. i 

Chaj?ter Y. ] 

Then gently I bore my Mahtan home, and mother greeted her ^ 
fondly, saying, “Miss Mufeet, I presume?” which pleased me, 
tbiTiWng it only right that mother should use ceremony with my , 
love. But she, poor darling, lay quiet and pale, scarce knowmg her ^ 
own happiness or the issue of the flght. For ’tis the way of women , 
ever to faint if the occasion serve and a man s j j 

them. And often in the warm summer-time, when the little l^s ^d ^ 
lasses gather to the plucking of buttercups and daisies, hkenmg - 
them gleefully to the gold and silver of a rich mans cofiers, my 
darling, now grown matronly, sitteth on the tunet in their midst, 
and t^eth. the tale of giant Smdee and his fate.— [the bud.] 

OUE BOOKING-OmOE. ; 

Ohb of OUT ‘ ‘ Co.” — and the Baron may observe that, when * ‘ Co.’’ u 
written it is not an abbreviation of “ Coves”— has bwn reading Str 
ffeonre (Bbhtlbi), a Novel, which Mrs. Hbhbjuusb ^ the courage 

to put forth in one volume. 
At the outset; the writing 
^ ^ slipshod. Mrs. 

HENJNiKififi has, moreover, 
a wild passion for the 
' ^ \ conjunction. When she can’t 

^ summon another “which,” 

^ ^ r7 she sticks in a “ that.” On 

one page appears the f ollow- 
startling announcement 
The March winds this 
w were unusually biting, 

nervous ^^uudian 

fore ?] never aiow^ her to 
walk out without a res- 
pirator, till they blew no 
longer from the East.” ^ We 
assume that, as soon as respirators blew ^m t he W est, tMs injme- 
tion would be withdrawn. But, as^Mrs. Ito^roR gets forward m 
her story, the style improves, “ which’s” disappear as they did m 
MacletKs time, and the tale is told in simple strenuous language. 
Uncle George is a character flnely conceived, an^dwirably drawn. 

The Baron returns thanks to the publisher, W. Heinemlann, for 
gending a volume of Db Q,uiircET’s Posthumorout IVor/ct. A smaU 
dose of them, taken occaeionaUy the last JJimg at nigM, may be oon- 
fldentlv recommended to admirers of The Optum and wiU 

probably be found of congiderable value^to some who hitterto may 
have been the victims of ineomnia. Highly reco^ended by the 
Faculty. (Signed.) Baeoh db Book-Wobms & Co. 

EVENINGS FROM HOME. 

At the Court Theatre, Le Feu Toupinel, adapted for the English 
stage as The Late Lamerded, is decidedly fuimy, that is, if you can 
once get over the idea that all its humour de^ds upon , the im- 
moral vagaries of an elderly scoundrel, an habitual orinmaJ, who 
has departed this life in the odopr of respectebili^, without his im- 
moralities ever having been discovered. Had m been found out 
during his lifetime, he would have been tried for bigamy, convicted, 
and punished accordingly. This piece hw been atoted mm me 


piece revived : there never was so old a piece, for t^e aj* hMy foM 
characters in it, and they^re all Old. There are two OldfU^ md 
two OUworihye. Mr. Wbumait as OUMd or tie Old 

Obadiah, is a triie too blusterous, but on the o&er hand, I am 
prepared to say that a country attorney of that Mnod wo^to t 
be uncouth and blusterous. son Alexan^,^e ^;rag Obadiah, 

is prettily played by Mr. Gobdoh Cbaio, who is a trifle too ^d- 
milly with his hands and arms ; but .m the wMe play “othmg 
becomes him so wdl as the pathos of his broken-heamd exit, m 
was touching and going. Hencefwth, ttis young actor “ 
describe himself as of the “Touch-and-go” school, and be,^ We 
“the livin’ skeleton” mentioned by Sam Wel^, proud o the 
titie.” Miss Eatb Pktt.t.tts as Anne'e sister— though, as Mr. J . 
T-iE 'observed, as die is younger than Anne, ^e cannot 7 “! oe 
her Anne-sister— is as bright and livdy as need, to, considering her 
menial position, which is rather odd m her sister’s house.^ ,Tint 
Mistress NahcbTbbet; you ’ll find her very much athwne mthe 
part. After which The Corsican Brothers revived, ,Ghost and aU. 

When some years ago the Irvingesque version of it was prc^ucea, 
the twin who lived in Corei oa., Brother Fahxen^ used to henave 
in the wildest Corsican way. Who that^ saw it some years ago does 
not remember how he used to chuck his gun up in the air, when 
it caught on to a hook in the wall 1 with what gusto he used to 




The Corsican Brothers and Nance Oldfield at the Lyceum. 

light a tiny cigarette from an enormous flaming brand snatched 
from the burning wood Are on tbe hearth*! and how badly the 
starving guest from Paris fared iu the Corsican household where he 

« ^ ^ ^<1 - -• J- 4H.X UTm 'Va^IxA A/U% VTT /> O Xr CfcV Cl 


Faculty. (Signed.) Baeoh db Book-Wobms & Co. j^y] the food used to disappewl what a short time the 

supper occupied, and how very much third ^st the poor stranger 

ci/caifKirie cdom HOMP c^me oflc under the hospitable roof of the Bet Franchue Even 

EVENINGS FROM MOMt. g^ppe, jg ^ brief one, hut justice is done to it, and to 

At the Court Theatre, Le Feu Toupinel, adapted for the English the weary traveller. Never was such an ^ unhappy, tourist I 
stage as is decidedly funny, that is, if you pan He comes to a house in the wilds of Corsica; he is choke- 

onceget over the idea that all its humour depends upon , the im- faU of - Parisian gossip, he has a lot to say of course, but he 
moral vagaries of au elderly scoundrel, an habitual criminal, who ^^ever gets a chance, as Fallen tells him family stones one. after me 
has departed this life in the odour of respectability, without his im- other, as if he hadn’t had such an opportunity or so good a listener for 
moralities ever having been discovered. Had he. been found out ever so long. Then, when on the entrance of his mother Jfabxen 
during his lifetime, he would have been tried for bigamy, convicted, breaks off in the middle of one of ^s many anecdotes, which 
and punished accordingly. TMs piece has been adapted from tbe evidently can’t be told before ladies, the P^sian gent,, who now sees 
Fren&i for the EngHsh stage ; but. query, is it adapted to ^Engto gometMng like, an opening for some light ®oMe^rdian ch^-^^^^ 
audience? That’s the point. The run must decide. If the best ^ presented with a flat candlestick and bowed off to. bed, without 
possible acting can carry it along, then that it has got ; for, toough being allowed a word to say for himself. All tMs is just the same 
Mrs John Wood has frequently had better chances, yet she has as ever; tWe have been no alterations, nor repairs; piece is ^ 
never worked harder, and never has she more deserved the laughtor curiously old-fasMoned as are the exquisitely correct costumes ;wime 
Sie excites. The same may be said of Mr. Stanpino .and Miss the Masked Ball at the Opera and the Duel in the snow we as effective 
FimpPL and also of Mr. AjiTituji Cecil, whose make-np is perfect, as ever, and the latter, if anything, more so. They make a towate 
especially the dressing and colouring of Ms hair, wMoh is an ^stic figbt of it, do Messrs. Irving dei Francht and Jf. Terrtss de Chateau 
triumph. Mr. Qiebeet FAuquHAii’s Mr. Fawcett, the Solicit^ jRanaw^, until the latter coUapses, and subsequent prpoee togs inter- 
contribntes much to the fun of the scenes in wMch he appears ^th ested him no more.” As long as the strong nght arm of the Corsioan 
Mrs. John Wood; and Mr. Cape, as ParXrer,. the Confldential Ser- Brother can draw a good anfl sMning lapier, he will tow 
: vant, is excellent. There ’s plenty of “go” in it, but wiU it ‘stay” ? aud brilliant a. house as he 


Nance Oldfield! Ettocn Tekrt as JVance is delightfuL Chorus, -^hy? because it ^s a great play for Doublin’. Exeu7Vt omnese 
Gentlemen, if you please, “Por— all our fancy, Dwells upim.N^oy I 






THE MOST IRRESISTIBLE SIRENS ARE NOT THOSE WHO SING, BUT THOSE WHO LISTEN (OR PRETEND TO) I 

DotugUw oftUEouse. "Tbli. me, Pbofessob Bobax, how did yott like the Lady Mamma gave yod to take ik to Dihneb?” 
Th$ Profmor {inmemtly), ^‘My deab GtIBL. she 'a simply the most Ohabmikg Womast I eveb met ! I nsvxr Talked so mttqs 


Tfu Profmor (innocently), 
IJT jfF Life!*' 


IN A MiZB. 

Mr. Balpour brouglit up a new sub-section, 
which he admitted was so obscure that he only 
* more or less ' understood it himself, and which, 
indeed, is of ‘^'wg't^aw-Thucydidean ’ dimness 
and inyolution. . . . There is no excuse, we must 
say, for the muddle into which the Goyemment 
has got oyer the Bill. . . . The House of Commons 
has adjourned for a short holiday, but the Irish 
Land Purchase Bill is not yet through Committee. 
.... There still remained all the new clauses, for 
which no time had been found.” — Times, ' 

! Little Bill loquitur : — 

Oh do, if yon please, Mr. Baxeoto, Sir, if 
yon can, — and who can if yon can’t. Sir ? — 

I G«t me out of this Maze, where for days and 
days I have strhyed till I’m all of a 
pant. Sir. 

Twelve months ago we started, yon know, 
and I’ve "been on my feet ever since, Sir. 
And oh, if yon plbase, I feel weak at the 
knees^ and' the pains in my hack ' make 
me wmce. Sir. 

Mister Hood’s “Lost Child” wasn’t. half as 
had, for he only strayed in the gutter, ^ 
While tiiis dreadful Maze is enough to craze ; 

and my feeling of lostness is ntter. 

Oh, my poor feet I This is worse than Crete, 
and old Hampton Court isn’t in it. 
Oh'st(^, do stop I for I feel I shall drop if I 
don’t sit down half a minute. 

I really thought yon knew the way oht— 
wMoh I own I ’m nnahle to guess. Sir— 
And now ’twonld appear yon are far from 
clear, and are puzzled “more or less,” Sir. 
The paths are really so twirly-whirly, the 
hedges so jimhle-jumhled ; 


It'must he huudreds aui hundreds of miles 
fidong whioh we have staggered and 
stumbled. 

I thought you were a cool card. Mister 
Balfour, and did know your way 
ahont, Sir, 

But what I should like to know at present is, 
when we are like to gat out, Sir. 

How Labby will laugh at the Labyrinth- 
, maker, who gets lost in his own Great 
Maze, Sir I 

Don’t say, Sir, pray, that yon ’ve lost your 
way,— yon, whom people so cosset and 
praise, Sir. 

Ton won’t he hurried, and yon can’t he 
flurried, and you’re always as cool as a 
cucumber. 

Can a little ’un like me, your own child, don’t 
yon see, such a smaA pioneer as are you 
cumber? 

You, the modem Theseus ? Where ’s your 
Ariadne ? Oh, I know yon are cool, land 
clever, 

Yet I feel a doubt. When shall we get out P— 
which I canH go on wanderiag for ever I 

Mazemaster loquitur [ 

Poor little man ! \ Yes, I had a plan, and a 
perfectly plain one, too, hoy ; 

But— I fear— for a moment— I’ve— losf'the 
duel Ahl I’mawfnllysorryforyoMjhoyl 

Yon have been on your feet for a precious 
long time, and all this ronndahontation, 

Is “p/««gaam-Thnoydidean,” perhaps, and 
at any rate mean aggravation. 

But you’ll please understand I’m a very 
“cool hand;” there’s ahundance of 
* ‘ humour ” about me, 


knd though for a jifiy I seem at a loss, don’t 
yon come for to go for to doubt me. 

’Tis most complicated, this Miz-Maze I I ’ve | 
stated the cine I ’ ve let slip fox a moment. 
And Labby, no doubt, and his henchmen, will 
shout and indulge in invidious comment ; 
The Times, too, may gird, and declare ’tis 
absurd not to know one’s own Zahytinth 
better. 

The Times is my friend, hut a trifle too fond 
of the goad and the scourge and the 
fetter ; 

Yon really can’t rule the whole civilised 
world with the aid of the whip and the 
closure ; < 

Though I should enjoy— hut no matter, my ' 
hoy, let ns try to maintain onr composure I 
When shall we get out f That’s a matter of 
doubt, cross- hedges my pathway still 
chequer, 

The cine I ’ve let slip, hut yon just take my 
tip : we ’ll get clear— if yon keep up your 
pecker I 

Cliange for Tkirty-Pive Sliillings. 

Tbcbbe is a singular directness of purpose 
in the following advertbement which appears 
in the Daily News : — 

R EPOHTEK (27), now; on Weekly, WANTS 
CHANGE. 365. 

The advertiser not only wants change, hut 
he mentions the exact sum. It seems odd. 
One often wants change for a sovereign, and 
even oftener wants the sovereign itself. But 
what precise coin a man hands yon when he 
wants thirty-five shiUings change is not quite 
clear. 



















DeaWs Man {cmfdmticdly), ** Kick ’Oss, Sib. Just sttit fou, Sib. Nice bbbmisouoits ’Oss, Sib 1— fou can Sit on nm 

£m8T ANTWMm^r* 


LEAYES FROM A CANDIDATE'S DIARY. 

BilUhury^ May 5,— Received tlie following letter from Tollaio) 
yesterday ; — 

T> bat> Mk. PATTHt, SiOtlury, May 3. 

A CoiiHiTXEE Meeting of out Connoil lias been summoned 
for the day after to-morrow (May 5) at eight o'clock p.h., at the 
Beaoonsiield Club, to consider some importot questions ajO^ecting 
yonr Candidature and the plan of campaign to he adopted in prose- 
cuting it. 1 trust that you may be aole to make it convenient to 
attend^ and shall be glad to receive a wire from you to this efEeot. 


when I called the other day, if I didn’t think it wonderfully clever. 
I know, when I wrote my answers in her album, it took me days of 
thought to get them done in prose, and even then they turned out the 


receive a wire from you to this efEeot. 


I may mention to you that I have lately heard, in confidence, that 
Sir Thomas Ohtjbsob’s health is causing considerable anxiety to the 
Radical leaders here. He has attended very few divisions lately, 
and has ofEended many of the advanced section by his conduct over 
the Strike Subvention Bill, which was backed by the Labour Mem- 
bers. Sir Thomas, however, abstained from the division on the 
Second Reading. It is just possible that, under the ciroumstances, 
he may decide to apply for the Chiltem Hundreds very shortly, and 
we must be prepared for every emergency. 

Tours faithfully, Jaimes Toelaitd. 

It was a confounded nuisance. I had arranged to take the Bellamys 
to the Scandinavian Exhibition this afternoon, and to dine and go to 
the theatre with the JACxsoiirs. Had to put ofE everything. Maby 
Bellamy will be dreadfully annoyed. Wrote specially to her to 


apolonse and explain. They’re sure to get that beast Bomfbet to 
take Miem instead. He ’s always hanging round. Last week he wrote 
a lot of verse in Maby’s Confession Album, in this style (I copied 
some of it out, in order to show it to Yuttotamy, who hates him) : — 
Though, when be ’s asked bis favourite name, a man is apt to stare, he 
Must answer, if be knows what ’s what, “My favomite name is Maby.” ■ 

And this The vice I detest and abhor above all 

Is not dancing four times with you at a ball. 

And this, in answer to quesHon, “What or who would you 
rather he, if you were not yourself ? ” — ' 

I ’d rath^ be the rosebud that nestles in your hair. 

Or the aunt whose hand you took in yours and pressed upon the stair. 

They all admired tins slip-dop immensely, and Maby a^ed me, 


I talked of in the household as “your grandfather the poet.” She 
I told me that she thought “ a faculty for versification was the mark 
of a truly refined and delicate mind.” Bah ! Pomebet ’s one of 
the most selfish and calculating lutdans outside a conviot prison, 
and always haggles over his luncheon bills at the Club, till the head- 
waiter and all the rest nearly go ofE their heads. 

However, I had to come to Billsbury, nilly-wiUy. Met the Com- 
mittee after dinner. They were anxious that I should do some can- 
vassing soon, and wanted me, when next I spoke, to explain myself 
more rally (1) on the Temperance Q^uestion and the question of 
Compensation to Publicans ; (2) on the Women’s Sidfrage Q-nestion ; 
(3) on the Labour Qiuestion; (4) on Foreign Policy; and (5) with 
reference to the Billsbury Main Drainage Scheme. I said 1 would, 
hut I should probably require more than one speech to do it in. 
Afterwards a very solemn member of the Committee, whose name I 
forget, got up and made a long speech, in which he observed that my 
habit of appearing in dress clothes at the meetings had annoyed a 
good many of my supporters, and that he ventured to suggest to me, 
for my own good, tiiat I should wear ordinary dress. It seems a 
good many of the lower lot thought it looked uppish. I’m glad 
enough not to have to do it any more. There were other points, but 
I ’m too tired to remember them. By the way, I have subscribed to 
about a dozen more Clubs and Institutions, and have promised to get 
Mother to open a bazaar here at the end of the month. Back to 
London to-morrow. What a life ! 

The Latest Labor Program.” 

(JBy a Mew- Unionist) 

I AM all for^yself , and ’tis perfectly true 
That “ labor” I love is regardless of “ u.’^ 

But, per contra, informing my “program” you see 
Though I wink (with two I’s), I enmiuate “me.” 




POLITICAL BOATING-PARTY DURING THE RECESS. 

[By Our Own InstarUmeous Photographer.) 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


IK A lOCZ.— A WHITSUNTIDE WAEBLE. 

*'Look! XocAj.'”— S hock! Kook I That’s a pretty 

frock hnlgingr over the ^wale 1 

She looks like to choke with that horrible smoke, which 
is •f riTniTi g out of the Steam-Launch funnel. 

old cry! AE in, and dry, though we’re 
awfully crowded this first Spring holiday. 

Better this than St Stephen’s dead-look I Our serious 
Senators out for a jolly day 

Might do worse. "Who carries the purser That ten- 
foot rod with the toU-net ending it 
Means a hint They must make ^‘a mint” ; and, hy 
Jov^ there are many worse ways of spending it,— 
Money, 1 mean. Now were O-scH-rr seen ooUeotmg cash 
for his dry Exchequer [up his financial pecker 
With pole and net, it were nicer, you het, than keeping 
With Spirit Duties! Those^ two blonde beauties in 
Cambridge blue are exceeding bonny ; 

B-iP-n now at that same boat’s bow would be quite in 
his element— eh, my sonny ? ^ 

And Old Mouatjtt cooling his legs m the stern-sheets 
yonder would find the steering [T“Mi H-lt jeering. 
Easier far tbim amidst the jar of St. Stephen’s, hot wi^ 
S-L-SB-nx, too, with a well-tramed crew, would put his 
back— that broad back of his !— in it. 

Don’t be in a hurry, my nautical fnendl we shall all 
get out in another minute. ^ 

Just like life! Such fidgety strife to be first to the 
front when the lock-gates sever. „ ^ ^ 

What does it matter, friends, after all ? The slow, the 
skilful, the duU, the clever. 

The snake-swift “swell” and^ the splashing ’Abbt, the 
puffing launch, and the trim outrigger, 

The calm canoest who hugs the timbers, the fussy punter 
who toils like a nigger, . , , , ^ 

All will anon be well out in the cutting, the old gates 
shutting slowly behind them, 

And where are those who so shoved to the front ? At 
the tail of the race you may presently find them. 

The G. 0. M. (with his collars for sails), that jaunty 
skifi might he handling. Blera us I 
Can he take holiday, he wnom toil seems to enooE like 
a shirt of Nessus ? [C-hk-toh-m Gb-h-m, 

Well, Unionii^or Separattsf, or chap with a twist like 
Or howling Pat, or Aristocrat with manners like Bbum- 
MEL and voice like Btiattak, 

Peppery G-soh-k, or pompous H-ec-bt, or genial 
Sm-th, the new-made Wwden, 

All, all, to-day, when the world is gay, the stream like 
silver, the banks a garden, 

Much worse might do than tog up in blue and join a 
crew on the rolling river, [personsd, leaving “ liver,” 
“ Beyond the tide,” dropping all their “ side,” party or 
And Infiuenza, and oraer “Obstructions,” alT party- 
jobbers, all jibbers and jolters, . „ , ^ , 

In sunny weather to crowd together m Moulsey Tx)ck, or 
it might Boulteb’s I 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED FEOM THE DIAKT OF TOBT, M,P. 

The Kennel, Barks, Friday, May 16.— This entry in 
Diary is dated from my ancestral home, pleasantly situated 
in the County I have the honour to represent. Haven’t 
been to Westminster this week. Hear, through usual 
channels of information, that House adjourns to-day for 
Whitsun Eecess. When I sty House, I mew fragment 
lhat remains; a few doors and cbimueysi with here and 
there a ruined wing. Fact is, majority absent with 
influenza. jSome seventy or eighty of us have formed 
House of our own j meet regularly at usual hour ; get 
through business m a way that would astonish the 
residuum left at Westminster ; and jog ofic comfortably 
for dinner. All Parties and all sections of Patw 
represented. Bpevvigh and Chairman of Committees still 
simk to Westminster. But we have Gobsi, one of the 
Deputy-Speakers, who presides with dimty and despatch. 
Jacesoe looks alter arrangement of busmess. Aitebs- 


Jacesoe looks alter arrangement of busmess. Aitebs- 
Douulas whips up the Conservatives, assisted by Stdbet 
H icimBBT and Anxiiuji TTttt^ Thomas Esmoote brings 
imto the scratch TAnjNJsn, Swift MAcNEm;, and Peeboe 
Mahoey. On Treasury Bench Micwaiiti Beach sits in 
rface of Old Mobautt, being supported by Geobgub 
KA im.TOE, Stuabt Wobtlet, and James Feboussoe, 
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ELEMENTARY INSTRUCTION IN COOKERY. 

Toung Lady. “Aep now, Jane, what’s the next TniNa to do, afteb 
putting- the Meat and Potatoes in the Stewpan ? ” 

Village Girl. Please, Miss, wash the Baby 1 ” 

whilst Knutsfobd and Debbt look down from Peers’ Gallery. On Front Oppo- 
sition Bench Ifc. G,, just arrived; finds John Mobiet, Osbobeb ^ Mobg.^, 
KAT-SjbLU'jrxLEWOBTH, and Muedeha. Wodmeb not yet arrived, but daily 
expected. Meanwhile John Lubbock, Muetz, T. W. Kusbell, and the Wiwa- 
cious WiOGiE here, ready to obey the Whip, when issued. 

Chabdes Foksteb looks after petitions for us; Fbaek Lockwood draws us 
out (or in, as the case may he) ; Algbbeoe Bobthwick throws an am of fasmon- 
able society around us; theKeverberating Colomb lifts his tall head in oto midst: 
Isaac Holden never tires of telling the fascinating story of how he discovered 
th e lucifer-matoh ; Heeeiiceb Hbatoe passes the time writing letters to Kaiees, 
and complains that the Postmaster-General has his communications ost^tationsly 
fumigated before opening them; Setmoue Kbat says he must get back to West- 
minster (nobody says him nay), or Land Bill would be getting passed throngh 
Committee; and here is the Grand Young GAjpEEB and his wife — Lady 
WiEurBED, of oonrse, looking down on us from Ladies’ GaUery. 

Have on the whole a very good time. Looked after by Kustbm Boose, whose 
cure is as alluring as it is infallible. “ Eat, drink and sleep,” he says. ‘ Lie 
on your back and sedulously do nothing.” ^ So whilst they storm and fret at 
Westmtofiter, here, in hollow Lotos Land we live and lie reclining. Pleasant to 
hear Kustbm Boose’s voice as he goes his morning rounds, stethoscope in hand. 
“ A long breath, dear friend : say ’74 ; Pommery, certainly if you like ; a pint at 
luncheon and a roast chicken. Turn over, dear friend ; another long breath ; 
say ’80 ; de Lanson, of course, if you prefer it ; a pint at dinner with a Med sole 
g-Tid a porterhouse steak ; or, if you are tired of champagne, take a pmt of claret 
with a glass or two of porti A long breath, dear Mend ; say ’50 ; . three glasses 
of ’50 port won’t do you any harm.” ^ x 

Worst of it is we’re all getting better, and shall he back to the ^d at 
Westn»iu«ter after Wbitsiintiae. Business All taking long breaths. 

The Dis-Obdeb of the Day, — ^I n the House of Commons on the Motion of 
the First Lord of the Treasury, it was resolved that Infiuenza, M;P., he expelled. 
Mr. CAMPJBEEL-BAHxtKKWAN, Leader of the Opposition, pro tem., moved to amend 
the Resolution by adding “at once.” This was agreed to n^. con. The 
Seneant-at-Arms was thereupon ordered to remove Influenza. He dwlined on 
the ground that if he did he might oatoh it. After some conversation the debate 
was adjourned. Influenza left sitting on Membto generally.— JSic<rac«/fom the 
Fijrteenth of May^e Farliamentary JR^ort. 


252 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIVAEL 


[Mat 23, 1891. 




Catching. 


A PENNY FOR YOUR THOUGHTS! 

{By a Berjplexed Beader of ihe Fenny Facers,) 

WH3SN’ you’re lying awake, with a horrid headache (to adopt a 
suggestion of Gilbert’s), 

When too freely you’ve dined, or too heavily wined, or munched too 
many w^uts or filberts ; 

When your brain is a maze, and creation a haze, then each qxieeT 
social craze— there are many I— 

Gets your wits in a spool, and there isn’t a fool for your thoughts 
would advance you a penny* 

You can’t sleep a wink, so the question 
of Drink, though you timidly shrink 
from it, harries you. 

Your wit’s in a whirl, as you think, if 
some girl with a penchant for you, 
ups and marries you. 

And ties you for life to the thing called 
"T a Wife,- that figment, that fraud, 
‘•4 ' ' ■ / ^ •) jvLl l! W .1 that illusion, 

Where, what will you be ? And you 
can’t find a key to the epoch’s chaotic 
confusion. [majority 

It seems Local Option is sure of adoption, and what a tyrannic 
May “opt” for one day, you’re unable to say, and in vain you 
appeal to Authority. 

The Law of the Land is a labyrinth grand, which you can’t under- 
stand, nor can anyone. 

And that is a thought, with delirium fraught, an appalling, if ’tis 
not a penny one. 

Now Law, the Old Antic, seems utterly frantic, absurdly romantic 
and maundering ; [Sentiment wandering. 

And Cool Common Sense has gone dotty and dense, in dim deserts of 
Now Eeason and Right, hydrocephalous quite, are bothDella-Crusean 
and drivelling, 

Life (barring the fun) like “ The Mulberry One,” seems a mixture of 
diddlmg and snivelling. 

There’s Lawsoit who jaws on the Abstinence Cause on, and would 
lay his claws on the Nation, [compensation ; 

And put sudden sto^jper on all that ’s improper (as he thinks) without 
And then there’s Sir Edward, who, when he goes bed ward, must 
have hii reflections nightmarish I 

It seems, from such rigs, that our biggest Big Wigs are soarcelfit to 
govern a parish. 

MgDoitgall again, is agog to restrdn all that gives his soul pain— 
it’s a squeamish one ! — 

He thinks he’s a stayer as Jabberwook-slayer, mere Angry Boy he, 
not a Beamish One ! [a dust up. 

These Oracles windy do raise such a shindy, and kick such a doose of 
Orte would think without them we were wrong stem and stem, and 
the whole of creation would bust up. 

But verily why men should mw worship Hymen,— who, just as un- 
shackled as Cupid, — [oeive. It seems stupid 

(See decision JBe Jackson), take burdens their backs on, I cannot oon- 
Beyond all expression to have a “possession” whose “ownness” 
there ’s desperate doubt of. 

And which (if she ’s nous) you can’t keep tn your house, nor yet (if 
she ’s “ savvy ”) keep out of I 

What is “ Hymen’s halter ” ? I fidget and falter I The Beaks seem 
to palter and fumble. 

In such a stranjje fashion, I fly in a passion, and vow that the 
. world is a jumble. , [caboodle (as ’A ret sees) 

litfcW seems a wigged noodle, as tame as a poodle, the whole darned 
B ructions and “rot,” and our “rulers” a lot of confounded old 
foodies and Pharisees ! 

"l^es, that ’s what J. think about Marriage and Drink— if you may 
thought, which with frenzy is fraught, and gives me 
" a h^d” like bad whiskey* whose dread is on me day and 
night, makes me wake in a fright, from visions most solemn of 
column on column of such “printed matter” and paragraph 
chatter,' a^ makes me feel flatter than cold eggless batter upon 
’ a lead platter— as mad as a hatter, and who relieve me ? 1 
Can anyone? I 

it ’s dreadful to face a whole bedful of spectres and spooks 
(born of papers and books) with most horrible looks, limbs 
' contorted m crooks, and bat- wings with big hooks, which 
haunt all the nooks of tester and curtain, and which, I am 
^rtain, will drive me insane if some one can’t explain where 
the imsohief we are, ’midst the tumble and jar of factions 
and fads,, of crotchets and cads, of Tolstois and Jeunes, 
and Ibsaus (whose lunes are more lunatic still). Oh, I ’d learn 
with a wia feom any or aught, who could bring me, fresh 
caugh^ with luci^ty fraught (what so long I have sought) a 

dearComfortiagThoBglit— though a Penny One 1 * ' 


IN BE THE INFLUENZA. 

{An Autobiographical Note on the appearance of the Epidemic in the 
Law Courts,) 

Owing to recent sentimental legisla^on, many members of the 
learned profession, to which I have the honour to belong, have found 
their practice becoming (to quote the poet) “small by degrees and 
beautifully less.” Times were when 
I could scarcely pass a week in term 
time without appearing in Court 
holding a consent brief, or armed 
with authori^ to move (unopposed) 
for the appointment of a receiver. 

But that was long ago— a deep con- 
trast with to-day — when my ad- 
mirable and excellent Clerk Poeting- 
TON, flnds an hour a day ample, almost 
too ample, time for posting np to date 
my Fee Book. However, occasionally 
a gleam of the old sunshine illumines, 

BO to speak, the chambers I occupy, and such a gleam was my 
retention for the Defence in the cause of Quicksilver v. Nore, It was 
a Patent Case, and one of the deepest possible interest. It is my 

f ood fortune to know the Defendant Jpersonally, and it was through 
is kind offices that the instructions to appear for him were left at 
my chambers. My friend and client (who is unjustly said to be 
eccentric in bis habits) has recently patentedfS^and produced a most 
important invention, which greatly facilitates the retention of dinner- 
napkins, after those useful, nay, necessary articles have been used 
for the purpose for which they are manufactured. Like all really 
valuable inventions, the patent is simplicity itself, the napkin-ring 
consisting of the section of the thicker end of an elephant’s tusk cut 
to an appropriate size and hollowed out. It is necessary to fold the 
dinner-napkin in such a fashion that, when inserted through the ring, 
its shape is retained by the adherent properties inseparable from 
the ivory. The patent can also be produced in other materials, 
such as gold, silver and jewels for the wealthy, and in bone, tin and 
even glass for purchasers of smaller means. I must say that when 
the ring was shown to me I was greatly struck with the cleverness 
and simplicity of the idea, and conid not understand how Mr. duiCK- 
siLVEE could nave allowed himself to be so badly advised as to bring 
an action for infringement, merely on the strength of his patent being 
^Iso a dinner-napkin-holder with the ring element so far introduoea 
that it consisted of a circle closed and opened by a hinge* However, 
it was no part of my duty to advise tlxe other side, so I set to work to 
get up my case (as I invariably do) con amore, I hunted np all the 
causes in the Digest, that seemed to’^be on aU-fours with the matter 
in dispute, and spent days in the Public Library of the Patent Office 
searching for patents having to do with table-napkins. As the 
speoifloationswere not consecutively published, I had to wade through 
a large number of these interesting documents'that treated of other 
subjects. For instance, the first specification I wondd take out of 
the box in which it was kept, would perhaps have to do with house- 
raising without disturbance to the foundations, the second would 
prove te be an article half umbrella, half revolver, while in the third 
I would perhaps find an extremely quaint notion for a portable 
pocket corkscrew. I myself picked up many ideas for future use, 
and hope some day, if I do nothing else, at least to perfect a clever 
little c^tnvance of my own for arousing thelinmates of a house iu- 
vaded by burglws by casement concussions. I propose calling this 
vuuable little msteument (which is founded to some extent on the 
single construction by which the figures in a child’s box of wooden 
soldiers are enabled to advance and retire in a soissors-like fashion), 
produced, the Policeman’s Upper Floor Window Tapper, 

The day for the hewing at length arrived, and, armed with a mass 
of carefully selected information, I was in my seat ready to defend 
the originality of the Nore Napkin Ring, so to speak, to the death. 

before me I had the skeleton of a really finA oration, 
\ mastered my normal nervousness) would bristle 
with epigram, and thrill with heartfelt, brain-inspired eloquenoe. 
So deeply mterested was I in the matter, that I scarcely Kstened 
^ ® wening, and only became aware of what was hap- 

^ning m Co^t by the rising of the Judge* Suddenly his Lordship 
bowed, and disappeared. I looked at the clock — it was only noon- 
ana, consequently, an hour and thirty minutes in advance of the 
time usually selected for the mid-day adioumment. And then, te 
my disma^^I foimd that his Lordship was sufiering from the in- 
nuenza I ^ Well, there was nothing to do but to collect my papers, 
^d, assisted by Pobtington, return to my chambers. The next 
day my head ached violently, and I could not move* Then I hsive a 
recollection of dictating to my. wife long telegrams to Poetington, 
whiohl subsequently discovered were neither despatched nor delivered. 

When I a^roke, I found that the matter of QuichsUver v. Note had 
been arranged and settled— out of Court I 
Eump-handle CourU {Signed) A, Bsieeless, Junior. 
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MR. PUNCHES POCKET IBSEN. 

[{Gmd^Tised artd Eevised Version ly Mr P.’s Ovm EarmUss Ibsemte. 


No. lY.-THE WILD DTJCE:. 


Act III. 


Ktalmar’s Studio, 


Guta and 


A photograph has just been taJcen, 

Hedtig are tidying up, 

Gina (apologetically). There should haye been a lunoheoii-pariy in 
this Act, with Dr. Celling and Moltik, who would have be^ m a 
state of comic “ chippiness,’’ after his excesses oyemight. But, as 
it hadn’t much to do with such plot as there is. we cut it out. It 
came cheaper. Here comes your father back from his walk with 
that lunatic, Young Weelb— you had better go and play with the 
Wi^d Duck. [HBDyiG go^, 

JECialmar {coming in), I have been for a walk mth wregebs ; he 
meant well — ^but it was tiring. Gtina, he has told me J^^t, fifteen 
years ago, before I married you, you were rather a Wild Duck, 
BO to speak. {Severely,) Why haven’t you been writhing m peni- 
tence and remorse all these years, eh? , , „ X J 

Gina {sensibly), W^hy? Because I have had other thmgs to do. 
You wouldn’t take any photographs, so I had^, 

Hialmar, All the same— it was a swamp of 
deceit. And where am I to find elasticity of 
spirit to bring out my grand invention now ? 

I used to shut myself up in the parlour, and 
ponder and cry, when I thought that the effort 
of inventing anything would sap my vitality. 

{Pathetically,) I did want to leave you an 
inventor’s widow; but I never shall ^lO'v^ 
particularly as I haven’t made up my ^^d 
what to invent yet. Yes, it ’a all over. Bab- 
bits are trash, and even poultry palls. And 
I ’ll wring that cursed Wila Duck’ s neck ! 

Gregers {coming in bearning). Well, so 
you’ve got it over. TVasrit it soothing and 
ennobling, eh ? and airit you both obliged 
to me? 

Gina, No; it’s my opinion you’d better 
have minded your own business. [ TVeeps, 

Gregers {in great surprise). Bless me I Par- 
don my Norwegian ndioetS^ but this ought 
really to be quite a new starting-point. Why, 

I confidently expected to have found you both 
bea,ming! — Mrs. Ekdai, being so illiterate, 
may take some little time to see it — but you, 

Hialhas, with your deep mind, surely you 
feel a new consecration, eh ? 

Eialmar {dubiously). Oh— er — ^yes. I sup- 
pose BO— in a sort of way. 

[Hedvig runs m, overjoyed, 

JEedmg, Father, only see what 
Mrs. SoRBY has given me for a 
birthday present — a beautiful 
deed of gift 1 IShotos it, 

Eialmar {eluding her), Hal 
Mrs. SoBBY, the family House- 
keeper. My father’s sight fail- 
ing! Hedvig in goggles I What 

vistas of heredity these astonish- 3 .11 x 

ing coincidences open up I I am not short-sighted, at all events, 
and I see it all— all I This is my answer. {Be takes the dee A and 
tears it across.) Now I have nothing more to do in this house. 
{Puts on overcoat) My home has fallen in ruins about me. {Bursts 

into tears,) My hat I x n xi. x 

Gregers, Oh, but you mustnH go.^ You must be all three to- 
gether, to attain the true frame of mind for self-sacrificing forgive- 
ness, you knowl , 

Bialmar, Self-sacrificmg forgiveness be Mowed I 
* \_Be tears himeel^ away and goes out, 

Bedvig {with despairing eyes). Oh, he said it might _he Mowed! 
Now he ’ll come home any more ! 

Gregers, Shall I tell you how to regain ^ur fathers confidence, 
and bring him home surely ? Sacrifice the Wild Duck. 

Bedvig, Do you think that will do any good ? r- ^ . 

Gregers, You just try it ! C Curta%n, 

Act IY. 

Same Scene, Obegebs enters^ andjinds GiSJ^retouching photographs, 
Gregers {pleasantly), Hiat,mab not come in yet, after last night, 

1 suppose ? • V T» 

Gina, Not he! He’s been out on the loose all night with Rel- 
T.TTff ft and Molvik. Now he ’s snoriug on their sofa, 

Gregers (disappointed.) Dear! — dear! — ^when he ought to he 
yearning to ^xesUe in solitude and self-examiTiation I 

TOLa C, 2 






Gina (rudely). Self-examine yonr grandmother ! 

\_She goes out ; Hebvig comes tn, 
Gregers {to Bedvig), Ah, I see yon haven’t found courageto settle 
the Wild Dack yet! x« x -x 

Bedvig, No— it seemed such a dehghtful idea at first. Now it 
strikes me as a trifle — well, Ihsemsh, 

Gregers (reprovingly), I thought you hadnt growu up quite un- 
harmed in tMs house! But if you really had the ;^e, joyous 
spirit of self-sacrifice, you’d have a shot at tiiat Wild Dack, if you 

died for it! ^ x-x x* » • 

Bedvig (slowly), I see ; you mean that my constitution s changing, 
and I ought to hehave as such? 

Gregers, Exactly, I’m what Americans would term a “crank"— 
but J believe in yon, Hedvig. 7 . ■» 

f H edvig takes down the pistol from the mantelpiece^ and goes 
into the garret with flashing eyes ; Oina cornes in, 

Bialmar (looking in at door with hesitation ; he is unwashed and 
dishevelled. Has anybody happened to see my hat ? 

Gina, Gracious, what a sight you axe I Sit down and have some 
breakfast, do. , . , . 

Bialmar (indignantly). What 1 touch food under this roof ? Never I 
{Belps himself to hread^andA)Utter and coffee,) Go and pack up my 
scientific uncut hooks, my mauuseripts, and all the best rabbits, in 
my portmanteau. I am going away for ever. 
On second thoughts, I shall stay in the spare 
room for another day or two — it won’t be the 
same as living with you ! 

\Be takes some salt meat, 
Gregers, Must you go?^ Just when you’ve 
got nice firm gronnd to build upon— thanks to 
me ! Then there ’s your great invention, too. 

Bialmar, Everything’s invented already. 
And I only cared about my invention because, 
although it doesn’t exist yet, I thought Hedvig 
believed in it, with all the strength of her 
sweet little shortsighted eyes! But now I 
don’t believe in Hedvig I 

{Be pours himself out another cup of coffee, 
Gregers (earnestly). But, Htaltwab, if I can 
prove to yon that she is ready to sacrifice her 
cherished Wild Dack ? See ! 

{Ee pushes bach sUding^door, and discovers 
Hedvig aiming at the Wild Duck with the 
butt^end of the pistol. Tableau, 

Gina (exeitedly). But don’t you seef It’s 
the pigstol- that fatal Norwegian weapon 
which, in Ibsenian dramas, never shoots 
straight! And she has got it by the wrong end 
too. She will shoot herself ! 

Gregers {quietly). She will! Let the child 
make amends. It will be a most realistic and 
impressive finale I , 

Gina, No, no— put down the pigstol, Hedvig. 
Do you hear, child ? 

Bedvig (still aiming), I hear— hut I 
_ shan’t unless father tells me to. 

Gregers, TTtatiwati, show the great 
soul I always said you had. This sor- 
row will set free what is noble in you. 
Don’t spoil a fine situation. Be a man 1 
Let the child shoot herself ! 

Bialmar (irresolutely). Well, really I don’t know. There’s a 
good deal in what Gb.egbes says. Hml 

Gina, A good deal of tomfool rubbish ! I ’m illiterate, I know. 
I’ve been a Wild Duck in my time, and I waddle. But for all that, 
I ’m the only person in the play with a grain of common-sense. And 
I’m sure — whatever Mr. Ibsen or Gb!Egebs choose to say — that a 
screaming burlesque like this ought not to end like a tragedy— ^en 
in tbia queer Norway of ours I And it shan’t, either I Tell the child 
to put that nasty pigstol down and come away, do I 
Bialmar (yielding). Ah, well, I am a farcical character myself, after 
all. Don’t touch a hair of that duck’s head, Hedvig. Come to my 
arms aud all shall be forgiven I 

[Hedvig throws down the pistol^ — which goes off and kills a 
rabbit — and rushes into her fatheids arms. Old Ekd al cornes 
out of a corner with a fowl on each shoulder^ and bursts into 
fears. Affecting family picture, 

Gregers (annoyed). It’s all very pretiy, ! dare say— but B’s not 
IbsEiNI My real mission is to be the thirteenth at table. I dont 
know what I mean— hut I fly to fulM it ! 

Bialmar, And now we’ve got rid of him, Hedvig, letch me the 
deed of gift I tore np, and a i^p of paper, and a penny bottle of gum, 
and we ’ll soon make a valid instrument of it again I 

{Be pastes the torn deed together as the Curtain slowly descends, 
Tm End {with apologies as before,) 
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** Th& UnvQ^rsity of Gottvngen” London^ loguiitur :- 


[May 30 , 1891 . 

I onlt/ the Metropolis. Pooh 1 
Proviaoial pedants flout the U- 
-niversity of London, Sir I 
-niversity of London, Sir ! 


Talk of Home Knle? Jt’s all 
askew 1 

I have it not, for one done, Sir. 
I ^ve taught you ; your “ trade- 
mark’^ — Doohoo ! — 

I cannot give you at the TJ-^ 
-niversity of London, Sir ! 
-niversity of London, Sir I 

V. 

To knowledge in my halls' you 
grew; 

But now you are— dear son, 
done. Sir! 

You’re only a mere Medical Stu- 
-dent at the sorely slighted U- 
-niversity of London, Sir, 
-niversity of London, Sir I 


Off— to Newcastle, hoy I Adieu ! 
By that big vote we ’re undone. 
Sir. 

Provincial Collepfes have exclu- 
-sive lights denied to the poor H- 
-niversity of London, Sir r 
-niversity of London, Sir I 

[^During the last stanza^ Af. S» 
heats his breast with his stetho- 
scope and goes off-^like coals— 
to Newcastle^ or like mustard — 
to Durham— to waste valuable 
time in getting in those colossal 
provincial centres what Door 
Little London” cannot grant 
him* 

BREAKFAST TABLE-TALK. 
(From EdisoiCs Fhrase-Booh*) 

Goon gracious I what was that 
horrible noise? It sounded like 
the falling of a leg of mutton I 
Oh I that was only the bl^ 
delivered by the Hackney Cock- 
chafer on the eye of the Midland 
Wrap-Rascal. It ’s the best fight 
I Ve seen for a long time. , , ^ , 

I wish, then, you would take 
it with you into another room. | 
I can scarcely catch a single word 
of the Rev. Jabiz Fishb’s de- 
lightful sermon, to which I am 
endeavouring to listen. 

Heavens! why allthe wmdows 
are broken ! And the mirrors are 
shattered! And the chandelier 
has come down ! 

Well, my dear, I am very sornr, 
but I was much interested in the 
firing of this new 137-ton gun, 
and they have last let it off. 
That’s all. 


Whene’bb with longing eyes you 
view 

Degrees, I feell’mwwdone, Sir, 
And so do the companions true 
Who studied with you at the TJ- 
-niversity of London, Sir — 
-niversity of London, Sir ! 
IWeepSt and pulls out report of 
stormy^ meeting of Convocation 
of University of London^ where 


new draft chdrter{of which JjOTd 
Fv-urchbil and Lord Justice 
Fbt were the most prominent 
advocates) was rejected by 461 
votes against 197). 


Durham can crow it o’er the TJ- 
-niversity of London, Sir !! 
-niversity of London, Sir ! 
\At the repetition of this line 
young— but degreeUss— Medical 
Student groans in cadence* 


Report ! It saddens me —and you. 

Was it in cruel fun done, Sir I 
What auAiir and Hbeschell said 
was true I 


Degrees! J cannot grant them— 
true! 

Of it were with a run done. Sir. 


Geographical. 

“ Low-lting ” districts are 
much talked about just now as 
breeding-grounds for the pes- 
tiferous Influenza microbe. The 
worst “ low - lying ” districts 
Punch knows are the editorial 
offices of certain scurrilous jour- 
nals, and the social pestilences 
they engender and disseminate 
sorely need abatement. Perhaps 
when they have duly fumigated 
the House, they will turn their 
attenti(m to the Office. 
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A JUDGE OF CHARACTER. 


Symvathdie Friend (to Sweesi ^). "What ’s the ras o* akstin’ ' m , Bni ? 'f don’t aiTB away nothink iess than a Govib’ioht 
^ ^ \ .«r Appointment, ’js don’t ! 1 


THE BITTER CRT OE OUTCAST 
COMPETITION. 

“The breakfast at St. James’s HaJl, which we 
reported yesterday, and which was held in order to 
allow those who partook of it to discuss the possi- 
bility of establisning' in this country a ‘non-com- 
petitive system of university examination,’ was, in 
some respects, a natural outcome of the revolt 
against competition which has of late years made 
itself felt in many difTerent quarters .” — The Times, 

I ’m in a pretty pickle ! 

The world is wondrous fickle ; 

But lately it would stickle 
Tor Progress by Exam* 

And now, in Trade and Learning, 
Against me they seem turning, 
Deliberately discerning 
In me a noxious sham! 

The Laissez-^favre philosopher 
My enemies grew gross over ; 

But now Economists toss over 
Their idol of old days. 

They swear “Free Competition” 
Leads to Trade inanition : 

That I ’m a superstition, 

A cruel vampire craze. 

And now Big Wigs scholastic, 

To modem movements plastiq. 

Would try reform most drastic 
ITpon the School Exam. ^ 

The ways my nerves that jar on 
Axjbbkon Ferubrt’s far on ; 

E’en Dr. Wautitc makes war on 
Dear old Competitive Cram I 


If pundits thus — at breakfast — 
Neologise, neck-and-neok, fast, 

My kingdom they will wreck fast I 
The Army loves mis not ; 

Socialists whet their soul-edge 
Against me ; now the College 
Swears that my road to knowledge 
Is simply— Tommy rot. 

Revolt ? It ’s most revolting 1 ^ 

Ml/ road might yield some jolting, 

But boobies from it bolting 
Will probably get bogged, 

And, lost in some dim bye- way, 

Regret the well-paved highway 
Along which long in my way 
Contentedly they jogged. 

OUR PARTICULAR TIP FOR THE DERBY. ] 

[Furnished hy the Odd Man Out) 

Looxinci^ through the List of Probable 
Starters (who are all coming on well, and 
might therefore be called, in the quaint turf 
Italian, “ comeystarters^^), 1 cannot help feel- 
ing that this year the Blue Riband of the 
Turf will fall to the flower of the flock— as, 
indeed, it should. But if it does not, why, 
there are other really sound horses that are 
sure to give a good account of themselves. 
We may take it, that the winner will be out 
of the common. As the glorious animal 
passes the post, the cheers wOl be so deaf en- 
mg, that there wiR be a universal cry, “ This 
must be ordjuaYtoe ! ” As the fun of the 
Derby of late times has seen some revival, 
the hero of the hour wiR, par excellenee^ be 


the doR, which, in spite of many rivals, has 
never ceased to be popular. Not that the 
fun will he fast and furious— not at aR ; the 
days of the Mohawks are over, and I am, 
therefore, in a position to declare, that the 
day when it is past and gone, wtR be ap- 
propriately oaRed a dorcas meeting. And 
this I can say with the less hesitation as I 
rely on the power of a deemster. To everyone 
the occasion wiR be pleasant, both to wise 
men and persons of a simple sort ; to adopt 
the words of the historical Pieman, ** for this 
meeting fits Simon.” And here let me re- 
mark, that I am an enthusiastic admirer of 
the perambulating gentleman who outwitted 
the pastie purchaser ; in fact, “ I go soRd for 
the Simouian.” If the field is dust^^ on the 
morning of the race, it wRl he foRowing pre- 
cedent. When I think of the Derby, I cannot 
help remembering Hbnut the Eiohth, for it 
was to hold the Field of the Cloth of Gold 
that that eminent monarch had to raise the 
dust. WeR might FuANgois PnEwnEu have 
observed (as I do), “j&ravo, Gouverneur!^^ : 
If Dickens’s naval hero, the Captain whose 
words were always worth “malnTig a note 
of,” were to use the belt of Orion as a support 
in a sea of trouble, I should applaud his 
wisdom. lu fact, I should observe, that the 
occasion was worthy of the Cutue’s tone. 
And now te come to business. For after aR, 
what I have writtmi above is merely a hint 
to those who require no telRug. A prophet 
to be believed must.be mysterious. But that 
the simplest understandiug may comprehend, 
I give my final tip. Here it is. Tms yeuf s 
Derby wiR he won by one of two. ^ It wiU 
either faR to the Favourite or— the Field ! 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

i Tuesdav, May 19.— With pleasant recolleetions of Marie Hop 
and Bartoit McGcckust, and, as I think, a Mr, Scobeel playing the 
swaggering relative, I went to see Manonf at Covent aarden, 
Miss Sebii Sanbersoit being the Heroine, and M. Vae Bice the 

Hero. ^The iww 

Jf. Van D\jck des Grieux et Mile. Manon Sanderson, and be hung I 
{JEnsemhle ) . “ Nous irons au Guildhall Perhaps the 
M. Van D. “ YoilA la voiture du Lor’ Maire, grace a learned Editor of 
M. Le Sheiitf Drurioianus.’' Musical Notes 

Mamn. Comme il est gentil I Je n’atfcendais qu’un Queries will 

reply. Of course 

mnch depends on the frame.] As for the new soprano Sibyi.— 
more power to her organ ! Her acting was good, but not great, and 
what ought to be her song far excellence went for nothuig, or, at 
least, it could have beeu bought very cheap. There is far more 
dialogue in Manon than a Oovent Harden audience is accustomed 
to, and this superfluity is resented by those who come for the 
singing, and who, if any talking is to be done, like to do it them- 
sdves. The three young ladies who go abont together as a per- 
petoal trio, suggest the notion of a light and airy version, feminine 

S nder, of the three Anabaptists in ttie Propkete, M, Isnarbon as 
es GfrieuXy pere, a^ ohMacter that might be operatically nearly 
related to Qermontyp^e, m La Traviatay was impressively dramatic, 
but decidedly disappointing in his one great song, which ought to be 
a certain encore. It may he true that an opera intended for a small 
s^e does not stand a fair chance of success on a large one. and 
moe versdy as no doubt the Lobb Mayor’s coach provided by Dru- 
RiOEABBS Sheripetts for the occasion would look absurd on the 
st^e of the Op^ra Comique, while here when it comes round to the 
gate* to fetch J>es Gfrieux, it creates as great a sensation as ever it 
would do in the Strand on the Ninth of November, even with the 
Sherifl inside it. 

Speakingasan opera-goer of some thirfyyears’ sitting, 
Xam inclined to assert that the nerformance last Wednesdav of Lee 


bbEeszeJs: methinks lacketh impassioned tenderness in the great duet 
scene, where Aebarti is inimitable ; otherwise Jean is a gallant Raoul. 

I Ensemhky as already said, which term includes chorus, mise-en^sceney 
and orchestm under the energetic rule of Signor Bevigeani, simply 
perfect. Those who this season miss seeing Zes Huguenots with this 
unexampled east, will be justly upbraided by their children and 
grandohildren. Mr. Coveet-Habbenia Hall with the Gladstone 
flower in Ms hntton-hole, almost weeps to think that his mnoh- 
loved leader is unable to come from Bolhs Hill and bestow his liberal 
praise upon Les Huguenots. Brbbiolaetjs may well beam upon the 



Xam indined to assert that the performance last Weiiesday of Lee 
J^guenote beats the record, as will be allowed by all whose memory 
imnn^th not to the contrary, “ nevertheless” and “notwithstanding” 
hmng, iududed. Except Marto, as Raoul, and some add, except 
Bonus Gras as the Gueeu, never was seen and heard so fine a per- 
fmmance as is this to-night ; and this deponent witnesseth tiiat no such 
ensemble has ever been seen for this really grand Opera. Strange to 
^ar sweet littie Manon one night, and the next these overpowering 
Hugumote. It is well worth the while, in Mr, Punch's pages, to re- 
cord this exceptionally btiUiaut cast. First, Madame Albaei for the 
heroine Valentinay superb alike in singing and in aoting ; Giulia 
Eavogli as VrhanOy the page, a memorable page in operatic history: 
Conte di San Bris, by M. Lassalle, not to be bettered, as may be 
^ said of wmor Mtraeba (by kind permission of Shakspeare^s 
Tempetdy probably a descendant) as Be Retz, afterwards converted, 
and appearing as L Padre Basso, Superior of a Theatrical Order, 
one of the exceptional Orders admitted after seven. Then M. Mau- 
I ™ JigrWy Maurel tone, cannot he beaten as the high- 

miaded <7o»fe de Nevers ; andEnouARB be EsezKi, taken altogether 
—and there s a lot of him— is quite the best Marcello that has been 
heard and seen for some considerable time. Herr Forhes and 
were the rugged Huguenot soldier to the life, hut they 
weren’t the Harmonions Elaoksmith that Neb be EeszkiI is. Jean 


Eehearsing for an amateur performance of 
the Christy Minstrels, under the direction of 
Count Four-in-a-bar. “ Now then, Gentlemen, 
1 "iillip all together I ” 

crammed house, viewing a portion of it with his nose over the ledge 
of the stall gangway portal ; well may he smile, hum the melodies 
to himself (vmat better audience can he have for the performance !) 
expand in full bloom and speak joyously out of the very fulness of 
his heart and pocket ; nay, for the moment he may even look upon 
the sheriflship and all its glory as a mere vanity of vanities, in com- 
parison with the proud position of being Brubiolaeus Operaticus 
Mageificissimus, who has given opera-goers this new and rare 
edition of Les Huguenots, The gloved hand and the lorgnette of 
H.E.H. are visible in the omnibus-box, where our music-loving 
Prince is happily congratulating himself on another little Fife being 
added to the harmonious Eoyal Baud, while the loyal public is 
mightily pleased thus to have it proved to ocular demonstration, that 
the subtle villain, Influenza, has been baulked in his traitorous 
attempt on the Eoyal Personage, and they sincerely hope that the 
insidious poisoner, being thus arrested in his course, may, with all 
his treacherous baciili, he for ever banished this happy and generally 
healthy realm. 

COMPETITION IN THE PUTURE. 

ScEEB— .4 Barrach-Room, Preseet— P resident and Members of a 
Board of Examiners, sitting to pass Candidates for Commissions 
in the Line, 

President. Now, Gentlemen, I think we are agreed that cramming 
is to he discouraged. We want an officer who can command a com- 
pany, and not a scholar who can floor a paper for high-class honours 
—that is the general idea. Gentlemen, isn’t it ? 

Chorus of Members. Cluite so. 

Pres. Exactly. Orderly, pass the word that we will see Mr. 
Mugger. ( The word is passed, when enter First Candidate.) Glad 
I to see you, Sir. Pray sit down. I tbirilr you were at school ? 

First Candidate {nervously). Tes, Sir, at Eton. 

Pres, Humph I {Aside, to Ms Colleagues.) Eather an unpro- 
mising commencement. However, he may have devoted more of his 
time to cricket or football in the Playing Fields than to anything 
else. {Aloud,) I hope yon have not been to the University ? 

Ftrsf Can, {almost moved to tears), Alas, Gentlemen, w father 
would send me to Christchurch, and I am sorry to say I took a 
Double First I 

Pres, {couriers, but sad). I am afraid that will do. {Exit First 
Candidate, striving in vain to suppress a hurst of unmanly emotion.) 

I am deeply grieved, Gentlemen, but I fear that we can do nothing 
further in this matter ? 

Chorus of Members, Utterly impossible I 

Pres, Exactly. Orderly, call Mr, Shibeworks. {Second Candidate 
enters.) Glad to see you, Sir. Pray sit down. I think yon were at 
school ? 

Second Can, {with confidence). Never, Sir, and allow me to add 
that I can scarcely read, don’t know how to spell, and have a firm 
impression that two and two make cither three or five — I forget which. 

Pres, IJbeaming), Excellent I {After a brief ooniultation with his 
colleaptes.) Mr. Shirkworks I have much pleasure in informing ] 
you that we shall be glad to reeommend you for a Commission, 
{Ourtain,) 
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lame%faire to bear agfainst the/oy<tifer in re of the flgrhtingr CaxieTisite 
Cads. 

The yoTULfir noble faced the hngre champion with the languid 
gallftTitry of his race, but was no match for the enemy’s brawn and 
biceps, and went down in eyery round. His organisation, in fact, 
though £ne, was not sufficiently firm and well-knit to face the 
sinewy and skilful Sohnaddy. The brutal fellow, who meant 
business, had no mercy on the lad, who meant larks. His sayage 
treatment chafed CoDLiirasBT Jumon, as he yiewed the unequal 
combat from White’s window. 

Hold your hand I” he cried to the Quliath. “Don’t you see he’s 
but a noyice ? ” 

“Down he goes again! ” the wiry Wirepuller cried, not heeding 
the interruption. “Down he goes again! I like whopping a 
swell!” 

“Coward!” shouted ConmrasBT. “The sight makes me feel 
quite Dizzy. A ConmrGSBT to the rescue ! ” and to fling open the 
window, amidst a shower of malodorous missiles, to yault oyer the 
balcony, and slide down one of the pillars to the ground, baring his 
steely biceps in the process, and shying the “ castor” from his curly 
locks with all the y&ile grace of flie Great Earl, was the work of 
exactly flye-sixths of a second. 

At the sixth-sixth he stood before the enormous Wirepuller. 

“ ScHNAnnT, my boy,” he exclaimed, “I’m going to flght you with 
your own weapon— and 'wallop you. Look to yourself, churl 
Uaucusite I ” 

“ Dizzy’s Double, by all that ’a theosophicdl J ” faltered ScrarADDT, 
shriTilnjig at once to half his preyious size, under the influence of the 
startling sight, and the yet more startling “spank” from young 
Dizzy’s dexter bunch-of-nyes. 

When ScKgADDY, after six weeks’ bed and bandaging, at last 
came out of hospital, his occupation as Wirepuller was gone. 
Codunosby Juinon had stepped into his shoes, and the late 
“ Organiser of Victory ” and Ms Tarty had not “ the least little bit of 


A RARE CHANCE. 

Mr, Snobbtn hiring a Hack to ride down to the Derby, 

Horse-Owner, “ I ’ll ohabob you Thibtt Bob bob the day, 
Gxry’NOE ; oe~~look hebe ! — gimme Two Poubd, and you may keep 

HIM 1 ” 

■ V 

CODLINGSBT JUNIOEj 

OB, A CHIP OP THE OLD BLOCK. 

Scing Fragments of a Forthcoming Political Priae Novel, 

[In a letter to The Times on “ Party Organisation,” Mr. Coi^ingsby 
Biskabli vigorously rallits the Tory Party on their ** eternal and infernal 
apathy.” He says, “ Since we hare borrowed some liberal principles, let ns 
borrow some Liberal tactics, and introduce what 1 would caE the Schnad- 
horstian methods into our councils of war. They, at least, haye the merit of 
success.”] 

* « « * # « 

It was Coblihgsbx Juthiob, who sayed the Yraibleusian Party 
after the battle of Bahborough. By sending a stern and staccato 

g istle to the “ Jupiter Tonans” ; by; praising (and imitating) Colonel 
B CATTCUsnnE, the real inspiring spirit in the camp of the yiotorious 
Geanbolmah, the march of the Hubbabub army was stopped— the 
menaced empire of Vraibleusia was sayed from the flowing tide of 
Hadical ruin; the Marquis of Stbohebogies appeared in a blaze of 
triumph that outblazed eyeu the Berlin “Peace with Honour” busi- 
ness, and CoBUNGSBY JinsnoB “ took the cake.” 

« « « * * * 

The dinner over, the young men rushed from their Club (White’s), 
flushed, full fed, and eager for battle. If ihe Blues were angry, the 
Buffs were also <m the alert. 

“I can have a dinner at any hour,” said ConmrasBY Jtthioe; 
“hut a Blue and BufE row (a shillelagh here flying through the 
window crashed “the cake” fromCoBLiHOSBY’s hand)— “a Blue and 
Bufl row is a novelty to me. The Bufls have the best of it, dearly, 
though ; the Cads outnumber the Swells. Ha ! a good blow! How 
that burly Cauousite went down before yonder slim young fellow in 
the primrose pants I ” 

“That is the Lord Teddlembobs,” said a companion. “A light 
weight, but a pretty fighter,” Codiiegsbt remarked. “ Well hit 
with your left. Lord TEDBLEMBaPs; well parried, Lord Tidblembobs; 
claret drawn, by Jingo ! ” 

“ He never can be gdng to match himsdi winst that Wire- 
puller ! ” CoBLtHGSBY ^olsimed, as an enormous (Tauoudte— no other 
than ScHETABBY, indeed, the famous ex-Bruminagem bruiser, before 
whose fists the Blues wmt down like ninepins— fonght his way 
up to the spot where, pluokily, bnt a little too negligently, Tidblem- 
BOPS and one or two of his young friends were bringing aristocratic 


OUR BOOKINQ-OFFICE. 


The Baron’s Assistant Header has been dipping into Robert 
Browning— Essays and Thoughts, by Johh T. Hettlbship. (Elhih 
Mathews, Vigo Street.) He advises all other readers to Masp Ms 
nettlesMp boldly. At last the Baron’s A. E. thinks he understands 
“CMlde Eoland,” after reading the twenty-five pages wMch Mr. 
Nettleshtp devotes to the explanation of this noble but tantalising 
^m. Mr. Hbttlbship’s attitude is that of a fervent, but humble 
aisoiifle, for whom Ms Master’s every word possesses deep and subtle 
meaning. He beHeves with Geoege Eliot that “ the words of 
genius bear a wider meaning than the thought wMch prompted 
mem.” That of course gives him -nnlimited scope, and sometimes 
makes the explanations long ; but every lover of Bbowetteg will find 
in the book a great deal of sound and helpful criticism well expressed. 
Buy the hook and see for yourself, says the Baron’s A. R. 

Fascinating is Oscab Wixbe’s paper “On the Decay of Lying,” 
wMch is the first essay in a book of Ms entitled Intentions, If it be 


The Art of Lying. 


wMch is the first essay in a book of his entitled Intentions, If it be 
true that the art of lying is decaying , ii., 

—bnt, stay ! how can anyone take the | [^1 i!|i|ll 1 

wordof a professor of the art of lying ‘''.Jii'’ 
for this or any other fact? Ho, his Ij.-J K |-. ‘J'.i I' qLx J' | 
motto must be, “See me^ reverse.” 

Hot that by suggesting this motto I j 

would for a moment be understood / ' 
as expressing a wish for Oscae’s once li 1 1 

again dropping into poetry — that Jj. 

Oscar should once again take to the *i 

other sort of Lyre; far from it. No; let 

Mm remain the head professor of the ^ 

eay sdenoe of mendacity^ ^e Cretan. ^ Lyine. 

College. Now, whmi a Professor and 

double M. A., ue, , Master of the Mendacious Art in the Cretan College, 
says or writes one thing, he mnst he taken as meaning exactly me 
opposite* Otherwise he is no Cretan, and mnst be degreed from his 
ProfessorsMp. Bearing this in mind, the essay is, as I have said, in 
matter most amnsing, and in style charming. Remember, my reader, 
that whosoever and whatsoever is blamed, abused, or flouted in this 
essa:^ is reidly beiug praised, lauded, ana adulate to the skies by 
the Cretan oritio. But when the M.M. A writes on other subjects, 
are we to trust him ? there’s the difficulty. So after the first essay, 
which is hereby recommended by the Faculty, the Baron puts the book 
aside. “ Caute hgendum,^^ Bvya Bahoh be Book-Woems, 


AH OLD-BASHIQHEB: BUBFJCR OH BALBOTTB’s BlLIi. 

SiATE-AiBEB pTU^hilse? 'That sounds mighty Well 
Jlook on it as a State-aided Sell ! 
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OTIE ARTISTS ARE SOMETIMES COMPENSATED FOR ALI THEY HAVE TO PUT UP WITH. 

rouna It A (newly-elected). “"What, sox sbbit oto Koyai Aoadbmy tbt, Miss ton Tnomp ! Don’t ton cabs tob PxoTtBB=i, 
thbn*” ' Fair American, '•'WfflJ., soMi!. But tone Botai. Aoadbmy’s bather crowded, ton knowI’ 

Ptdor Ignotas (who haUs the Academy like poieon).- “ PERHAPS Miss VON Trnmp prepbbs our National Gallery. TbAt b not 
INOONVENIENTLY OBOWDED 1 ** JPchi/lT .JLwiCTiCdTl, ** "WbLIi, 'EESp 1 LIBIB TO GO AND SIT IN A NIOB| OOOIi* QDIBT| DESERTED SpOT| 

rTg-j. xoNR National Gallery,— with a bonnd-np Tolnme oe Pvsob! That ’s my idea or Pioinebs 1” 


“GEIOISAL ELECTION STAKES.” 

A OoLioQirr on the Coubsb, 

Mr, Punch, Tow JStaWe, no doubt, has of late been a winning one ; 

Horses and Jockeys have both, done Ibeir best. 

Trainer, Yes; Guy’nor’s. black pbiz— bless his heart ! — ^is a grinning 
All our nags answer when put to the test. [one ; 

Mr, Punch, All ? That ’s a bit of a stretch, my dear fellow. 

Wheel Tax went wrong, Compemation came down. 

Hasn’t Matt’s riding at times turned you yellow, 

And Ratees’s wild steering almost done you brown ? 

Trainer, Maybe, Sir, maybe 1 We can’t alwaye spot ’em, 

But average winnings come out very well. 

On this next race, now, I fancy we ’ve got ’em, 

Ah, fairly on toast, far as J can hear tell. 

Mr, Punch, The Sanguine Old Man~is he of your opinion ? 

And SoLLT, the owner, is he at his ease ? 

Trainer, Oh, dash the doldrums 1 I scorn their dominion. 

There are some, people no fellow can please. 

What I say, Mister, is, look at their Stable, 

The old Opposition shop. Lot of old crooks \ 

Plowing- Tide ? Faugh f Half hie doings are fable. 

Mome Pule f The deadest of utter dead-locks 1 ' 

Socialist f Why, half the Party won’t back him. 

Pight Hour f A roarer, all noise and no pace ! 

Eh ? Local Option f Won’t win, though they whack him I 
What have they got, that can score the Big Race ? 

Mr, Punch, Well, I must own they do seem a bit out of it. 

Still, the Big Race for surprises is famed. 

Trainer, Bah I It ’s a moral for us, not a doubt of it. 

Horse that can lick us is not foaled or named. 

Mr, Punch, Glad you ’re so cock-sure, dear J omc. Still lately 
They’ve scored some small handicaps, that you ’U allow. 
Trainer, Oh I Harborough Stakes I Well, that don’t scare me greatly, 
Mere fluke after all, though they raised a big row. 


Mr, Punch, It ’s mostly “ afluke ” when opponents go by us ; 

But flukes, yon know, count, at the end of the game. 

Trainer, Well, look at the betting I Although they decry us, 

They ’d like to have money on us all the same.^ 

Their best horse is aged,” their best jockey oldish. 

He ’s plucky, but years, Sir, will tell on'the nerve. 

Some of ’em who ’ve backed him the longest grow coldish, * 
Whilst others do hint that he seems on the swerve. 

The lot who are sweet on that leggy colt, Labour^ 

Would like a new “ mount,” if they dared to speak out. 
There isn’t a man of ’em quite trusts his neighbour, 

Home Rule with Bell up I That inspires ’em with doubt 1 
(A-sk H-bc-rt or R-s-r-ex— on the Ci.T., Sir.) 

The Old Jock is obstinate, new ’nns can’t ride. 

Funk M-rl-t, or L-bbx and that lot I Hot me, Sir ! ^ 

I tell yon the chances are all on our side. [shrinkera. " 

Mr, Punch, Well, luck goes with them who ’re not shirkers or 
Ah I here comes your crack— rather restive, I fear. 

By Jove, axe you going to run him in blinkers ? 

And who ’s your new J ook ? His seat seems a bit queer. 
Trainer, Well, Sir, don’t yon see, it ’s just this way. He’s boi?- 
That Jock is ; a wonderful pet of Brum Joe’s [rowed, 
Must work with his Party ; some of us have sorrowed 
To make such close pals of such reglar old foes ; 

The horse don’t half like him, I ’m bound to admit it, 

Between you and me I don’t like it myself, 

For me and dear Joseph have not always hit it. 

But then, he stands in ; we must look to the peH ; 

Can’t afford to offend him, our Stable can’t— blow it I 
Eh I What ? You have heard me disparage Boy Bill 
As too Free in his ways by long chalks. Well, I mow it ; 

But Joe is dead nuts on his go and his skill— 

The Blinkers ? Oh yes I Horse not used to him yet, Sir, 

And if he should spot him, might throw the young pup— 

, We must “ go it blind,” only square obanoe, you bet. Sir, 

Of wiT'T'iT'g,— espesh’lly with JoE’sJockey up I 
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“GENERAL ELECTION STARES.” 

Mb. P. “WHATl RUNNING HIM IN BLINKERS P” 

G-sch-k- {Trainer). “YES; IT’S THE ONLY CHANCE OP A WIN,— ESPECIALLY WITH TSAT JOCKET UP I” 
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IT *S A GREAT THIKG FOR A MAN TO KNOW WHEN HE *S WELL OFF. 


Salisbury’s Version. 

(Nee Me JPremter’e Speech at Glasgow^ 
Was. is a game 

WMeh, if Kings Raye their will, 
Peoples won’t play at. 


“FnEircB: as She is Spote."— 
The indefatigahle international en- 
trepreneur^ Mr. M. L. Mates, — ^who 
announces himself as Sole Manager, ” 
evidently, therefore, a fishmonger, 
and, according to Hamlet^ a repre- 
sentatively “honest man,”— intends 
to save Londoners the tronhle^ and 
expense of visiting Paris by giving 
them three weeks, from June 15th to 
July 4th, of French plays, performed 
by the Theatre Frangais Company, 
including Mesdames KEiCHENBEna 
and Dtjulet, three CoQUELisrs, one 
Febvee, and one Motjeet Stjixt, at 
the Royalty Theatre. Those whose 
hobby is the French Theatre, will be 
delighted to assist at the start of the 
well-trainedMATER, whohas achieved 
the cnrioiLS feat of “ saddling him- 
self ” with this responsibility. 

Paeliamektaet Diagnosis.— 
‘ ‘ Infiammation ” — of temper — is 
the prelimiTiary of “Congestion” 
— of business, and these threaten 
to culminate in “Collapse” — of 
credit. 


LEAVES FROM A CANDIDATE'S DIARY. 

May 13M.— Expenses keep mounting up. On Saturday received 
a letter from Blissop (Secretary of the Association), stating that it 
was deemed necessary to take a new Committee-room in Main Street, 
and asking me if they might draw on me for the cost of famishing 
it, a matter of ahont £15. Replied that I must take time to consider 
whether snch expenditure was proper. Three more charitable institu- 
tions clsiin me as an annual subscriber, and the BiRsbury Free Hos- 
pital Committee have informed me that CHUBSOiir always gives them 
£10 a year. Have had to do ditto. 

May 14M.— Had an extraordinary letter from Yulliamt this 
morning. He is staying at Billshuiy— hut the letter explains itself. 
Here it is : — 

Mt Deae Pattib, {Confidential) 

I AH asked to let you know that a Committee Meeting has 
been called for Friday 16th, and it is hoped that, at all costs, you 
will make it convenient to attend. Ton know how great an interest 
I have always taken in your career. I have always told you that 
any experience I may have gained in electioneering matters (and 1 
have been at it for about twenty years now) is entirely at your 
service. You will therefore forgive me if I speak quite frankly to 
you on some questions which intimately concern your Candidature. 
1 don’t meet you as often as 1 should wish, and 1 am therefore im- 
pelled to write to you on matters which require your serious conside- 
ration, and on which you ought to he prepared to make a de^ite 
statement on Friday next. I have used the opportunity of my stay 
here to see how the land lay with regard to you. Hitherto you 
have done very well, hut mere public meetmgs will not win an elec- 
tion, and you must make up your mind ere very long to come and 
stay here, so as to canvass each ward, under the gui^ce of the 
pr^er “officers.” 

Then there is the question* of money I The Registration must be 
paid for by the Candidate. It will he heavy this year. You can 
talk it over with the Committee, hut certainly £100 to £150 will be 
absolutely necessary. Whatever the sum is, you must be prepared 
to pay it. I trust you will excuse my being candid with you, both 
for your own sake and the Party’s. If £200 or £300 more or less is 
any ohjeot to you, and if you (or your friends) are not prepared to 
do certain t^gs, such as bringing up voters, &o., it is useless your 
hoping to win, I don’t suggest bribery aud corruption, hut certain 
things not immoral, though perhaps illegal, must he done. That is 
why I once suggested to you that someone from here iffiould have an 
int^iew with some friend who might represent you. You did not 
respond to this. You do not appear willing to he guided by your 
Committee even in the expenditure of £15 for ohairs and tables for 
your new Committee-room ; and 1 must repeat that such excessive 


cautiott will not he followed by success. You will only waste your 
time, and the Party here will he defeated. If you do not feel willing 
to be guided by the old Leaders of the Party here, who know what is 
needed, far better reconsider your position, and resign while there is 
yet time. 

Now, in addition to your legal election expenses (between £500 and 
£600), there wOl he the Registration which, nowever, is a permissible 
payment. But, above all, railway fares, conveyances, and sundry 
other expenses which are forbidden by the Act, must be met by your 
friends, or success is hopeless. Young Haukison is standing at 
Ohursfield. His father intends him to win, and he will see to the 
needful 1 1 That is the way to work it, and to win. You must he 
prepared to pay at least £150 (or to get someone to pay it for you) for 
sundries. Even thus your expenditure will not reach £1000 ; dirt 
cheap for a safe borough. Formerly a borough contest used to mean 
£3,000, and a county anything up to £50,000 ! 

I know you will believe me when I say that I have written entirely 
in yoxir own interest. Yours sincerely, 

Hbnbt Paeecn^soe Ytttttaht. 

*WTiat an old rascal ! I answered very shortly, merely stating my 
intention of coming to Billsbury on the 16th, in order to interview 
I the Committee. 1 must nip all this in the bud, or chuck the whole 
business. 

I Friday^ May 16 M, “ George Motely^ Came down to 

i BiUsbury this afternoon. Had interview with a delegation from the 
Committee in the Hotel. Moeeat, Bnissop, and Jetiuatw were there. 

! They laid their views before me. Much the same as YttUiIahy’s 
I letter. “ Shame to wreck the ship for want of a ha’porth of tar,” 
said Bmssop, “Gentlemen,” I said, “if you think I’m going to 
1 handle any of this tar, or do any dirty work, you are mistaken. I 
am willing to help in the Registration and to pay proper subscriptions, 
but I won’t budge a step outside the Corrupt Practices Aet, so far as 
my election expenses are ooncemed. If you want someone who will 
nuie illegal payments, -go somewhere else. . I’m quite wRling to 
resign. Now you know my opinion, and I leave you to confer with 
your colleagues.” With that I left them. Met them again two 
hours later. All [three looking thoroughly ashamed of themselves. 
Said they had reconsidered the matter, and begged me to think no 
more about it. They were determined, they said, to use only legal 
means ia fighting the election. So that blew over. Afterwards each of 
them came to me in private, to beg my pardon, and put the fault on 
the others. Moppai said it was Blissop, Blissop declared it was 
JsauAivr, and Jebbah swore that such a thing would never have 
entered his mind if Moppai hadn’t insisted on it. 

Wxote to Yttt.tja-mt that I found he had entirely misjudged the 
local feelingi and that, in any oas^ his suggestions were quite im- 
prao1ical>le. He ’ll detest me, hut I don’t oare a brass farthing. 
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THE iraiWEST NOSTRUM. 

[Mr. Attbeboit Hbebeet and other amiable enthusiasts held 
a « Breakfast” at St, James’s Hall, over which Sir Nathaniel 
Staples presided, to advocate the principle of Yoluntary 
Tazatioii.] 

Oh* Atjberon, in f aiiy land 
Yon must (hke Oheron) bo dwelling I 
Your notion’s lovely, winning, 

The fiscal cat most bravely belling ; 

Guileless Nathaiotl, too, affects 
Vorld-hardened hearts— almosi to weeping, 
Yolunteer taxes who expects 
To draw from Mammon’s harpy keeping* 

Go* lure the tomtit foom the twig, 

Go, coax the tiger &om his cLuairy, 

The toper from his thirsty swig, 

The swindler from his schemings sorry : 

Persnade ” the Sweater to be just, 

The ’cnte Monopolist to be kindly ; 

Tempt hanger to resign Ms cmst, 

The niggard chnrl to lavish blindly : 

Make— by soft words — ^the mtbless wrecker 
Subscribe for life-boats, ropes and rockets ; 

Then plnmp the National Excheg,Tier 
By willing doles from weU-filled pockets 1 


auEER anERiEs. 

Centbab Abrica.— I have a longing to be an Explorer 
in the wildest and densest jungles of the Dark Conti- 
nent. I feel certain that tl^ is my true role in life, 
although some of my relatives, acting— I believe— purely 
from jealousy, try to discourage me. Unfortunately I 
have no money, and only a vague idea of how to get 
there. The voyage out would probably do wonders for 
my health, wMoh is not strong ; in fact at present I can 
hardly walk upstairs, and the Doctor says 1 need a warm 
climate. I fancy Africa would he warm enough to suit 
me. 1 should be glad to be told of any Capitalist who 
would advance a few hundred pounds to enable me to 
carry out my design. He would not lose Ms money, as 
I would repay him by sending home the skiTifi of all the 
lions and tigers that I shot— also ivory, — as well as 
realislio accounts of slave caravans, &o., wMoh any 
Publisher would be glad to buy* 

lilVINGSTONJB JUNIOB. 



OUR BORES, NATIVE AND FOREIGN. 

•*Ach1 I BOHBEAGUE EnXLISH BOX VBLL, HOT VBLL AT ALL 1 POT, PT A 
LBADLE BeAOTIOB, I IMBROVB VBR KVIC K I VaIT TILL I HAF TALK TO YOU 
FOB A GofFLB of HoUBS, AND YOU SHALL SEE 1 ” 


EGBERT AT THE ACADEMY. 

WiTSUiri^iuE being a rayther slack time with ns Hed Waiters, ooz 
OUT principle paytrons is all out of Town, I naterally sleeted that 
week for my annewal yearly wUit to the Royal Academy. I never 
oond quite hnnderstand why it was called a Academy, wMch I 
hleeves is a rayther sweR name for a Skool, but I hadn’t bin there 
long larst week afore 1 soon dishcovered the reason. In course it 
stands to reason that lots of the werry wust of the bad pioturs is the 
work of werry young pupils, who haven’t yet left skool, so that’s 
why they calls it a Academy insted of a Hinstitooshun or a Hexe- 
hishun. 

The fust thing as struck me wos the emense number of portraits of 
people as uoboddy never heard of, and therefore didn’t want for to see, 
and I wunders how the poor peeple woud like for to be obliged to wark 
about the rooms and hear the fun as the peeple makes on ’em. One 
on ’em looks so werry cross, that a Gent by me said as how he must 
ha’ bin taken when the bad news came from India. Another looks so 
savage, that amost everybody asks him why he don’t have it out and 
done with it ! Another werry savage sojer looked at me as much as 
to say, ** What are yon starmg at. Stupid ? ” wHoh wasn’t at cJl 
prlite. Professor Huxley, I am told, is a werry great man, and so 
he most snttenly seems for to think by the looks onhim, and ain’t he 
jist got a lot of big books for to read I I was surprised to find as 
there wasn’t not no Lord Mare among the lot. His LordsMp’s state 
robes wood have lighted up the hole place. And now for the reel 
picters. 

1 Fust and foremost of all the lot stands “ The Flock of Sheep, by 
Mr. CooFEB, and as this happens to he one of the things as 1 does 
understand, I makes no hesitation in saying, tiiat there’s about a 
I dozen of the werry finest saddles of mutton there as I ewer seed, 
ewen at the honored Manshun House I Next comes the grand picto 
I <^ed *• One and Twenty. Ah I ain’t they jest a joRy set, ana ain’t 
they aR a drinlriTig the young sweR’s health, and appy 

I retums of the day ? Why you can ain,ost hear ’em. 


And now jest a word and a hint to all our great Painters. Pray 
what is picters painted for ? Is it to make peeple werry soRem, and 
werry sorry, and werry nnappy ? Ain’t we got reel truhhles, and 
reel sorrows enufi in the world, without painting sham ones ? And 
yet I do declare that, arter looking at them twd wnndnrful picters 
of “ The CfMw,” and ** The Doctor, and feeling as there wasn’t not 
no chance for either of the poor things to recover, that the kind 
Doctor’s trubble was all in wain, and that the poor Mother wood soon 
have to bear the awfnUest trubble as sbe ooud ewer know, I left the 

E laoe as fast as I oond get out, for fear the peeple shoud notice the 
ig round tears as woud run down my siRy old cheeks. Oh, 
Mr. Fixdes, Mr. Fildes, to think that jest a few Rttle deRoate 
touches of your magic brush woud have sent away thousands of appy 
hearts, instead of hundreds of miserable ones, ort to make you 
resolve always to put jest a gleam of hope in your wunderful 
pictures in future. 

There was about the same number of staggerers as ushal, and I 
again arsks, who has the hordaoity to bny^em ? I wunder what 
Mrs. Robert woud say if I took one home to my sober dweRingl 
But, jest as I was a coming away, I seed one of the most howdacious 
of the lot, and it was named The Judgment of Parte ” / I had 
ofEen heard as the French was werry free and bold in aR these sort 
of things, but I newer cond have thort that our Royal Academy 
sweRs ooud have so lowered theirselves as to oondesoend to submit 
the whole of the Picters ia the Exhibition to the judgment of the 
Paris Painters, or that they wood have sleeted the neatest staggerer 
as the one in their judgment the most worthy of the werry fust 
prize. I don’t thiT\k as it says muoh for their taste. Robert 


ObviouE. 

I (The Times says, sagdy, ** There is a good deal of hnmati nature in 
Ireland.” That would not so much matter if there were less of in^ 
human nature— as exemplified in carding” wom^, houghing” 
cattle— and mthlessly evicting rack-rented tenants* 





264 


PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHABIVAEL 


[Mat 30, 1891, 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 



Toby’s Eemedy for Influenza. 


u•Y■.u^(r^Kn FEOH THE MAST OF TOBT, M.P. 

Einise of Commons, Thursday, 21.— House 

after so-oiled WHtsnn holidays. ^Weren’t to have wme h^t^ 
Monday. Movat.ttt settled that before he went 

next day 
Windbag 
Sexton and 
JoxiM got to 
loggerlieads. 
Windbag in- 
sisted that 
Committe e 
should ^ spe- 
cially sit to 
hearhimmoye 
new Clause. 
JoKiM demur- 
red ; pointed 
out that 
luxtuy might 
he enjoyed by 
House only 
upon condi- 
tion of short- 
ening holi- 
days. Wind- 
bag didn’t see 
any objection 
to that; sure 
House only 
too glad to 
jfiye up half 
Its holiday in 
order to hear 
few more 
speeches from 

biTn. JoKiM, meaning to frighten Windbag, said, “ Yery well; 
then we’U adjourn till Thursday.” Windbag, not believing Jokim: 
was serious, said he didn’t care ; game of bM oominenoed ; 
played so awkwardly that, in end. House jockeyed out of half its 
holiday. ' 

But Odd Modality got all his ; off before this blundering business 
took place ; too far gone to be called back. Campbexl-Bannebncan 
suggests that we Siall change his 
name ; call him “ The Judicious 
Hoozee,” Certaiidy he “hooked 
it ” a day before holidays commenced, 
and won’t return till several days 
after they have prematurely closed. 

StiM. remnant of House here to-night, 
though growling and discontented, 
does not grudge him his holiday. 

More than half Members on both 
sides away ill. The Whips severely 
hit; Mabiobibanks here as usual, 
mafang a bright space in the lobby 
with bis genial presence and bis 
smiTi-ng countenance. But Axebs- 
Douglas st^ away with most of his 
men, inoluding the Mountainous Hill. 
w**Xes,” bS mau is reported to 
have , said, in reply to inquiries, 

“ Ji^d/ABiaRTos is still Hill, but 
golfed better.” 

\ ^f^ndy cheerful man on the premises 
is*^' Flcpsk:)^. Beaming with health ; 
r with vitality, 

f ^ ‘ ‘ The Secret of it r ” he said,, when 
% asked him how he mana^d to 
Jook so well. “Why, it’s exercise 

and fumigation. Whilst you fellows ^ 

have been making holiday, I ’ve Lord Arthur ’111— but getting 
stuck to t^he House night and day. better, 

I ’ve fumigated every chamber witji sulphur ; I ’ve sprinkled every 
wall with eucalyptoEone. The tiled floors have wa^ed with 





l/tUTJJlCtL liU WAViJL xuxuuaiup, aiAUi UXLCXJ. WCXAU WU 

takihg up ckrpets and thumprng hedr-cushions. 
over*” 


Q,^te sorry it’s 
Business done^^ln. Committee on Land Jurehkse BUI. 


JVtdoy, — “Do you like Ibsen?” Attoenet-Ceneral for 
Iebland asked Prince Abthue just now, d propos of new Clanse 
moved by Sexton. . j. v , -r 

Curious mau is Madden, Lives a sort of dual life. lu House 
regarded as serious person, steeped in knowledge 
of Irish Q,u€stion in its multiform aspects. Really 
Attomey-Q-eneral; knows every- 
thing ; is in everything ; acquainted with Ibsen, 
misses few bazaars or drawing-room concerts, 
and was on speaking terms with the late Madame 
Blavatskt. 

“Do' you like JSedda Gahlerf^^ he con- 
tinued, nudging Prince Aethxte, who on this, 
the hundred-and-third night in Committee on 
the Irish Land Bill, showed signs of drowsiness. 

“Haven’t time to go to the theatre,” said 
Prince Abthdd. “"Never perform out of West- 
minster, where we keep our own 
Headache G-abblee on the premises ” ; 
and he looked wearfly across at Sex- 
ton monotonously piping, not without 
dread suspicion of the Windbag having 
been newly leathered. 

But the eud comes to the mau who 
lives to wait, aud to-night, at twenty 
minutes past ten, Lewis Pellt sitting 
bolt upright, awakened out of peaceful 
slumber by a sudden, cbeer; knew 
that tbe Land Bill was at last through 
Committee. 

Business done * — Land Bill through 
Pelly-Melly. Committee. 

NOTES ON THE EOYAL ACADEMY OE 2091. 

‘ ‘ Bichard, Duke of Gloucester, refusing the Crown f This pioture 
will be iuteresting to tbe Mstorical student, as it affords a solution 
to a knotty point that has puzzled commentators for the last five 
centuries. The wily humpback is represented in his dressing-gown 
and slippers, having evidently been called from his bath to listen to 
the suggestion of the courtiers, who desire him to accept ^e regal 
dignity. The umbrella of the Lord Mayor, we fancy, is of a la^r 
date than tbe supposed period of the painting, but no doubt the 
artist has authority for the introduction of the quaint old lamp-post 
iHumined with the electric light, which began to be used some little 
time after the Battle of the Roses. . . , . ^ . 

‘ “ Charles the Second in the Oak^^ This is also mterestmg to 
those who delight in folklore. According to the legend (for no 
doubt the story was merely a legend), the deposed monarch was es- 
caping from the Parliamentary troops, when he had to seek shelter m 
the spreading branches of theteee that still is emblematic of Rogland. 
The artist has placed the leafy refuge near a stream, where Chablbs 
seems to have been bathing. A tragic side (not entirely free from 
quaintness) is given to the tale by tbe discovery of the temporarily dis- 
carded wearing apparel of the Stdaet by the soldiers, who are hunt- 
ing >n*TYi to the death. Cuautbs, with his traditional good humour, is 
smiHug at an accident which causes him seemingly more amusement 
than apprehension. , . « 

“ The Battle of Trafalgar^^ The very clever arrangement of 
smoke in this painting prevents^ the flesh-tints of the sailors 
assuming a prominence that might he objectionable to persons of 
fastidious tastes. No doubt the artist felt that, if he had studied the 
traditions of the Britisli Navy at the commencement of the iihie- 
teehth or twentieth century (the battle was fought in that period), 
he would have shown the* gallant tars serving the guns in a oostome 
not more elaborate than that assumed by the nude inhabitants of the 
North Pole. It is amusing to note in this connection that, until the 
discovery of the summit of the earth, it was supposed that the centre 
of the Arctic Regions was bitterly odd. Our ancestors in the re- 
mote ages had no idea that that 
fiery region was, in reality, hotter I 
than the tropics I 

^^'Bortrait of an JSnglish Qenth’^ 
man of the Nineteenth Centurys^ 

—We are not quite sure that we nke 
the unconventicmal treatment of the 
accessories in this pioture. It is 
perfectly trueUiat wefind frbm ten- 
temporary; records that an invitation 
to dinner was frequently accompanied 
by the expressed wish lhat the guest 
“ was not to dress but still, such 
hints at the strange inanners and 
enstoms of n bygone age iiay be. 
eaiiied out too litoaiQy. ' 





Sunnjr f* yretet I 

you'oa Whit MkaJay ? J 
«<Why, Qff fdr nx 
day, tdM surei” ^ j r ti ■ 


^ NOTICE Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawls, or Pictures of any description, will 

in no case be retimied, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addresste Envelope, Cover^ or Wrapper. To this rale 
there will be no exception. 
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VOCES POPULL 


BRICKS WITHOUT STRIW. 

SCEifE— -4 Village School-room* A Juvenile Treat is in progress^ 
and a Magic Lantern^ hired for^ the oecoiion, ^^with eet of 
elides complete — to last one hour^'* is about to he exhibited* 

The Vicar* s Daughter {suddenly recognising the New Curate^ who 
is blinking unsuspectingly in the lantern rays)* Oh, Mr. Tootlee, 
you’ve just come iutime to help us I The man 'with the lantern 

says he only 
manages the 
slides, and can't 
do the talking 
part. And I’ve 
asked lots of 
people^ and no 
one will volun- 
teer. Would 
you mind just 
explaining the 
pictures to the 
children P It’s 
only a little 
Hursery tale— 
Valentine and 
Orson — I chose 
that, heoause 
it’s less hack- 
neyed, and has 
such an excel- 
lent morale you 
know. I’m sure 
you ’U do it so 
beautifully ! 

Mr* Tootler 
{a shy maris* 
-I’d do it with 
pleasure, I ’m 
sure — only I 
really don’t 
know anything 
about Valentine 
and Orson! 

The F’s D. 
Oh, what does 
that matter? 1 

. , _ can tell you the 

outline injtwo minutes. {She^tells him,) But it ’s got to last an 
hour, BO you must spin it out as much as ever you can. 

Mr* Tootler {to himself). Ought I to neglect such a golden oppor- 
^nity of winTiiTig;these young hearts ? Ho. {Aloud,) Iwill— er— 
do my best, and perhaps I had better begin at once, as they seem to 
be getting*— er— rather unruly at the further end of the room. {Re 
clears his throat!) Children, you must be very quiet and attentive, 
and then we shall be able, as we purpose this evening, to show you 
some scenes illustrative of the — er— beautiful old story of Valentine 
and Orson, which I doubt not is familiar to you all. {Rustic 
applause,^ conveyed by stamping and shrill cheers* after which a 
picture w thrown on the screen representing a Village Festival,) 
Here, children, we have a view of — er — {with sudden inspiration ) — 
Valentine’s Hative Village. It is — er — his birthday, and Valentine, 
being a young man who is universallv beloved on account of his 

amiability and good conduct ( To the Vicar^s D, ‘ ‘ Is that correct P ” 

The F’«. D* “ Q-uite, quite correct I ”) — good conduct, the villagers are 
celebrating the— er —auspicious event by general rej oioings. How true 
it 18 that if we are only good, we may, 



guided, sooner or later, to his— er— ^oal. Yes, dear children, if we 
only have patience, if we only have faith, &c., &c. Here we see— (an 
enormous Bison is suddenly depicted on the screen) eh ? oh, yes— here 
we have a specimen of— er— Orson’s pursuits* He chases the bis 9 n. 
Some of you may not know what a bison is. It is a kind of hairy 

cow, and {Re describes the habits of these creatures as fully as 

he is able. The Youthful Rustic, “ Theer baint nawone a-emtin’ 
of ’un, Zur.”) What? Oh, but there is, Orson is pursuing him, 
only — er — ^the bison, being a very fleet animal, has outrun his 
pursuer for the moment. Sometimes we flatter ourselves that we 
have outrun our pursuer— but, depend upon it,” &o., &c. But now 

let us see what Valentine is about {Discovering, not without 

surprise, that the next picture is a Scene in the Arctic Regions,) 
Well, you see, he has succeeded in reaching the coast, and here he 
is— in a sledge drawn by a reindeer, with nothing to guide him but 
the Aurora Borealis, hastening towards the spot where he has been 
told he will find Orson. He doesn’t despair, doesn’t lose heart— he 
is sure that, if he only keeps on, if he— er— only continues, only per- 
severes — {Aside* What drivel I am tailring I To Assistant* I say, are 
there many more of this sortP because we don’t seem to be getting 
on !) — Well, now we come to— (a Moonlight Scene, with a Cottage in 
Winter, appears)— io the —ah— home of Valentine’s mother* You 
will observe a light in the casement. By that light the good old 
woman is sitting, longing and praying for the return of her 
irallant boy. Ah, dear children, what a thing a good old mother 
is! (Zb the Vicar^s Daughter* “I really can not keep on like 
this much longer. I’m positively certain these slides are out 
of order!” The V!s D. Oh no; I’m sure it’s all right. Do 
please go on. They ’re so interested 1 ” The Young Reckler* “ ’Ow 
’bout Valentoine, ZurP— wheer be 
’ee?” Ah, where is Valentine, in- 
deed ? ( Zb Ass,) Hext slide— quick I 
{Recognises with dismay a View of 
the Grand Canal,) Ho— but, I say — 

really, I carit Here we have 

Valentine at Venice. He has reached 
that beautiful city,— well called the 
dueen of the Adnatic,— at last 1 He 
contemplates it from his gondola, and 
yet he nas no heart just now to take 
in all the beauty of the scene. He 
feels that he is still no nearer to 
finding Orson than before. {The 
Young Reckler* ‘*Haw moor be we, 

Zur. We ain’t zeed nayther on ’em 
zo fur I ” Tumult, and a general 
demand for the instant production of 
Orson or Valentine,) How, children, 
children! this is very irregular. You 
must allow me to tell this story my 
own way. You will see them both 
iu good time, if you only keep still ! 

( Zb Ass,) I can’t stand this any more. 

Valentine and Orson mnst be under- 
neath the rest. Find them, and shove them in quick, Hever mind 
the numbering! {The screen remains blank while the Assistant 
fumbles,) W^, have you got them P 

The Assistant* Ho, Sic ; I’m rather afraid they aiu’t here. Fact 



such ^ occasion, although, owing to the crowd, we cannot distinguish 
wherever he is, however he may be occupied, he little tniuks 
encounter the terrible Orson, the 
Wild Woods I Ab, dear children, we all have our Wild 

Man of the Woods to fight. With some of us it is {Re improves 

the occasion,) Our next picture represents (Zb Assistant.) Sure 

this comes next? Oh, they’re all numbered, are they? Very 
weK-; represents a forest — er — ^the home of Orson. It we were 
permitted to peep behind one of those trunks, we should doubtless 
mmseli, crouobing in readiness to spring upon the unsus- 
pectmg Valentine. So, often when we— &c., &o. The next scene 
we shall show yon represents the — er — burning of Valentine’s ship. 
Valentine has gone on a yoyage, with the object of — er — ^finding 
picture was only larger, we could no doubt 
identify Valentine, sitting there undismayed, oalmly confident that, 
notwithstanding this — er — nnfoitimate interruption, he will he 



The Young Heckler. 


is, they’ve sent me out with the wrong set o’ slides. This ain’t 
Valentine and Orson — it ’a a miscellaneous lot. Sir I 

[Collapse of Curate as Scene closes in* 

THE MIXTUEE AS BEFORE. 

{By an Impatient—. 

I BUST suppose the Doctor dose, 

(I do not head a pud I) [grows J 
What ails be ; but that aidlbelt 
This Subber brigs do sud. [bad, 

Subtibes the east wids blow like 
Subtibes code showers pour, 

But daily cubs that doctor’s lad,— 

“ The Bixture as Before I ” 

The Idfiuedza I have got, 

Or I ibadgid so ; [hot, 

Subtibes I’b cold, subtibes I’b 
I oough, I sdeeze, I blow, [well, 

But OiADSTUD ’s better, Sbith is 
Jdodo^bend. Olor!— [bell: 

There’s that oodfouded kitohia 
“ The Bixture as Before ! ” 

’ve had at least a budth of it, 

Sidtz I was first struck dowd. 

Yet here id slippered feet I sit 1 
By daily hali-a-erowd— 


'Patient,) 

Forbedsud taxes by poor purse. 

It is ad awfud bore. 

This bedsud bakid be feel worse— 
“The Bixture as Before ! ” 

I ’b odly a poor City clerk. 

Ouidide is bodstrous dear; 

By doctor treats it as a lark, 

Ad tries by bide to cheer. 

But if by situashud goes, 

I’b rmd— ad two score I [dose— 
What cad avail the Doctor’s 
“ The Bixture as Before ” P 

It bay be Biorobes, as they say. 
This Idfiuedza pest ; [ad pay ! 
What batters? I bust oough— 
The Doctor orders “ Rest ” I 
Biorobes beblowed, adRestgohag! 

1 ’ll stad this tbig do bore I 
BabxI was that the door-beU rag P 
— “ The Bixture as Before ” I 


YOB. 0. 


AA 










THE VICTORY ROAD-CAR. 

To Ply to and from the Natal Exhibitioit. 


You Portuguese Tappertit, turn it up, do ! 

1) >ye t^mk I >11 be stopped by a monkey like you ? 

My Mask, that young 'woman I Will you bar our meeting P 
We ’re sweethearts. Will you interfere with our tryst P 

You pert whippersnapper, my sable-skinned sweeting 
My masculine wooing ’s too wise to resist. 

Shall Rhodes be cut out by a small Portuguee, 

With, a gun and a swagger ? Pooh 1 Fiddle-de-dee I 

We ’ve put up too long with your pranks, my fine fellow, 
Because of your size, upon which you presume. 

Oh. it *8 no use to twirl your moustache and look yellow I 
Mean haying that gal, howsoeyer you fume. 

You’d better behaye yourself, boy, or no doubt 

Before yery long we shall clean you right out. 

Look at home, keep your own ways a little bit clearer, 

And don’t go a-blocking up other folks’ roads. 

Eh ? You warn me off her ? I mustn’t come nearer P 
Ha, ha ! My good-nature your impudence goads. 

Clear out, whilst you’re safe, you young shrimp! Don’t be 
rash! 

For I shan’t let you come between me and my Mash I 


A Last Word oh the what-totj-mat-Cal-deboh Picttjbe.— I t 
isn’t often that one of “ the inferior clergy.” represented by a Clarke | 
in orders, is pitted against an “ Abbott,’’ as recently happened in i 
, „ , the discussion about Mr. Caldbboh’s 

i ikIu 11 / picture of “ Elizaheifds Meroic Act 

II 1 of Renunciation^^* In this instance the 

I Clarke got the better of the Abbott, and 

the others, including Professor Huxley, 
who is always ready to rush in and in- 
II I a3i somebody to tread on the tail of his 
H W Jill I nowhere. The Ttmes issues 

its fiat, concluding the arguments on 
Jg jlJJlJ both sides— “The Times has spoken, 
^ cfltisa andthe picture will 

^ '7 , one of the chief attractions in 

the Royal Academy Exhibition until such time as it ascends to the 
undisturbed Oilysium of The Happily Immortals. In the meantime, 
being on the line, Mr. Caldeboit. will he perfectly satisfied 
if his picture be generally recognised as “ St, JElizaieth of Well-- 
Mung-ary,** 


RECIPE. 

(For a speech in the Souse of Commons on the proposed adjournmen 
for the Derby,) 

Taxe a handfal of jokelets and beat them up small, 

In sophistical fudge, with no logic at all ; 

Then pepper the mixture with snigger and jeer ; 

Add insolent “ sauce,” and a toupgon of sneer ; 

Shred stale sentiment fine, just as much as you want, 

And thicken with cynical clap-trap and cant. 

Plus oil— of that species which “smells of the lamp ” — 

Then lighten with squibs, which, of course, should be damp ; 
Serye up, with the air of a true Cordon Bleu^ 

And you ’ll find a few geese to taste it and praise you ! 


THE DRAMA THEN AND NOW. 

THEN. ScEHE — Dining-Room in Mrs. Gbuhdy’s House, The 
Misses Obuedt and their Mother discovered at Luncheon, 

Eldest Miss Q, Oh, Mamma, do take us to see Formosa at Drury 
Lane! 

Mrs, Grundy, Mjr dear! Why^ it’s absolutely shocking! All 
the papers are ringing with the impropriety! Couldn’t possibly 
go! 

Second Miss G, But, Mamma dear, the Boat-Race Scene is so 
excellent. We might sit at the back of the box, and put our fingers 
in our ears when ^u signalled to us. 

Mrs, Grundy, Well, as you say, the Boat-Race Scene is excellent, 
and as for impropriety, we must ignore it. 

\_Exeunt to get places for Drury Lane, 

NOW. Scene as before^ Time and situation as before^ Company 

as before, I 

Eldest Miss G, Oh, Mother darling, do take us to see Formosa at 
Drury Lane I 

Mrs, Grundy, Certainly, I hear the Boat-Rice Scene beats the 
record. 

Second Miss Q, It is simply magnificent, and the dialogue is so 
interesting. Twenty years ago they said it was improper! As 
Ibsbh would observe, “ Only fancy that 1 ” 

Jfrs. Grundy, Did they Well, as you say, the Boat-Race Scene 
is excellent ; and as for the impropriety,— in these days of Ghosts^ 
Pillars of Society f and Dancing GirlSy-we haven’t time to notice it ! 

^Exeunt to get places for Drury Lane, 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Jtjnb 6, 1891, 


UieaBoil UO ILO* JL.lxay UUU U vaav wttvmwJAWV ««vfvu.v xwum. 

LEAVES FROM A CANDIDATE'S DIARY. questions in the baok-streets. They mostly say, “ My fatter was a 
SiBsbwi/, Thurtiay, May 22.— Came down here yesterday, to Blue and his fat^r afore ’im, and I've bin a Blue all my life, and I 
stay for a fortnight on end. Four meetings have been arranged m am’t a gom to change my colour now. You re all nght, Sir ; you ve 
different wards, and a good deal of time is to be devoted to canvass- no call to bother about me. I wish you suoo^. doa * ““4 

ing. Pleasant prospect I Begin to think that, on the whole, it was being asked any amount of questions as to where they hved before, 
ealier work to wear w occasional wig in the Law Courts, or to sit in how long ihey 'ye been m tixeir pwsent houses, and ro om It s^a 


Chamberfl, plaimmj? imaginary Law-books. , , cii.uox uax^^«aa« uv «**«*«. **w*w^— . 

On Tuesday I tonoted with the Behamvs, to say good-bye. on a keen pohUcia^ who realty mderstands. I hear Choekces 


kind of entertainment to tbem. Here and there, of course, yon come 


ViJL JLUCBU.aV J. XlUJLUXlt/U. TVJ.UU. vtMj vv. j O--'- ,T . . T' >i 

Mrs, Bellamt made herself rery afirreeable. Somebody, so she said, dinner to-morrow is to be a grand attair. 
had told her that my chances at Billsbnry were excellent, and she 

declared she had always admired yonng men who devoted themselves a TTamx» a t t a i 

with a single-hearted purpose to the service of their country, ^ So AD V ANGB, AUSTJlAJjiA I 

d^erent from the crowd “ Of who scorn lahoiions (yV*oin owr Special Corres^opdent at ific Agricultural Hall,) 

days. And shun the rugged paths that lead to praise.” This is a % ,, /t x ai 4 .-.C 


famiiiar quotation from the works of “ your grandfather, the poet.” I say that I felt greatly gratified at finding myself attac^d 

Mrs. BELLAJifr quotes him on all possible occasions, A long time to the Yictorian Volunteers, lhad been present with them in spirit 
ago she gave me a heantifuUy bound copy of his book, “ Per at the banquets which had greeted their arrival to the Mother 

by HiaoLT G-attleton, M. A.” I 've , i Country, and now I was to have the 


got a notion sue nas a wnoie room- 
foU of the unsold copies, somewhere 
at the top of the house. 

After luncheon had a long talk 
with Mast, who really looked pret- 
tier than I've ever seen her. She 
said, How that you have got into 
what Mamma calls ‘the vortex of 
politics,' I suppose you'll demise 
aU our simple little amusements, 
and begin to forget everybody except 
the Biilsbury voters.” I asked her 
how she could say such a thing, told 
her I never could forget the happy 
hours I'd spent with her at Exhibi- 
tions and dances, and so forth, and 
assured her I loathed the Biilsbury 
voters (which, by the way, I really 
think I do). I was just begmnin^ to 
screw myself up to the pitch of asking 
her the question, in fact. I had taken 
her hand, and was actually stuttering 
out something which made her look 
down at her feet (she’s got the 
smallest and prettiest foot I ever 
saw), when the footman opened the 
door and announced Fomeuet. Of 
course Pomeuex must have seen 
something was up. He’s a beast, 
but not a fool. But he chattered 
away volubly, just as if he were the 
most delightfid and welcome person 
in the world. I got so angry after 
ten minutes of it, and my toes and 
fingers began to have such an almost 
irresisUble longing to be at him, that 
I thought it best to go. But Maut 
g^ve me a look as I went away which 
simply went right through me, the 
kindest and most beautif cd look any 
two eyes ever gave to an unhappy 
man. I shut my eyes constantly and 
bring^' the whole scene hack, and in 
imagination I throw Pomeeet but of 
the window, and carry Maet in 
to the nearest church, while 
her mother quotes the late Mr. 


m 


'f 




AirCIENT EXAMPLE OF FEMALE MASHEB. 

A TYRE AHJ) SIDON GIRL. 

(Attire and Side on Girl,) 


advantage of actually appearing 
bodily in their campaign at Isling- 
ton. I knew the battle-field well. 
In years gone by I had seen many a 
Balaclava milie, many a slicing of 
the lemon, many a securing of the 
tent-peg. Hay, further, I had 
assisted many a time at ‘Hhe com- 
bined display,” when, before a huge 
audience, a presentment of war was 
produced, as nnlike the real thing as 
anything well could be. But, to 
return to the Victorians. As they 
appeared in their neat uniforms, 
which included slouch hats, the 
hearts of a noble people (represented 
by occupants of places from ten 
shillinga downwards) went out to 
them, and they were greeted with a 
mighty shout. The English race 
recognised the service that was being 
done. The Mother thanked her Child. 
Over the stormy sea had come the 
soldiers of the Southern Cross to tell 
any Britons still remaining in played- 
out Europe how war should be waged; 
how batues should be won. 

The numbers of our gallant little 
body were small ; sml, we had 
enough. Before our appearance “ the 
connti^” had been arranged. In 
the distance, near the southern en- 
trance, were hushes; then, a little 
nearer home, a second row; then, 
nearer still, a canvas erection repre- 
senting a fallen tree; then more 
bushes; and last, the door from 
which we had emerged to receive the 
plaudits of the populace. First, 
two of our number (after some 
slight hesitation) galloped (taking, 
without much difdculty, the hedges 
ou their way) towards the south. 
They fired. In the meanwhile the 
rest of our body bad dismounted, 
and had buckled the forelegs of 
each horse so that it might not un- 


Gaotlexoi^s poetry oyer us m blessing. And then I open them duly wander. This clever idea was nearly crowned with sucoesB. 
again and find inyself in this hole. Then tents were got out— without any hurry. They were pitched in a 

Dinner with the ChoekIiES on Saturday, leisurely fashion. Then the fire was ughted, also without fiurry. The 

23.— -Start^ canvassing yesterday and continued to-day under two scouts now cantered hack knocking over a bush on their way. 
ttie charge of Mr. Dikes, one of the Town Councillors. “ Old Dicky Shots were heard in the distance, and onr camp was leisurely, very 
Dikes,” the^ople here always call him. He’s supposed to be one leisurely, broken up. The tentswere,withsomedifS.culty, placed on the 
of *me most knomng cards in the whole county. A man of about backs of the horses, and most of our troopers mounted without serious 
six^-four, with^ light brown hair^ rather oi^ly, a wig^ say his difB.otilty. One certainly was thrown, and another had to hold firmly 

>. Then we advanced. "We again dismounted. One of our 

Boine negotiation, collected the reins of our horses. We 
JLuujujHi a ana a wimouii me goaxee. nrea, ana again leisurely mounted. Then our troopers hurried off. 
"wears a frock-coat of best broadcloth,^ and an immense top- And when the magnificent display was over, I could not help 
Has one omriously protruding tooth which fascinates me, and thinking how good it was of these gallant Colonists* to come so far 
makes my attention wander when he 's telling me his anecdotes. I that we might learn so much. True, we had seen something a little 
keep wontoing how it ever got into that strange position— a sort of like the mounted infantry evolutions in the displays of our own light 
dental rocking-stone, weird, ^litary, inexplicable. Everybody Hussars. Again, soldiers have been known before this to pitch 
knowshim, as he represents the St. MarVs Ward (which we are can-- and strike a tent. Still, it was deeply grati^ing to find history 
vassing) in the Council, The flourish with which he always introduces repeating itself , masmuen, as in the Victorian evolutions there was 
me iswrad^ful. I mghtbe^^ Emperor honouring the place with a, no difficulty in conjuring up the picture with the popular title, 
visit. But the people take it all as a matter of course, and seem “ The Grandson teaching the Grandmother— how to sa& eggs I ” 
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HOW LONG? 

Extracts from a Tragic Int&rwxMonal Momcm^i written wp to date. 

The Govemment makes no sign or move, tkongh people wko tMok 

are olamonxing and askiTig ** How long skall sxudi tilings be ? ’’ 

^ ^ ^ 

They were only a few poor PoHsh Jews, titiere might have been a 
xjy, hundred of them all told, beaten, 

I soonrged, driven by a brutal and 

! merciless Govemment to ** move on,” 

^ somewhere — anywhere, — it cared 
li J m abiding j 

! nJ&SmW UsK peace, of comfort, , 

• ^ or of even the common necessaries of 

^^etence, and stricken with despair 
and overcome with terror, they meet 
with Iheir good angel. ^ 

The Middleman, the blessed agent, 
to tbem. of all good, tells them of 
^ the brignt free land, where a golden 

harvest of profit is waiting them, if they will only realise their ** all ” 
and han d it over to him. With a shout of joy, in fateful paeans 
they OTTig the praises of their preserver, — and re^lisiTig all their 
worldly wealth and making it over to him, Iney ancive, greedy, hunger- 
smitten and expectant, one damp May morning in Whitechapel. 

* * ♦ ♦ * * 

They find a native popnlatiom struggling in terrible earnest ^th 
want, and taking, through ihe Sweater who commands the situation, 
starvation prioes for the making of a coat, for the which, by working 
nineteen hours in the day, and reducing life to the slavery of a 
living death, they manage to earn two shitlings and ninepence I 
# # # ♦ ^ 

The happy "and eager Polish Jews step iuj and see their chance. 
Eldorado lies before them. They are asked if they will make tibie i 
coat for two shillings and sevenpenoe. The poor starving foreigners 
eagerly clutch at any chance. Who can blame them f Ho one. It 
is a stmggle for life. Pair but false promises have brought them to | 
these shores, to swell the sum of misery, already, Heaven knows, 
high enough I But still they come, keeping up a steady flow of 
suSering, and the Govemment makes no sign or move, though people 
who think are loudly clamouring, and asking, “ How long shall such 
things he ? ” 

WHAT IT MAT COME TO IN LONDON. 

{As the Foint has deen nearly reached im Paris,) 

Scene— .4 Hall devoted to Me. Edison’s latest inventions. A Lecturer 
acting as Showman to a crowd of possible Customers. 

Lecturer. And nowj^adies and Gentlemen, I mnst ask you quickly 
to make a selection. We have here wires from all parts of the world 
—make your selection. Those who wish to see the kinetograph at 
work will please go withim Operas with scenery always on hand. 
Here we have only telephones. 

Mild Young Lady. Oh, if you please, a friend of mine was married 
three weeks ago, and she and her husband are staying at the Grand 
Hotel, Paris. Might I hear what they are saymg. Here’s their 
name. 

Lett, [taking card). Nothing easier. {Speaking through telephone.) 
Put us on to Grand Hotel, Paris, Boom 1564:. (2b Customer.) A 
shilling please, Madam, Thank you, and here you are. 

Mild Y. L. {taking receivers). Oh, thank you, {She places them to 
Tier ears and then drops them hurriedly.) Oh dear me I She has 
kept him waiting, and he is using such bad language Ij [You ought 
to nave told me. 

Lect. We can’t guarantee language. Why, would you believe it. 
Madam, that sometimes we have complaints of things said in Norway! 
Pray Ladies and Gentlemen, make your seleotion. (2b Intelligent- 
looking Stranger.) Can 1 tempt you, Sir ? They are playing a new 
piece at Chicago. It is exoeUenfc I am told— a domestic comedy, 
Naxt week, if it’s successful, we shall produce it with scenery and 
effects on the kinetograph. Try it, Sir ? 

Intelligent Stranger. I don’t mind if I do. {Raising receivers.) 
Call this a domestic comedy ? Why I can hear firing I 

Lect. Yery strange, Sir. Nothing in the plot to account lor it* 

Intell. Stran. Stay, you say it ’s in Chicago I • I know what the 
firing means I They don’t like the piece, and they are shooting the 
Author I 

Lect Of course, Sir I {To Small Boy.) 7And now my little man, 
what 4o you TOnt ? 

Small Boy. Please, Sir, I have got a abilltug to spend in hearing 
something from somewhere all the world over. 

Lect. {producing programme). Here is a lifirf; of our stations. You 
see we have wires laid on to all parts of Europe, Africa, Asia, and 


America, Next Tuesday we rfiall be in communication with 
Anstralia. And now, what will yon have ? 

Small Boy. I don’t know. Something exciting, please. 

Lect. Well, you can hear, by takmg these, a number of Astronomers 
discussing in Committee the transit of Yenus. Or, if you listen to 
these, you will hear a chat about the 'floating of the next Bussian 
loan, held in one of the centres of speculation, to wit, the Bourse at 
Yienna. Most interesting, I can assure you. Which will you have r 

Small Boy. Oh, please, I don’t care for astronomy, and am too 
young to understand finance. 

Lect Now, here’s a Bull Eight— you can distinctly hear the 
shouts— and here’s a Chinese execution. 

Small Boy. Oh, that will be nice. Which shall I have ? 

Lect Can’t say — you pay your money, and you take your choice ! 
And now. Ladies and Gentiemen, I am ready for your commands. 

[Attends to other Customers as the Scene closes in. Curtain. 


THE VERT WILDEST WEST. 

[** The idea of transporting the Coliseum at Borne to the shores of Lake 
Michigan has been broached in all seriousness. The American Syndicate wbo 
desire to make the OoHseum an attraotire feature of the Chicago Exhibition, 
rely for success on the financial necessities of the Italian Goremment.” — 
Daily Paper.'] 

(et atiantic cabmj.) 

President JH-rr-s-n to King S-m-h-rt 
A CmcAOO Syndicate has asked me to mention that they want 
your Coliseum. What price do you ask? They would be glad of it 
for the World-Pair, which will be about the biggest thing ever seen 
on this planet. No trouble to you. We take all risks I| 

King JS-m-b-rt to President H-rr-s-n. 

Cannot discuss Coliseum subject tsill you’ve settled New Orleans 
lynching business in conformity with International Law, 

President M-rr-s-n to King JH-mb-rt 
All right. Thought you'd say that. Chicago Syndicate willing 
^ to meet your views about 

^ ^ r ^ Orleans. Bo you want 
i leading members of Grand | 


^ ^ ■« ^ ^ ^ ^ New Orleans. Bo you want 

kadin^ members ^f 

Italy, or what? Syndicate 
^^9blige. 

^ especially by moonlight. In- 
tends starting realistic scenes 
j- with Gladiators, Lions, and 
Christian Martyrs. 

King to President 

‘ On reflection, afraid people 

here wouldn’t likelt.. Sorry to have to decline your offer. 

President K-rr-s-n to King M-mb-rt 
You want ready cash. We want Coliseum. Why not strike 
bargain? Syndicate offers five million dollars. Dseful for your 
next Budget. You can remit no end of taxes. People sure to 
like that. 

King JS-mb-rt to President JH-rr-s-n. 

Couldn’t let it go so cheap. Have you thought of Parthenon ? Greek 
Govemment might part with it as a loan, on reasonable terms. 

President JH-rr-s-n to King M-mb-rt 
Thanks for suggesting Parthenon. Chicago Syndicate thfnks it’s 
not good enough. Couldn’t bring in the Lions and Martyrs very 
well. Also Parthenon by moonlight not such a safe draw as Coliseum. 

King JH-mb-rt to President JH-rr-s-n. 

Might think of it if you increased offer to ten million dollars, and 
would promise to return it within two years, in good repair, fair wear 
and tear alone excepted* 

President JH-rr-s-n to King JH-mb-rt 
Syndicate says if they have to pay so much for Coliseum, and 
return it, they must have remains of Eorum thrown in. 

King JH-mb-rt to President H-rr-s-n. 

Bon’t think we could spare ruins of Eorum. Have you thought of 
Yatioan ? We could easily spare thai. Why not approach the Pope 
on the subject? 

President H-rr-s-n to King H-mk-rt 
No, thanks I Sorry to have troubled you for nothing, hut Syndi- 
cate has ndw arranged to build a Coliseum of its own, double the 
size of youTs^ and to reproduce Eorum, Parthenon, Capitol, Yatlcan, 
as well as Windsor Castie and Westminster Abbey, out of old brown 
paper, coxwessed and hardened by a new process. Ta-ta for 
present I Hope you ’ll get over next Budget all right* 
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THINGS ONE 'W0ULD(N»T) RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

{In Mrs. Talhot de Vere STcynflyhids prawing-Eocm^ after cm of 'her grcmd Dinner-Parties where nobody gets enough to eat.) 
General GuazZeton, ‘‘"What *a that ? Tea ? No, thakks. . I nhvbb take Tea tthless I 'tb, Diked 1 ” 



ALL ADEIPT; OE, THREE MEN IN A PUNT. 

[“ The uncertainty as to the course of husiness, justifies, to a certain extent, 
the criticisms of Sir Williah Hakcotjiit and Mr. Lxbouchbbb, upon the 
proceedings of the Goyemment .’' — The Times^ 

B^lf-r. Humph I Shifting ground again I I did thinlr ve were 
inifor a quiet swim and good eport. ^ 

“ Oh ! the jolly angler’s life 
Is the best of any ! ” 

Yes, that^s all very fine, Izaai, But it depends upon your pitoh 
— and your companions. I say, Q--SCH-K, what are you up to? 
DonH let the punt swing round like that, man, I was nearly oyer, 
and my tacMe ’s fouled. 

G-sch-n {etruggling with pole). All yery well for you to sit coolly 
there and criticise me, AhthubI ^ ,Tfh-^o-o~gfJ Confound the 
punt, it ’s all oyer the place, and the stream ’s like a mill-race. 

Veil, hold on to the pole, Joexh, or we shall he all adrift. 
Ve ’d better haye kept to our first pitch ; it was quiet there, and we 
hooked one or two sizeable onea {Aside.) Fact is, you ’re such a 
fidget, you lose your fi^ and then want to change the pitch. 

Q-soh-n {aside). That’s right, grumble, gramblel Dawdling 
dufier, he sprawls across the well, m one of his infemal sesthetic 
attitudes, picks the best swim, and girds at us who haye to han^e 
the poles. Vonder Sm-th stands it. 

Sm-^th {aside). Well, it’s a good job I’m back- in the punt. 
d-scH-K may be all yery weU at i right-away race in a wager-boat,; 
when the money ’s on, and I ’ye seen him do a decent bit of baik:- 
£flhing in a pegged-down match ; but he doesrdt shme as a punter, 
though he fancies himself a second Abel Beajblex. {Aloud.) Hitoh 
on that chain, Jokdc I 

6r-«cA-» {hhwing). Hang it, I can’t. 

[Funt oscillates dangerously, nearly tipping over B-iP-n’s chair ^ 
and making his rod wobble. 

JB-lf-r. For Heayen’s sake, G-bcbc-k, mind what you ’re up to 1 
My hook’s foul in a snag, and you ’ye nearly snapped m% top-jomt. 

G-sch-n. Well, wind up, then I 


B-lf-r {muttering, and wrestling with' his rod). AIL yery well, 
man, out 1 ’ye got to get clear first. Keep her stiU a minute, do. 

[GL-sCH-isr holds on ” till he gets rea in the face, whilst B-lh-k 
tugs at his tackle. 

Sm^th (shoving strenuously). My duty— to my— pals and punt- 
must be done— at any cost ; but if tiiis is— “ the contemplatiye man’s 
recreation,”— giye me a hammock at Gieenlands I {Puffs and blows. 
Aloud.) Are yomall right, there, G-sch-k ? 

G-sch-n {petulantly). All right be blowed I What are you np to ? 

Sm-th {mildly). Trying to keep you straight, of course, my dear 
boy? 

G-sch-n. Oh I I like that / 

BAf^r {working away at his winch). Humph! We ’ye stirred up 
a quiet swim, wasted a lot of ground-bait, lost seyeral fish, and— now 
where are we ? I 

I Nm-fA. Look out, G-sch-kI We shall be fonlof that awkward 
snag if we ’re not careful ! ’ Let ’s settle down here. 


G-sch-n {^tabbing wildly with his pole) 
can’t find bottom that wul hold. Shoye, Sm-xh, and keep yonr 
end up I 

Sm-th. Just what I ’m tr^g to do. [Pushes gallantly. 

B-lf-r. Nice chance for hooking ’em after this infemal stir-np I 
Take me half an hour to get my tackle out of tangle, and then it ’ll 
be close on to shntting-np time. One big ’un and two or three little 
ones not much to return with. Look at those impudent young 
rascals ohyiking ns from the banks I Oh, for heayen’s sake, yon 
fellows, get her fixed I 

Sm^th. Hear the weir roaring, G-sch-k ? We ’re getting too near 
“ Danger,” dear hoy. That ’s right, you ’ye got ground there. Now, 
then hold her up I hold her up ! 

G-seh-n {a Up-toe, and at an angle). Dash it, how she drags I I 
was all but oyer ! Come up ! There, Sm-th, shoye her up sharp, or I 
shall he ofic, or lose the pole 1 

Sm-th {shoving his hardest). All right I Shoye it is II Hold on, 
G-sch-w,— J’ m here ! 1 1 

Rude Boys {from the bank). Yah— Boo I Better git out and walk, 
and let hus pole that pnnt for yer P 


s pole). All yery well— but I 
Shoye, Sm-xh, and keep yonr 
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OHILD»8 CHIT-CHAT. 

{Poshly written for ^proposed msertion in certain of Mr, PwncJCs 
Feminine Contemporaries,) 

I)EATnr.sx Lena,— W e are now back from Heme Bay, where, staying 

at Mrs. *8* Boarding House, we met some of the smartest people. 

If eyer you yisit this delightful watering-place, mind you look 

Mrs. up. She is a most charming creature, and the poulet rStt 

au sauce pain at the table d'hote^ is simply charming. Her terms, 
considering the company you meet, are yery reasonable. How, 1 
know you want to learn aU about my new gowns. Well, the Pater 

)thini 


insisted that 1 should send to the • 


Clot] 


Lg Company, of 

for patterns. He says (dear old boy !) that we should “patronise 
British Industry.” I got, amongst other delightful netions, the 
cleyerest idea possible in stripes, and intending to be very economical, 

bought a paper pattern from in Street. Well, I turned 

out, all by myself, a most stylish frock, which Isabelle says suits 
me to the ground. But the task exhausted both my intelligence and 

industry. The rest of the materials I took to Madame .>f 

Street, and she is sim] ' 
a lo 


them lovely I I think I told you 

that Madame is supplying 

most of the dresses that be 
worn at Jessie Jones’ (you know, 
the daughter of Lady Jones) wed- 
ding. Lady Smith will look 
simply superb iu rhubarb-tart 
satin, and the Countess of Col- 
HOLEBOBoroH has a wonderful 
gown made of sijuash - beetled 
colouredvelvet slashed with green, 
that is sure to be the talk of the 
Eow until the end of the Season ! 

Of course, we have been to all 
the Private Views. We miss the 
Qrosyenor very much, for the Hew 
is scarcely a substitute. However, 
I saw several smart people at the 
latter place— some of them ladies 
of title, my dear. At the door I 

found standing one of ^*8, of 

Street, victorias. They are 

very nice, and, as they can be 
bought on the three years’ hire 
system, most convenient. The 
pictures at the Academy struck 
me as rather dull this year. Of 
course, everybody is much struck 
with Mr. Fildes’ “ Doctor By 
the way, i£ the poor little patient 
is suffermg from induenza (as I 
fancy he is), he would have ob- 
tain^ immediate relief by taking 

*s . But leaving medical 

subjects out of the question, there 
are other gloomy pictures— besides 
patients, heaps of prisoners, and 
lots of paupers. Fortunately, most 
of these last are “skied,” which 
is a blessing I I hear that the 
Academicians have bought Mr. 
Caldeeon’s picture out of the 
Chantrey Bequest. So selfish to 
deprive the public of the chance I 
However, as the subject is a li^e 



PEACE.” 

Statue or the Right Hon., Ahthuk Q-oleouh. 


{Out of the Academy^ 

Yuque^ perhaps it is just as well that it should be buried in the 
Diploma G-allery. 

The usual gaiety last week. Mrs. Pabagbabh Pbesscutterbt 

gave a magnmcent Ball at Square. The whole of the garden 

was coverea in by Messrs. , of — Street, and the massed 

Bands of the Cavalry Brigade at supx^ed the Music. The 

supper (fuinished by Messrs. — of Street), was served in the 

Lawn Cncket Saloon, and the gigantic apartment was crammed the 
whole evening. I know you lie recipes. I extract the following 
from ^s Guide to Grub, a capital brochure published at a sMUiug. 

“ Pick, wash (in plenty of water), and drain 2 lbs. of crab-shells without 
bruising them. Pare and core some well shaped apples. When these are 
well heated, add the^ spinach. Cut into neat imces a dish of lamb’s fry, and 
fry it a nice brown in the- bacon liquor. Boil all together till the syrup is 
Traced to half the quantity, then lay the lemon peel on the apples, and pour 
the syrup over them.” trr , k 

It k a Russian dish, and is called B^sh. You must tell me what 
you thin k of it. Ever your most loving friend, Sillie. 

* Hames and addresses of tradespeople, &c., editorially suppressed ntitil 
arrangements haye been completed in the Advertisement Department. | the Darby 1 ’ 


ROBERT AT THE DARBY. 

Bx snm strange cobinoidenoe as I ain’t the least abel to account 
for, the anmial buthday of my much better half fell this year on the 
grate Darby Day I and so we both agreed as weed have one more j^y 
happy day together, ewen if so he as we never had another. So oh I 
sets, and I takes two box seats houtside a homnibus and ioux spank- 
ing Bays, I think they calls ’em, coz they was such a butiful dark 
brown colour, and for which I paid no less than 12s. 6d, a peace, and 
with our pockets pretty well stuffed full of sanwiohes, and jest a nice 
little fiarsk of summut nice, never mind what, off we sets for the 
City at nine a clock, hay hem, and at nine forty hy the church clock 
off we starts on our perrylus journey, reddy, as the Poet says, to dash 
through thick and thin. 

As it appened it was fortunet as we was so prepared, for, strange 
to say, we hadn’t got so werry far from Lundon Bridge, when, by 
sum mistake of the Clark of the whether, as our jolly Coachmau told 
us, it began for to rain, but he said as how as he knowd as much 
about the Darby wether as most men, as he ’d driven there about 
twenty timesj in the larst duzzen years, and what we was a having 

was ony a parsing shower. How 
it was I ooudnt quite undustand, 
for whether we druv fast or 
whether we druv slow, doose a bit 
coud we get away from that 
parsing shower. However, tho’ 
we did both get jolly wet, we had 
sum capital ftm, for we seed no 
less than too coaches and four 
upset in the road, and to see the 
poor passengers all a standing in 
the mud, which it was about 
amost up to their nees, and a 
wuudering what time they shood 
get to the Darby, was more thau 
enuff to console us, and we all 
larfed artily and left ’em. Such 
is human Hatur 1 
Before we both got quite wet 
through, I got my best beloved a 
seat inside, and, strange to say, 
although she was werry much 
Bcrowged, she axshally prefurrd 
it to setting out in the ram along 
of me. It may have bin thorts 
of her new Bonnet. Such agane 
is human Hatur! Luckily, jest 
after she left me, one of our 
wheels sunk down in a werry 
deep ole, and all on us on my 
side had to get down into the 
fearful mud, and wait till our 
gallant steeds pulled it out again, 
and, unluckily, the one as pulled 
hardest, let his foot slip^ and sent 
a reglar shower of whity-brown 
mud aU over me from top to toe, 
or ray ther, from At to Boots, and 
I was in that orfnl state that all 
onr set, Coachman and all, acshally 
roared with laxfter. Such again, 
I fears, is human Hature I 
When we got to the Darby, in 
course our fust thort was lunch, 

acaaemv.) ^ beyondlaymg 

^ ' the cloth, there came such a reglar 

buster of an ail storm that we was all drove bunder the homnibus 
for shelter, and when it leaved off, and I went on the roof, the table 
cloth was about three inches thick with round ale stones I AH, that 

J *1X5 1 J J • * .« 7mm 
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as a difB-oult lunch that was, and beat all my xperience in that line. 

I didn’t see much of the race, I didn’t, for as it pored in torrents 
all the time, I had to seek for a shelter, and under a omnibus is not 
a werry f avrabel place to get a good view of a horse-race, but ewery 
body seemed to speak of it as a werry common one, whatever that 
may mean. However we was hamply xeokompensed by the moat 
wunderful site as praps was hever seen in the shape of hnmberellers. 
Hevery body had one, and heveryhody put it hup, so, as my better 
harf poetically expressed it, it was xacly like a most butiful field of 


rXably fortuate in cnmming back, as it didnT rain 
near so much as it did in the morning, and quite left off jest as we 

g ot home. My sweet darling didn’t grumbel a bit at me for giving 
er snob a reglar damper for her birthday, but the werry Imt thing 
as she did say that night was, “ Thank you, Robbbt dear, for your 
little hollids^, but I think that we won’t spend my next buthday at 


Robert. 



THE SERGEANT-AT-ARMS^ DREAM OF THE BAR OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 

{If Delegates from everywhere are allowed to appear Qiere^ and air their grievatwes,) 
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THE COLISEUM— AT CHICAGO ! 

{Imitated— at a res^edfuX distance — from E. A. Poe.) 

[“ It is stated tliat a Syndicate of American Capit^ists lias 
been formed with the object of purchasing the remains of the 
Colisetun at Borne, and transporting them to Chicago.”} 

« Bartered to make a Yankee Holiday.” 

I. 

Ttpe of wolf-nurtured Home I Bioh reli<iuary 
Of splendour (and of slaughter) left to Time, 

By centuries of ante-Yankee pomp ! 

At length— at length— after so many days, 

Of ruined majesty, and rotting pride 

(Pride which Chicago will transmute to dollars), 

There is a chance for you, a right smart chance, 

Of turning to some profitable end , , , 

Thy size, thine age, thy grandeur, gloom, and glory I 

n. 

Yastness I and Age I and Memories of Eld ! 

Silence I and Desolation I and dim Night I 
■Where are ye now ? Poe said he felt your strength, 
But Poe was but a poet. ^ Better far 
Be turned to “bizness” in a dime Museum,^ 

Or trotted out, for cents, at the World’s Fair 
Than rot away beneath Home’s ruddy stars I 
in. 

Here a smart Syndicate shall set you up, 

Here, where we slaughter swine as Home did slaves, 

(A sanguine carnival of sausage-meat). 

Here, where Chicago beUes their braided hair 
Pile in Greek knots,— to gaze on brawn and gristle 1 
Here, where in gilded cars the pork-kings loll. 

Driven Mammon-like unto their marble homes. 

Lit by the wan light of the eleotrio arc, 

Swift-wheeled and silent-tyred o’er wood or stone. 

IV. 

You ’ll pay ! These walls— these ivy-clad arcades— 
These mouldering plinths— these sad and blackened 
shafts— 

These vague entablatures— this wreck— this ruin— 

Are worth the carriage o’er the Atlantic foam, 

And the tall price that Italy will ask,— 

If she shoulfisell you to Porkopolis 1 

T. 

“ No fear I ’’—Bourse Echoes answer me—** no fear 1 ” 
Italy is hard up, her bare Exchequer 
Forebodes fiuaTicial ruin to her realm. 

We many-dollared Syndicates rule all. 

We rule the hearts of Ministers— we rule 
With a despotic sway ambitious minds ; 

We are omnipotent. Shall pallid stones 
Contend for power with us r— shall antique fame, 

Or mere word-wizardry of old renown, 

Match the gold-magic that encircles 

‘* Rings,” “ Comers,” “ Syndioatefs ” P Ridiculous ! 

Not all the mysteries that hang upon 

Old Edax Rerum like a wizard’s garment. 

May match that Master-Mage— the Almighty Dollar I ! 

ODR PARTICULAR TIP COMES OFF RIGHT I 

You may remember that last week, just before the 
Derby, 1 furnished you with a prophecy. So that there 
might be no doubt about it, I named the absolute First, 
Second, and Third. Said I (page 255), ** We may take it 
that the winner will be found out of the CommoreP But 
this was not enough. That aR should secure One, Two, 
and Three, I wrote, “Well might FnAngois Pfemteu 
have observed (as I do), * Bravo, Gouverneur! ’ ” implying 
that the French horse was ce^in of a place. But I went 
further still; I gave the Third. I careftdly iniroduced 
in my short article the name of eveiy probable starter, 
save Martenhursti who consequently became ** the Field.” 
And what did I say of the Field ? Why, “ This year’s 
Derby will be won by one of two. It wm either jfall to 
the Favourite or the Field.” Surely tiiis was good enough 
to point out No. 8 ? Cheques from grateful packers may 
be sent to 85, Fleet Street, addressed to 

The Odd Mak Out. 

Sfw: WkrxTCB oir “The Mtoihuos Dbclosubes.”— 
This here ’s ^e bold Turj^m. ” 



UNCONSCIOUS CCNFES8ION. 

Old BacMor {who (Mters for himself )* “Mbs. Smith, I didn't oabe hoe that 
Leg of Mutton I bought yesterday. It had a Queee Flavoue 1 ” 
Landlady* “Oh, Sie, it was a Beauty I and so j)Bii0J0V3Lr TssdjsrP* 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Home of Commons^ Monday Nighty May 25.— Members coming back in 
slightly increased numbers. Habcouet returned from his wandering to and 
fro. Akees-Douglas back after bis influenza experience ; presently coming up 
to “ tell ” in a division, is welcomed by a cheer that rises as heartily from Oppo- 
sition Benches as from Ministerial ranks. Jach- 
80N also back out of the Shadowed Talley ; Goest, 
in his piaoe again, sprinkles fine pinches of subli- 
mated cayenne pepper upon CeAwfobd afid others 
who want to know about Manipur. 

But though various beuches filled up with 
familiar figures, Members look round in vain for 
one ; finding it not, will not be comforted. Where 
is Old Moeality ? Last time he was seen was 
on the Thursday preceding the holidays. He had 
come back newly elected for the Strand; took 

S art in business of sitting; just before dinner 
[embers had watched his lithe figure disappearing 
towards the doorway, and he had been seen no 
more. House had met again on the following 
night ; had adjourned for the truncated holiday ; 
had met again ; and stiR Old Mobahty’s seat 
was vacant, and there dwelt in the fund memory 
only that parting back view. 

JoKiM occupying, but not filling. Old Mob at-tty’s 
seat, wanted to talk about various things; but ever 
the conversation came back to the theme that filled 
all thoughts. Haecouex wanted to know about 
fixing the day for debate on Manipur; Henry 
Fowlee hankered after an understanding about 
the Factory and Workshops BiR. Everybody but 
Jemmy Lowtmjbe wanted to know about ike 
Education BiR ; Tm Heaty was curious M leam 
« ^ B m . course would he taken with to Db 

Back yum of a Buthlecs Tyrant. CoBAiir. !Ile aMwer -was ever the same. “Eie 
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House,” said Joeim, nervously rubbing bis bands, “ must await tbe Old Morality, fresh from Cabinet Cotinoil, knew that hope would 
return of my Eight Hon, friend, which we expect will be celebrated be disappointed. G-overnment had decided to accept compromise 
on Wednesday.” ^ ^ proffered by ISTewfoundland Legislature ; consequently Sir Wttxtahc 

Well,” said Habcoxjbt, in one of his stage asides, “this is a Yallance Whitbway, would not appear at the Bar. 

revelation indeed. Always thought Old Houalitt was an easy- It is Old Moraltty’s little way to put on appearance, in whatever 


the Ministry. He takes no one into his confidence, but broods over the 
destinies of the Empire in the hanghty solitude of the watch-tower at 
Walxner. ^ When he goes away for short holiday, public business 
entirely dislocated. No one can say or do anything except hoarsely 
whisper his name. Joxiic lives in a slate of terror, and even the 
martial spirit of Georoe HAMTT.Toir cowers in recollecting his 
presence. Only shows how prone humanity is to error. We and the 
rublie generally have created for ourselves an Old Mobalitt, a 
genial, beaming, modest, unobtrusive personalty, always ready to 
oblige, desirous of meeting the views of Members in all parts of the 
House, anxious only to do his duty to his Queen and Country. 
Whereas it is clear he is a martinet of the severest type, a ruthless 
tyrant, a man who rules with a rod of iron, and keeps Ms followers 
in a condition of abject personal terror.” 

JBiMiness done^ — Yote on Account taken. Incidentally, Old 
M oRiT-TTY^s character brought out in its true light. 

Tuesday, — ^Amurath: to Amurath succeeds. We had a Lord 
Eloho, and, thank Heaven! we have one still— not exactly the 

same, but curiously rernimscent 
invoice and gesture. This suc- 
cession of sou to sire is one of 
bhe happiest arrangements of the 
British Constitution, one most pro- 
* mising for its maintenance and 

prosperity. If the House of Lords, 
peremptorily and selfishly, appro- 
m priated our Elchos and our Ga- 

THORNE Habdts, tuxnihsr them 



Gone Over to the 
Majority. 


without debate Second Heading of Newfound- 
land Fisheries Bill shall be taken.' “ A mere 
form, you know,” he said, nodding in friendly 
fashion across the table at Harcourt. “Every- 
thing is amicably settled ; we certainly won’t 
mention Bill again for three weeks, aild then 
only to withdraw it. Let us read it now a 
second time just for the fun of the thing.” 

Crowded House sat for a moment in gloomy 
disappointment, irresponsive to the cheerful 
presence of Old Morality, who succeeded in 
looking as if he had said something which, 
though of no serious importance, was calculated 
to he generally acceptable. Actual position 
was something akin to what used to happen in 
St. I ames’s Hall when Manager came forward to 
announce that, owing to sudden cold, Mr. Sims 
Eeeves would not be able to sing. Members 
p glared round as if they were going to ask for 
their money back; increasingly aggravating to 
have Old Morality still noddling and smiling 
on Treasury Bench. ^ If he thought they were 
going to be put off in that way, shoula learn 
^ he was mistaken ; so Debate raged over three 
hours, at end of which, Old Morality, swear- 
ing he would ne’er consent to adjournment of 
Debate, consented. 

Just now, Arers-Douglas moved Writ for 


XJ A JI XF JP, ULieJUUL juaioriw. TW TRI xi • XL /'I'x 1 --- 

into Earl of Wemtss, and Yiscoxint 

Cranbrook, leaving us no snbsti- 8^®^’ 

tute or compensation, that long- 

threatened mstitution would be Newfoundland Fisheries BiE shelved. 

finally doomed. But, by bene- JPndray.— J oexm had another tumble. Came dowu with light 
Scent arrangeu^nt, when Elcho heart at Morning Sitting, proposing to run Budget BiU through 

Committee. Henry Fowler, certaiuly not an obstructive party, 
the one to become Earl ot Wemtss, objected, on constitutional ground, that Chancellor oe Exchequer 
Lord Cb^brook, wm asking House to propose taxation for purposes not yet defined, 
behold! fhere step into them places “ dive us your Education Bill first,” said Fowler, “ and then we ’li 
other, and younger men, beanng vote the Budget that provides ways and means. No Education Bill, 
the old name. no Budget.” 

JoKiHme.Uywithdrew,aBdHousetook 

+Ikf H continuous blundering not cheerful for Ministers ; wonderful 

Tip; more than usually beaming to-night. 
Li Don t understand till Gazette comes out, when, looking d<^ Birth- 

g,ves, and him that ta^s. The day List, find they ’ve made him a Privy Councillor. 

House of Lords is strengthened by My Eight Hon. friend, if I mav call him so.” sara the MisTireu-tt 


^ xr*-D'n'o-+/> "V jljulovcj: came across one wno Qia equally; 

U rf . Bitole; U. MtU. «. A1 

5®^®'^ on Budget Bill; Harcourt discourses at large on 
Joxnistoanc®. Jobim sits listening with amused air. Life is on the 

whole to him a senous thing. But there is one episode that suffuses it ODE BOOKING-OFFICE. i 

BAEOir.-Let me «oommend to yow fayotmable Bofioe. i 
Zw JX V ® ^ ^ yo" readers, “ Stone* fold at Twilight” by Mrs! ' 

deal of Harcourt^s aptitude for finance \ad when JoziM^d emded Moulton, the American poetess, who has demonstrated ^ 


Bmtnees (Zewe.— House agrees to make holidav on tbp Dprbv Tiav ^so look at OM Ttme Punishments, by Mr. Wtt.t.tam Andrews, 

-TO j « >“»»BieesTOinaKenoiiaayoiittieI>erbyDay., wbo gives an e^ustiye aoootmt of ancieat pumshmeiits. copjoialy ; 

Thursdat /. — Orn TVTn-oATTrFv v >1 . j ••l.j . wpxvitoxjr 


IT nim exception oi slight Italian accent (particularly icreiathers. How^are yo 
I noti<^ble m his pronunciation of the word “ Newfoundland ”} he’s Conquerors f 

*1“^ far advanced, wished he ffln/gwel 

_ JReph, from Baron de 


reiathers. How "are you getting along wjtth George Meredith^ 
ne of Our Conquerors f Yours, . . 

TTrati Clerk in the Booking-Oepioe. 
Beplg from Baron de A- IT.— Mislaid “ Tbe Gko; ir.^s” fifrt 


BXaoir.sE BooE-Voito. 

- ’ . . 'i : , ! ' L 


NOTlCE.-:-'Rejeieted Commumcations or Contributions, ’wketh^ HS: Printed Matfpr ‘ ^ ~ ^ , t 

s„”? ar bV “s&r — s 
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VOCES POPULI. 

AT A MUSIC HALL. 

ISCENB— Auditorium of a Music Mall, the patrons of which are 
respectalle, hut in no sense “ smarV^ The occupants of the 
higher-'priced seats appear to have dropped in ^ less for the 
purpose of enjoying the entertainment than of discussing their 
private affairs—’though this does not prevent them from applaud-^ 
ing everything with generous impartiality. 

The Chairman, Ladies and Q-entlemen, the Celebrated Charaoter- 
Daettists and Yariety Artistes, the Sisters Silyeetwang-, will appear 
next ! 

{^They do ; They have just sung a duet in praise of Nature with 
an interspersed step^dance, “ Oh, A love to ^ear the echo 
on the Moun’4,ingP^ {Tiddity^iddity-iddity-^iddity-um!) 
^^AndtolistentothetinkleoftheFoun-tingP^ [Tiddity, 

A White-capped Attendant {taking advantage of a pause, plain- 
tively), Sengwidges, too-penoe ! 

Voluble Lady in the Shilling Stalls {telling her Male Companion an 
interminahle story with an evasive point), Ho, hut you ’ear what I ’m 
going to tell you, because I’m coming to it presently. I can’t 
remember his name at this moment — something like Budkin, but 
it wasn’t that, somewhere near Bond Street, he is, or a street ofE there ; 
a Scotchman, but that doesn’t matter 1 {Here she breaks off to hum 
the Chorus of^* Good Ole Mother-in- 
LawP^ which is being sung on the 
stage,) Well, let me see — what was I 
telung you? Wait a minute, excuse 
me, oh, yes, — totfZZ, there was this 
picture, — mind you, it’s a lovely 
painting, but the frame simply nothing, 
not that I go by frames, myself, o’ 
course not, but I fetched it down to 
show him — oh, I know what you ’E 
say, but he must know something \ 
about such things ; he knew my uncle, 
and I can tell you what he he ’s a 
florist, and married nineteen years, 
and his wife ’s forty — ^years older than 
me, but I’ve scarcely spoke to her, 
and no children, so^I fetched it to show 
him, and as soon as he set eyes on it, 

he says {Female “ Character- 

Comic^* on Stage, lugubriously, **^Ri- 
tolderiddle, ol deray. ritolderiddle, 

(Ade-ri-ido ! *^) I can’t tell you how 
old it is, but ’undreds of years, and 
Chinese, I shouldn’t wonder, but we 
can’t trace its ’istry— that ’s what he 
said, and if he don’t know, nobody 
does, for it stands to reason he must 
be a judge, though nothing to me, — f 
when I say nothing, I mean all I ^ 

know of him is that he used to be 

{Tenor Vocalist on Stage, “My Sweet- / 
heart when a Bo-oy ! ”1 I always like 
that song, don’t your Well, and this is what I was wanting .ijo 
tell you, she got to know what I ’d done — how is more’n I can tell 
you, but she did, and she come straight in to where I was, and I see 
in a minute she ’d been drinking, for drink she does, from morning 
to night, but I don’t mind that, and her bonnet all on the back of 

her head, and her voice that’usky, she {Tenor, “She sang a 

Song of Home Sweet Home—a song that reached my heart ! ”) And 
I couldn’t be expected to put up with that, you know, butjl haven’t 
’alf told you yet— &c,, (S;o. 

In the BeseevedIStails. 

First Professional Lady, resting,** io Second Ditto {as Miss 
Floeeib Fouahbe appears on Stage), Hew dresses, to-night. 

Second Ditto, Tes. {Inspects Miss F.’s costume,) Something 
wrong with that boy’s dress in front, though, out too low. Is that 
silver bullion it ’s tnmmed with P That silver stuff they put on my 
pantomime- dress has turned quite yellow I 

First Ditto, It will sometimes. . Hid you know any of the critics 
when you were down at Slagtown for the Panto ? 

Second Ditto, I knew the Grimeshire Mercury, and he said most 
awfully rude things about me in his paper. I was rather rude to 
him at rehearsal, but we made it up afterwards. You know Lilt’s 
married, dear f 

First Ditto, What— laXT ? You don’t mean it ! 

Second Ditto, Oh, yes, she is, though. She went out to Buenos 
Ayres, and the other day she was taken in to dinner by the Bishop 
of the Friendly Islands. 

First Ditto, A Bishop ? Fancy ! That is getting on, isn’t it ? 

Miss Foljambe (on Stage, acknowledging an encore). Ladies and 
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Gentlemen, I am very much obliged for your kind receplaoii this 




ope to remain, Ladies and Gentlemen, always your obedient ’umble 
servant to command— Floeeie Foijtambe ! 

[ Tumultuous applause, and hornpipe. 
Chairman, Professor Boodiee, the renowned Imitator of Birds, 
will appear next ! ^ ^ „ 

The Professor {on Stage), Ladies and Gentlemen, I shall com- 
mence by an attempt to give you an imitation of that popular and 
favourite songster, the Thrush — better known to some of you,^ I 
daresay, as the Throstle, or Mavis! {He gives the Thrush — which 
somehow doesrft “ goP) I shall next endeavour to represent that 
celebrated and tuneful singing-bird— the Sky-lark. {He does it, 
but the Lark doesrCt quite come off,) I shall next try to give you 
those two sweet singers, the Male and Female Canary— the gentle- 
man in the stalls with the yellow ’air will represent the female bird 
on this occasion, he mnst not be offended, for it is a ’igh coi^liment 
I am paying him, a harmless professional joke. {The Canaries 
obtain but tepid acknowledgments,) I shall now conclude my illus- 
trations of bird-life with my celebrated imitation of a waiter drawing 
the cork from a bottle of gingerbeer, and drinking it afterwards. ^ 
[Does so ; rouses the audience to frantic enthusiasm, and retires 
after triple re-call. 

The Voluble Lady in the Shilling 
Stalls {during the performance of a 
Thrilling Mehdramatic Sketch), I’ve 
nothing to say against her ’usban’, a 
quiet, respectable man, and always 
treated me as a lady, with grey whis- 
kers — but that’s neither here nor 
there— and I speak of parties as I find 
them— lociZ. That was a Thursday. 
On the Saturday there came a knock 
at my door, and I answered it, and 
there was she. saying, as cool as you 

please {Heroine on Stage, “Ah, 

no, no— you would not ruin me P You 
will not tell my husband P ”) So I 
told her. “I’m very sorry,” I says, 
“ hut I can’t lend that frying-pan to 
nobody.” So I got up. Two hours 
after, as I was going downstairs, she 
come out of her room, and says,— 
“’Alio, Bose, ’ow are yer?” as if 
nothing had ’appened. “Oh, jolly,” 
I says, or somethink o’ that sort— J 
wasn’t going to take no notice of her— 
and she says, “ Going out P ” like that, 
I says, “ Oh, yes ; nothing to stay in 
for,’’ I says, careless-like ; so Mrs. 
Pjeeb, she never said nothing, and J 
didn’t say nothing ; and so it went on 
till Monaay— tasS / Her ’usban’ met 
me in the passage ; and he said to me — 
good-tempered and civil enough, I must 

say— he said ( Villain on Stage, “ Curse you I I ’ve had enough of 

this fooling I Give me money, or I ’ll twist your neck, and fling you 
into yonder mill-dam, to drown 1 ”) So o’ course I ’d no objection to 
that ; and all she wanted, in the way of eatables and drink, she *ad 
—no, let me finish my story first. Well, just fancy *er now I She 


—and the only remark I made, not meaning anythink, was- 
{Hero on Stage, “You infernal, black-hearted scoundrel I this is 
your work, is it ? ”) Well, I corildn’t ha’ put it more pleasant than 
that, could I P and old Mr. Fixkin, as was settin’ on it, he says to 

me, he says {Hero, “Courage, my darling! You shall not 

perish if my strong arms can save you. Heaven help me to rescue 



[Exit, having thorougMy enjoyed her evening. 


To Rose Horreys as “ Hora.^^ 

Heae Rose, in your way, you’re as brimful of Art 
As a picture by Bbvnoids, a statue by Gibson ; 

And we ’ll never cut you, though we don’t like your part, 
Pretty Bose, in A DolPs House, as written by Ibsen* 

Yet we crowd on yonr track, as the hounds on the quarry’Sf 
And, though carping at Nora, delight in our Hobebts, 


VOD.’^O, 


BB 
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A DAY IN THE LAW COURTS. 

{A page fT<m the Fosthumom Dimry of the late Mr, Pepys,) 
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[MR. PUNCH’S “ TABLEAU.” SOCIETY IN COURT.] 

Up betimes and to the Court at the New Palace of Jnstioe hard by 
the Strand, and near the sign of the 0riffi.a which has taken the 
place of Temple Bar, upon which did stand long ago the heads of 
traitors. There did I see a crowd high and low trying to get in. 
But the custodiaTis and the police mighty haughty, but withal 
courteous, and no one to be adniitted witiiout a ticket signed by the 
Lord Chief Justice. And I thought it was a good job my wife was 
not with me. She had a great longing to see a sensation action (as 
the journals have it), and she being of afiery disposition and not com- 
placent when refused, mi^t have made an uproar, which would have 
vexed me to the heart. But in truth I found no trouble. It did 
seem to me that they did not see me as I entered in. And plenty of 
room and no crowding, at which I was greatiy contented, as I love not 
(^sning. Pretty to see the crowd of fine folks! And there were 
those who had opera-glasses. And when the Bench was occupied by 
the Lord Chief Justioe—a stately gentleman— and the other persons 


of quality, how they did gaze I And the dresses of the ladies very 
fine, and did make the ]^aoe— which was splendid, and they teu 
me the largest in the building— like a piece at the play-house! 
And the Counsel, how they did talk! Mighty droll to hear them 
contradict ! One would have it that Black was White ; which con- 
vinced me I had fallen into errorj until another had it that he who 
had spoken was wrong, and White was Black! Good lack! who 
shall decide when Counsel difier P and I was mightily content that 1 
was not on tbe jury, although one of these good people did have the 
honour of asking a question of His Royal Highness. And it was 
answered most courteously, at which 1 was ^eatly pleased and con- 
tented. Then did 1 hear the witnesses. In a mighty dread that 1 might 
be called myself I Per that which did seem plain enough when he 
who was in the box was asked by his Counsel, did appear all wrong 
when another questioned him* And the Jury, looking wise, and making 
notes. And it is droll to see how civil everyone is to the Jur3% who, 
methinks, are no cleverer than any of us P The Lord Chief Justice 
himself STniling upon them, and mighty courteous I And met my 
friend, A. Butevless^ Junior, who it seems, is always in the Court8| 
and yet doeth no busmess. And he did say that it was the strongest 
Bar in England. And he did tell me how Sir Cuabtes was eloquent, 
and Sir Edwabd was clever at fence, and how young Master 
Gill was most promising. And I noticed how one fair Lady, who 
was seated on the Benclu did seem to arrange everything. And 
many beauties there, who 1 did gaze upon with satisfaction. To see 
them in such gay attire was a pretty sight, and did put mv heart in 
a flutter. And 1 was pleased when the Court ad j oumed for luncheon ; 
and it did divert me much to see what appetites they aU had I Some 
had brought sandwiches, and, how they did eat them ! But the Lord 
Chief Justice soon back agam, and more witnesses examiTied until 
four of the clock, when the day was over. So home, and described 
to my wife what I had seen, exo^t the damsels. 
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T-piTnrc! a nATNrnrnArn?^Q “HTA'PV In the middle of dinner there was a fiendisli row outside. I saw 

LlLKYjiiO ±K(JM a {jLNVWALh o 1/iAttI. Choekle turn pale, while the Colonel got purple with 

BiUBbury^ Sunday^ May 25.— Chokele^s dinner came ofi last fury, and upset his champagne as he turned to say something to the 
night. The dinner-nour was seven o^clock. Chokkee’s house is in hutler. Discovered afterwards that the disturbance was caused by 
The Gfrove, a sort of avenue of detached houses shaded by trees. The two of the young Choebxbs, who had ^t out of their bedrooms, and 
Colonel himself was magnificent. He wore a most elaborately-frilled were lyin^ in ambush for the dishes. Hobbes Leviathlait Chobkeb 
shirt-front, with three massive jewelled studs. His waistcoat was had carried off a dish of sweetbreads, for which Stbaepobb 
beautifully embroidered in black with a kind of vine-leaf pattern, Thoeough Choeeee had expressed a liking. The result was, 
the buttons being of silver, with the regimental badge embossed that Hobbes LEYiATBrAir got^ his head punched by Sibaepobb 
upon them. His handkerchief was a gorgeous one of blue silk. He Thoeough, who then rubbed his face with sweetbread, 
wore it in Ms waistcoat, carefully arranged, so as to show all round After dinner there was music, but not a whiff of tobacco, 

above the opening* It looked something like the ribbon of some Mother comes to open the Bazaar on Wednesday. 

Order at a distance. Mrs. Chobkle is rather a pleasant woman, 

with a manner which suggests that she is much trampled on by her •SiTTrn'DiJi’rk ■ra'TQT 3''D v 

domineering husband. How on earth she ever induced herself to MioJliitl. 

msurry Mm I can’t make out. The oMef guests were Sir Chabies June 6iA , — Rather gratifying to find that my service to the 
and Lady Peepolb. Sir Cka-rtes’s father was a large Billahury Church— I don’t mean Church Services— have at length been recog- 
oontraotor, who made no end of money, and represented Billshnry in nised. Just received intimation of my appointment to Bishopric of 
the House a good many years ago. He was eventually made a Riohborough. How wild it mil make my demr old friend. Canon 
Baronet for Ms services to the Party. The present Sir Cwa-rt,e8 Stabbottlb, to be sure I Well— I must accept it as a callj I suppose I 
doesn’t take much interest in July. — Had no idea being 

poMos, occupying himself | made a Bishop was such an 

expensive business. Ho end of 
o£S.oials connected with Cathe- 
dral, all of whom demand their 
fee. After spending at least 
d6600 in this way, found there 
was an additional fee of a 
hundred guineas for “ induc- 
tion into the temporalities.” 
As there are no temporalities 
nowadays. tMs is simply ex- 
tortion. Remarked so to tiie 
\ Dean, who replied (nastily, I 
think) , “ Oh, it ’s for the inte- 
rest of the Church not to have 
paupers for Prelates.” I re- 
torted at once, rather ably, 
that “I could not conceive a 
better plan for bringing Pre- 
lates to pauperism than the 
exaction of extortionate fees 
at Installation.” Dean ze- 

S lied, sneeringly, “ Oh, if you 
on’t value the honour, I sup- 


Baronet for Ms services to the Party, 
doesn’t take much interest in 
polities, occupying himself 
cMefly in hunting, <§:o., hut 
they are iweople of great con- 
sideration iu Billshnry ; in fact 
Lady Pemeolb is the leader of 
Society in Billsbury, and not 
to know them is to argue your- 
self un^owu. Sir Cwa-rt;f 8 
himself is an Oxford man, and 
we had a ^d deal of talk 
about the old place. 

“ Yes,” he said, “ I was at 
the House more than thirty 
years ago, and to tell you the 
truth, it’s the only House (with 
a capital H), that I ever wanted 
to in.” 

The fact of the matter, so 
Jereak told me, was that Sir 
Cwabt.vs did once want to 
stand for Parliament, hut 
somehow or other the scheme . 
fell through, and since then 
he’s always spoken rather bit- 
terly of the House of Com- 
mons. ^ Their daughter, whom 
I took in to diimer, is a very ^ 
pretty girl of nineteen, with 
plenty to say for herself . She 
told me they were going to be 
in London for about ihree 
weeks in June and July, so I 
hope to see something of mem. 

B^des the Peneobbs there 
w^e Mr. and Mrs. Tollahb ; 
Mrs.TGXXAHB in a. green sUk 
dress with more^gold chains 
wound about vanous parte of 
her person than I ever saw on 
any other woman. TwoofBLoeis 
of Ceobexe’s Yolunteers were 
there with their wives, Major 
an enormous, red- 
whiskered man who doesn’t 


ASSISTED EDUCATION 


don’t value the honour, I sup- 
pose there’s still time for you 
to resign.” Resign, yes ; but 
should I get back my five or 
six hundred pounds P 
JVext Tear. — Strange, how 
I seem to he singled out for 
preferment. Am to he“ trans- 
lated,” it seems, to diooese of 
Minchester. Can’t very well 
j refuse, hut really am only just 
getting over dram on my purse 
last year owing to my accept- 
ing Bishopric here. And on 
inquiry, find that fees at Min- 
ohestermuoh heavier than any- 
where else I Is this really a 
oall ? Certainly a call on my 
pocket. And my family cost 
PI I I such a tremendous lot. And 

then I’ve had to do up the 
Palace, left by my predecessor 
r shocking state of disrepair ! 

y worst apprehensions were realised 1 Fee for Conseora- 


muon, privately, of Palace left by my uredeoessor 

Chobheb^ ability ^ a solder, and Captain Yathajt, a dapper little in a perfectly shocking state of disrepair ! * 

o ^ weakness it is to pretend to know aH about smart Xater.— My worst apprehensions were realised 1 FeeforConseora- 

w f \ 4 . -o • 1 i tion^ye.' Fee for Installation, moni^roMs.' Fee for Investiture, a 

Altogether there were twenty gu^ts. Precisely at seven o’clock a perfect swindle! Isn’t there a song beginning “Promotion is 
I vfexation, Translation is as bad?” Translation is worse! Shall 

^ have to consider whether there would be anything unepisoopal 

serg^nte call for the m negotiating a little loan, or effecting a mortgage on the Palace. 

“ vaca^t'^irchbishopripl No, 


Archbishop ; 


Bankruptcy i 


memory 01 it is indigestiye. /Ilie talk was almost entirely about the creditors.' 
localmatters, the cMef subject of discussion being the MastersMp of Church? 
the Foxhounds, The present Master is not going to keep them on, 

to want Sir Chaetes Some savar 


When will they do away with gate-money in the 


A J Ip f I, 1,^ ^ TTWM.W KifM. I SoHE savants were the other day puzzling their heads to find a 

+TATI T hangs hack, Dmenlties about the subscrip- oouvenient and fatniliar word for the illTnwination produced by the 

ti n, I fancy. electrio spark. Surely it is Bdkunlight. 
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"BEROOFEN!” 

“ Well,” quoth, the Baron ns Book-Wohms, as lie sat down to 


Baron will exclaim with KamUi^ “Speak I I ^11 go no further I” 
Yet, *tis maryellous oleyer and entertainjng withal. 


“ WELL," quotn the iJaron DB JSooK-woHBis, as ne sat aown to ^ . ,, ... . xr. nr* 

dinner on a Friday, a week ago, “Imnst say I have never, never ^ f®rhapg th^ be a vacation after to attack of Mms 
been better in my life I Why, dear me, it is quite a year since I Muenza on the nnfor^te Baron. Alas I for the present, it is Za 
was ill Donna Influenza who is “ One of Our Conquerors ! ” 


wasiUP^ 

“ Beroofen ! ” exclaimed an Italian Countess of dazzling heauty, 
at the same time rapping the table with one of the bejeweued forks 
which form part of the Baron’s second-best dinner-seryLce* 

“ Why ‘ Beroofen ’ ? ” asked Ihe Baron. 

“It is a speU against the consequences of boasting,” the lady 
explained. “ My mother was a bit of a magician.” 


Donna Influenza who is “ One of Our Conquerors ! ” 

’•I' ♦ ♦ # # # 

This morning, after a fortnight of it, the Baron was about to 
announce that he was better, but at the outset he paused, corrected 
himself, and, tapping the breakfast-table with his fork, he exclaimed, 
“ Beroofen / ” 

Moral . — Be quite ^ sure you ’re out of the wood, though maybe 


“And you, my dear Countess, are bewitching. Your health!” in it, and enen then don’t congratulate yourself. 

And, pledging her, the Baron drank off a bumper of Pommery ’80 * ® “ Pommery ” also by the way, not for- 

trh seCf and laughed joyously at the notion of Ins rapping the table bemg excellent Pizzio for the Epidemic), as 

—all “table-rapping” being a past superstition, or suppersiition state oi health, and don’t forget the charm Beroofen P 

when not at dinner,— and murmuring, “ Beroofen I ” And so he 

didn’t “ Beroofen ” never passed his lips : the champagne did ; SUMMER ! 

****** {SketcTied, m metrical ^asms, ly a Sufferer therefrom.) 


“ Ugh I— I feel so shivery-and-livery. Ugh!— so chilly. Here! Di30»davs 
Send for Dr, Roeson^Roostem: PashiI” tliA ‘Rni.nTi />i onviiYias 1 />(i. •I'l 


^ oned the Baron, clapping Chill nigLts : 

Im hands, and a thousand Morning haze, 
ebon slaves hounded off to Evenmg blights ' 
execute his commands. Girev skies ’ 

Had they not done, so sJdKartii; 
they themselves nught Butterflies 
^ve suffered the fate in- 'vV'eak at birth 
tended for the commands, aioomover, 
and. have themselves been Crime under ; 
rapi^y executed. Soaked clover, 

^ ^ ^ * TT, *1 1 


Weak at birth; 


Cramped cricket, 
Arctic squall ; 
Drenched wicket, 
Soaked ball; 
Park a puddle* 
Row a slough ; 


to Baron, and dorm Labumuma pLUid ; 
mto hia tmewy olM«. It Spirits qnenohH 
WM m awful tog to have Sonls squalid ; 

the PJ^enomena. It might Tennis “off,” 

, TIT. Greek for measles, though ( 

perhaps Phenomenon might be Greek for “one measle;” but this tir i 
would he singular, very singular. We’eb quite the gt 

“I must tap yoV’ continued the friend-in-need. “No-no- ^ French, i 

don’t be alarmed. When I say ‘ tap,’ I mean sound yon.” Proph^te in French ; i 



Wheeze, sneeze ; 


Muck, muddle, 

; Slush, snow ; 
Hay-fever 
(No hay!) 

Spoilt beaver. 

Shoes asplay ; 

Lilies flopping, 
Washed-out roses ; 

OPERATIC NOTES. 


Eaves dropping, 
Red noses ; 

Pools, splashes, 
Spouts, spirts ; 
Swollen sasnes. 
Gutters, squirts ; 
Limp curls, 
Slashed hose ; 
Pretty girls, 

Damp shows ; 
Piled grates, 

Cold shivers ; 
Aohing pates, 
Sluggish livers ; 
Morn cruel, 

Eve a biter; 

Hot gruel. 

Sweet nitre ; 
Voice a creaky 
Cracked cadenza, 
Pace “ peaky,” 
Influenza 1 1 1 
Gloom growing, 
Glum, glummer 
Noses (and nothing 
eke) blow- 
ing,— 

That^s Summer! 


^ We ’be quite the gay Ereuchmen now at the Italian Opera : Faust 
m French, Manon in French, l^om^o et Juliette in French, Le 
in French ; American singers, and Dutch singers— for if Mr* 

VATO* Tl-vriir oa m-tiaVi a TkAiAVlA * - TT . 


uuiA b MO oiarmou. yy uen i Bay lap,' X mean souna you. wV *o**vix , AuioxAMau Hjiu i/uioa singers — lor it Mr* 

Th^ he began the woodpeoking business. In the character of Dvcx isn’t as mn^ a Double Dutchman as Yandeedsckkk or 
Dr. Woodpecker he tapped at the hollow oak chest, sounded the anj other Van, except Pickeoed & Co.’s, then am I myself a Dutch 
Baron s heart of oak, pronounced him true to the core, whacked him, ^ative— ^d, by the way, I ’m always equal to a dozen of ’em any 
smacked him. insiaf-ed imrtTi Lia AolliTiomi-f; << time duruifir the rifirht and urnnei* RAafiAn. fAv* TnoTtvr o 


smacked him, msisted upon his calling out “ Ninety-nine,” in various the right and proper season. Not for many a long day 

tones, so that it sounded like a duet to the old words, without much Jiififht has there b^n a better show at Covent Garden. Miss 
of the tune— Ea^mes, the Brothers De ReszkJs, Vajst Dick, m:ei.ba; the two 

“I’m ninety-nine, Ravogli girls, specially Gidxia, as tuneful contralto; Maubel, the 

I’m ninety-nine I” cultured artist; SiBiL SABrnEKSON, the simple child of Nature ' 

So it was a quarto of « of inspiration, musioal and poetic : Twis^^^id^flrWf W P tt . 

at a prize eattle-sbow, among oto Barons ofWf. '"‘Sf 


lent food, 
withstand 
a loophole, 
and, if yoi 
Au revoir 


:ers; those present ‘farying to 
Ball, but didn’t care about 
nt family afliiotion. How- 


***### demon than Brother 

A j Ai, T> *3 . 11 . I ..... jNed ns Reszeb, bnt ten don dtahle tout de meme. 








HONEY-MOONING IN ITALY. 

Fair Arrurican Bride , ‘-‘OHj JohnI To think that pkkhaps , Vieghnitts stabbed his Dadghtek on this vert Spot, 

jrCST OVEE THEBE TOLLIA DEOYB OYBE HEB POOB FATHBB’S DEAD BODY 1’* 

John , ** Ah—veet sad— teby sad, indeed ! Bur, sat, Matilda, I gdess we *d bettbb let Btoonis bjs Bygonis. 

LET 's GO AND HAVE A LOOK AT THE NeW PoST-OeFIOB.” i 


AND THAT 


And NOW 


THE ALAEMED AUTOCRAT! 

The CzAB declared that he ^as deterouned to 
eeiitintie resoluteljrto the end the policy upon which 
he had entered, with a view to the solution of the 
Jewish clifQLoulty, adding that it was the Jews 
themselYes who had forced that policy upon him 
hythmr conduct • . , *l)own to the present time^ 
(His Majesty remarked), ‘there has never been a 
single NihDistio plot in which Jews have not been 
concerned/'^— Times^ Correspondent at Moscow. 

The Great White Czab he has put down his 
foot ; 

On the neck of the Hebrew that foot he will 
plant. 

Can fear strike a CiESAB— a Russian to boot ? 
. Can a EoHANorp stoop to mere cowardly 
cant? 

Forbid it traditions of Muscovite pride I 

An Autocrat^s place is the GonqueroFs car. 
But he who that chariot in triumph would 
ride. 

Must not earn a name as the White-livered 
OzabI 

Ko, no, sourril scribe, dip your pen in rose- 
pink, 

Or the Censor’s black hlurr shall your slander 
efiaoe 

A Cabsab turn sophist, an Autocrat shrink P 

PnsillaTiinious spite mark the Romanoff 
race? 

Too wholly absurd I What w this we have 
heard 

W'hioh on oonrtier spirits must painfully 
jar P 


Who is he, this mal d propos “ little bird ” 
Who twitters suoh tales of the White- 
livered CZAB ? 

The W^olf and the Lamb P We all know that 
old tale. 

But the Wolf, though a tyrant, was scarcely 
a cdr. 

He bullied and Red, but he didn’t turn pale, 
Or need poltroon terror as cruelty’s spur. 

'But a bigr, irresponsible, “ fatherly ” Prince 
Afeared— of a Jew ? ’Tis too funny by far I 

The coldest of Eing-soorning cynics might 
wince 

At that condo conception, a White-livered 
CZABl 

No ; Russia is heavf n, the Czab is a saint. 
And the poor “Ebrew Jew” is a tronble- 
Bome pest ; 

But ts he the thing to inake CizsAB go faint, 
Or disturb an Imperial Autocrat’s rest P 

The Jew ’s all to blame— as a matter of course ; 
The weak and the weary invariably are ; 

But weakness on power harsh tyranny force P 
That’s an argument worthy a White- 
livered Czab. 

An Israelite meshed in a'Nibilist plot 
Is a pitiful picture. XJngratef^ indeed 

Is the poor Russian Jew, not content with his 
lot- 

As a slave to the Slav. But expel the 
whole breed ? 

Apply that same rule to your subjects all 
round, 

And one fancies you ’ll find it too sweeping 
by far. 


The vast realm of Muscovy then might be 
found 

A wilderness— save for the White-livered 
Czab. 

The pick of your people, the best of your 
blood, 

Tour purest of women, your bravest of men, 

0 Czab, have they not, in despair’s dusky 
mood, 

Turned Nihilist, plotted, been banished? 
What then? [Jew; 

Best banish them all^ as you ’d banish the 

’Twill sweep your dominions more clear than 
red war. [you, 

Picture Russia a waste with one resident— 

Perched high— and alone— as the White- 
livered CZAB 1 

Maybe they malign you. It cannot be sooth 

That you talk like au angry illogical girl. 

Yes, banish the Hebrews, as wholly as ruth. 

Be cold in your wrath as ihe Neva’s chill 
swirl, j 

Snub friendly remonstrance, blunt satire’s 
keen blade. 

With a blot of black ink I Will it carry 
you far ? 

A CiESSAB must not be a fool or afraid ; 

There’s no place in earth’s round for a 
White-livered Czab I 


Sad Finish.— We see advertised, “ George 
Meredith, A Studf/, By Hannah Lynch.” 
Poor Geobgb I ‘ ‘ Taken from life,” of course. 
There ’s an end of him I Lynched 1 
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a/x/MAiMA /%riri/^e Butaol it wag not to 1)6. They nragt seek for hdp from another 

OUR BOOKINQ“OFFIGE« QnarteTl Siiddoiily tliBrc’ emerged from the darkness a ^str^ge- 

Messes, R. Os6K)od & Co. in advertising Miss S^eatt Obme J ewett’s looking strnctiire, that with its li^ts seemed bent upon ininmng them 
book. Strangers and Wayfarers, quotes an extract from one of Mr. down. They signalled for help, and the grotesque vessel was hoy^ to. 
Russell Lowell’s letters, which runs thus “ What do you want ? ’’ asked a gruff voice, to their great deugnt, 
“ I remember once at a dinner of the Royal Academy, wishing there might in English. ‘‘ What are you a haling us for ? - , 

be a toast in honour of the little Masters, such as Tbnniel, Du Maunifin, “ We are shipwrecked travellers,” explained the spokesman oi tne 
and their fellows.” party ; “ and we ask for conveyance to a place of safety. 

He “ wished ” it, but was the wish a silent one, or did it find ex- “ A place of safety— sounds like a cab-stand, muttered the other, 
pression in a speech ? Ho matter : there are the Old Masters and the “Well, j ump in.” Thus invited, the shipwrecked travellers entered 
Tounjr Masters, there are the Middle-Aged Masters ; there are the what seemed to them to be a welcome harbour of refuge. Dut they 

± ’ 1 -I* - T» T XT X 4!-- wn'Hrk VtoH aiWAOrlV ttTTrtlrftTT tn 


dinner, but who come in afterwards for dessert. May they come mentioned a considerable sum of money. . ^ , ... , 

in for their just deserts, as no doubt they will some day. Well, “ Have you no mercy ?” cried a fair-haired girl, pointing to the 

according to this Lowelly estimation of merit, these would be the Lesser white and rain-drenched locks of her ancient parents. 

Masters, and after them the Ho Masters at all, except perhaps the “Hot a bit, Miss,” returned the semi-savage, with a hideous grm. 
Toast-Masters. But why not follow a kind of public school olassifi- “ And who are you, rude man ? ” she asked, plucking up m her 

cation which divides one form— of course all the artists belong to very despair some spirit. “ Are you the Captam r 

the very best form, 

and, like Sir Eeede- . , ,r- -i thing— I am called the 

Bicx &e Presideiit, . ar-.' MEO.c.u rt. 


the very best form, 
and, like Sir Eeede- 
EICK the President, 
show the very best 
form — into several 
compartments, so that 
we snould have in one 
form sav, the Fifth, 
Upper Fifth, Mid^e 
Fifth, subdivided into 
Upper and Lower 
Middle, then Lower 
Fifth, with a similair 
subdivision ? Orders 
of merit to be worn in 
the button-hole could 
then be distributed, 
and a new Order of the 
“ not “ British 
Public,” but “ Brush 
and Pencil,” could be 
instituted, to be en- 
titled fuUy, “ The 
Masters of the Black 
and White ArVf 
In the Fortnightly^ 
besides an article on 
the prevailing epi- 
demic, by Sir Moeell 
Mackenzie, M.D., 
which finishes with 
much the sort of gene- 
ra advice that was 
given by Mr^ Justice 
Starleigh to Sam 
Weller, to the effect 
that “ You had better 
be careful, Sir,” who- 
ever you are, who 
read this short, but 
generally interesting 
paper. There is an 


f0f I 





> w ' 








(STAN)-HOPE TOLD 


FLATTERING TALE.” 


Mr, Punch {to War Secretary), “Yeev well on Account ; but when is he to have 
HIS Rewabd in Full, liej: his Bbothebs of the Combatant Beanch ? ” 


“And what is the 
name of this dreadful 
conveyance ? ” again 
questioned the damsel, 
with a shuddering 
glance at what seemed 
to be a straw- strewn 
cabin. 

“It is called,” re- 
plied the man, defi- 
antly, “the Pirate 
Bus ! ” On hearing 
this, the entire ^arty 
uttered a despairing 
cry, and fainted I 

THE TRAVELLER’S 
FRIEND. 

{A Mint for the coming 
Eolidays,) 

Deae Me. P unch, — 
As we are witbin 
measurable distance of 
the time when eve^- 
one will be thinking 
of going abroad, per- 
haps you will allow me 
to make a practical 
suggestion. Ho doubt 
you will have observed 
that, according to the 
Correspondent of the 
Times, recounting the 
“recent railway out- 
rage in Turkey,” the 
Brigands “chose five 
of the most oxjulent- 
looking of their vio- 


anonymons paper on an imaginary election at the Royal Aca- tims, and told them that they meant to hold them to ransom.” I am 
demy, noticeable only for an excellent imitation of Mr, Ueobge not surprised at this occurrence, for something of the same sort once 
Meeedith’s style. The Hovelist is supposed to look in oasnally, happened to me. I am very well to do, and I am fond of what I believe 
and, finding an election imminent, he offers sage words of connsel, is vulgarly called “ globe-trotting.” I do not care to be encumbered 
and then begs to be allowed to “fioat out of their orbit by a withtoomuohluggag6,andif there is a thorn to the rose of my sweet 
bowshot.” It seems to me that the paper was written for the sake of content it is the objection that my wife makes to my personal appear- 
this one short paragraph, which, as a close parody, is inimitable, ance. She will have it that a suit of thoroughly comfortable uittOB 
A Modern Idyll, by the Editor, Mr. Feank Faeets, is, as far as this is not the proper garb for a stroll on the Boulevards des Italiens, or 
deponent is concerned, like the Rule of Three iu the ancient Hursery a lounge on the Piazza San Marco. As for my wide-awake, she 
RhymCj for it “ bothers me,” and, though written with considerable declares (and I can assure you that I have not h^ it for more than 
dramatic power, yet it seems rather the foxindation for a novel ten years) it is absolutely disgraceful! 

which the Author felt either disinclined to continue, or unable to But to my story. I have said that I myself was once attaoked by 
finish. Altee Hego {in the Office of the B, de B,~W,) Brigands. Our train was stopped in strictly regulation fashion. I 

I believe the customary number of engine-drivers, stokers, and 
guards were shot, or otherwise accounted for. Then the pas- 
THE TTEANTS OT THE STRAND ! sengerg were iMpeoted. I wee rather nei^tis, for, toth to my 

I yv««. « mM. \ Ppokets were lined with untold gold and notea. The Chief of the 

{Fragment from a Fmmnce, Foumed upon a Modem Strike,) Bneands— a most firentlemanlv person— srlanced at mv coat with n 


pelted, and the poor travellers were drenched to the skm. They That seemed to satisfy him. “Set him free!’’ he cried to the two 
shaded their eyes, and peered forth into the blackness to see u rufftans who guarded me, “and never let him see me again 1” 1 
succour was at hand. Their strength was exhausted, and they felt never did 1 Yours sincerely, 

they could go no further. Oh I what would they not have given to One who was Sated by his Hat* 

be once more on board the tight little craft they had abandoned I The Beireat^ Old Cloaehorough, 
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THE BUSMEFS ALPHABET. 

A is tlie Ache which the Drivers delay. 

B is the Bus, which they ’le chained to all day. 

C ’s the Cad who is sick of his trade. 

D is the Dividend that must he paid. 

B ’s the day’s End, which finds him dead-beat. 

F is the Food he has no time to eat. 

G- is his Good, for which nobody cares. 

H is the Horse who so much better fares. 

I ’s the Increase in his pay that he waits, 

J ’s the fine Jump he’ll soon take with his mates. 

K is the Knife-board, which funds should provide. 

L are the Ladies, who now go outside. 

M is the Money that’s earned every day. 

N the Hew lines, that they start, and make pay. 

0 Opposition, they speedily chase. 

P is the Public that fills every place. 

Q, is the Ouestion, that hints at Eeform. 

E the Eeply, that soon raises a stcnrm. 

B the Shareholder, blind in his greed. 

T is the Tension which he ’d better heed. 

U ’s the XJpset he won’t certainly like. 

V ’s the Yigorous Yengeance of strike. 

YT Wisdom that comes somewhat late. 

X Express Action which may avert Fate I 
Y, Tell triumphal, the men win the day. 

Z — “ Zounds I ” which is all Directors can say. 

BENDIGO. 

[A Monument to Benbioo, the famous prize-fighter, has been 
lately erected at Nottingham.] 

Old Prize-fighter soliUquUes:^ 

If ever to the PeHoan” alone or with a friend I go, 

I sigh for men of muscle who could fight a fight like 
Bendigo. fchattering, 

He didn’t fight in feather-beds, or si>end his days in 
But faced his man, and battered nim, or took hisfoeman’s 
battering[. [all ; 

He didn’t deal in gas, or waste his time in mere retort at 
But now the “pugs” are interviewed, and journalists 
report it all. 

A man may call it what he will, brutality or bravery, 

I ’d rather nave the prize-ring back than give a purse to 
knavery. [in allotting ’em ; 

Knaves fight for points, the audience shouts and wrangles 
1 hate their fancy-work, I’m o£E to take the train to 
Nottingham. [mend, I go 

I like a Man ; though modem men and modem manners 
To drop a last regretful tear o’er poor departed Bendigo. 



ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED FJROM THE DIAET OP TOBY, M.P. 

Home of Commons^ Monday^ Pune 1. — House of Commons, as 
usual at this time of Session, driven against wall in its strugj:les 
with appointed work. With brief recesses, been at work smce 
November last. One thing everyone insists on is that Prorogation 
shall take place at end of J uly. Difficult to see how even 1^ most 
inasterly management that can be accomplished. Apart from Educa- 
tion Bill, enough work in hand, if Supply be fairly dealt with, to 
carry us on to last week in July. Every moment precious; every 
quarter of an hour lost an irretrievable misfortune. 

A^o^ingly, to-day, meeting in the freshness and vigour of new 
week, House takes up a local Bill dealing with pilotage in Bristol 
Channel. ^ Two or three Members talk about it lor hour and a half. 
Hoiuie neither knowing nor oaring anything on subject, empties; 
Division bell sounds through all the rooms and corridors. How is a man 
to vote when the question abruptly submitted is, “ That the Pilotage 
Provisional Orders No. 1 Bill be now read a Second Time ? ” Stiu, 
it’s as well to vote, as it runs up average attendance on Divisions, at 
which at election times constituents sometimes glance, Fortunatmy, 
in tins case, Michael Beach, as one of Members for Bristol, took 
part in Debate and Division, As useful this as sign-post to belated 
teav^er at four cross-roads. Conservatives and Liberals crowded at 
Bar l^p their eye on President of Board of Trade, watching which 
1®^ the way into the “ Aye ” lobby. Thither 
4 Conservatives, all the Liberals trooping into the 

Noses were counted, it was found that 165 
voted Aye/’ 119 “ No.” And thus it came to pass that the Pilotage 
Provisional Order No. 1 Bill was rei^ a Second Time. 

^ One gathered from chance expressions, and espemally from the 
interest taken in the affair by Members for City of Bristol, that 


GENTLE SARCASM. 

‘Yeesie; I oiTs 'Omk from my last Journey at Midnioht,— an’ then 
I ’as the best of the Hevbnin’ to Myself j ” 

Bristol had special interest in the Bill. In addition to Michael 
Beach’s support, Weston on Liberal side, Hill on Conservative 
Benches, supported Second Beading. Sinkmg polirical differences. 
Member for East Bristol, and Member for South Bristol, agreed upon 


plan of ca^aign. 

“ You, Weston,” said Colonel HilTi, who, having obtained his mili- 
tary rank in the peaceful pursuits of commercial shipping, is a masto 
of strategy, “ speak so low that they can’t hear a word von sav. 


will roar at them as if a stout North-Easter were blowing through 
I the lanyards of our first battalion, deployed in open order.’’ 

Tactics succeeded admirably. Sir Joseph Weston, a mild, alder- 
manic person, presented himself from quarter behind Front Opposi- 
tion Bench, and, to all appearances, delivered an admirable address. 
His lips moved, his right hand marked the rhythm of Ms oider^ 
speech; now Ms eyes fiashed in reprobation, and anon smiled 
approval. But not a sound, save a soft murmur, as of distant 
dripping waterfall, was hesird. H Enfant Prodigue wasn’t in 
it for successful pantomime. 

When the movement stopped, and the Alderman was discovered to 
be sitting^ dovm, the marfial-nautioal FTtt.p sprang np from Bench 
on othOT side, and the stillness was broken by a rasping voice, that 
woke Dicxy Temple out of his early slumber. The strategy, 
cleverly (wnqeiv^, was admirably earned out, and Bristol, thanks 
to diversified talent of its Members, got its BilL Only it seemed 
a pity that an hour and a half of precious public time should inoi- 
deutally have been appropriated. 

Business done.— Iriiffi Land Bill in report stage. 

. — ^Honse of Lords the scene of a thrilling performance to- 

night. DmallymeetsforbusineBsathalf-pastfour. OnTne8days,in 
order to give Noble Lords opportunity for preparing for exhaustive 
labours, publio business does not commence till half-past five. 
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** Accommodated -with a Seat.” 


Punctnally at that hour, a solitary pedestrian might have been 
observed walking up the floor of the historic Chamber. A flo whig gown 
hid, without entirely concealing, his graceful figure ; a full-bottomed 
wig crowned his stately head, as the everlasting snows veil the ioity 
heights of the Himalayas* He looked neither to the right hand nor 
to^e left, but with swinging stride strode forward. At the end of 
the Chamber stood the Throne of England, .on which, in days gone 
hy, Habcottri’s Plantagenet fathers sat, and in which some day— 
who knows? — the portly frame of him who now proudly hears the 
hnmhle title. Squire op Madwood, may recline. . _ _ , 

Bnt that is another story. The go wned-and-wigged figure ob- 
served walking up the floor of the House of Lords at half-past five 
on a June evening, was not making for the Throne. Before that 
piece of furniture stood a bench, in appearance something like the 

familiar ottoman of the suburban 
drawing-room. It was the Wool- 
sack, and the svelte figure, swing- 
ing towards it with the easy stride 
of snperlative grace and compara- 
tive youth, was the Lobd Hioh 
Chancellor ! Before him, at re- 
spectful distance, went his Purse- 
bearer, ready to produce the where- 
withal should his Lordship desire 
a pick-me-up hy the way. Behind 
him came the Mace-hearer, and, a 
foot further in the rear, Black Eod. 

Odsfakins 1 a stately procession, 
which ought to have been set in 
the cen^e of an admiring multi- 
tude. But the Lord Chancellor’s 

afmort^empty chamber. Denman 
was faithful at his post, ready to 
move that some Bill he read a 
Second Time on that day nine 
months. Here and there, on widely 
severed benches, perched a Peer, 
whilst from the Gallery, where he 
had been accommodated with a seat, the smiling mobile face of Mr. 
Justice Day peered forth. He had just looked in on his way home 
from the Courts, interested in a scene where some day he may take 
his place as Brother Bramwell and Brother Coleridgb have done. 

The keen eyes of the great Lord Chancellor flashed round the 
chilling scene. Clerk at the table mumbled something about 
Provisional Orders. 

“ Those that are of that opinion say ‘ Content,’ ” observed the Lord 
Chancellor. “Contrary, ‘Not Content;’ the Contents have it. 
This House will now adjourn.” 

Then uprose the Lord High Chancellor, and with the same 
stately swinging step, moved towards the 
doorway, with ^e Purse-bearer, the Mace- 
beorer, and Black Rod in Ha train. It 
was twenty-five minutes to Six ; full five 
ndnutes had elapsed since the House of 
lairds met. Now House of Lords had ad- 

S ed, and the throbbing pulses of an 
re on wMoh the sun never sets heat 
wilOl steadier motion, knowing that all 
wto w^ Business done, — House of l^rds 
adjdumed. 

Rather a painful scene just 
i^ew between Princib Arthur and the 
Squire of ^Malwood. T. W. 

EbsskUQ proposed new Clause 
on Irish Land Bill, wMoh 
provided for reinstatement of 
evicted tenants ; received with 
general applause, and finally 
agreed to. In the midst of 
general congratulations and 
shaking hands, the Squxre 
lounged in, and with many 
back-hand^ slaxw at the 
GovernmeDt, added Ms ap- 
proval to the general chorus. 

The Ministry were hopelessly 
bad, bnt this danse, though 
pro^sed by a supporter of 
theirs, was moderately good. 

“Singular thing,” said 
Prince Arthur, in meditative Balfour, Q.C. 

tone, as if he v(ere talking to himself, “ that thR Right Hon. Gen- 
tleman can never’ interfer.e in debate, however far removed th^ 
sfibjeetmay be from the arena of Party Politics, without forthwith 
dragging it into the arena.” 



“That,” said Baleour, Q,.C., who chanced to he on the Front 
Opposition Bench, “is a striking example of the misapprehension under 
which acute minds occasionally labour. I have known my Right 
Hon. friend for many years ; we have sat on this Bench together in 
Opposition, and have worked in the same Ministry, and I confess it 
is a little shocking to me to hear him accused of tendency to enter 
upon controversial topics. I am myself a man of peace, and do not 
readily assume an attitude of reproof ; hut, as Mr. Henry Arthur 
Wilson said when he stood over the improvised Baccarat-table with 
a piece of chalk iu Ms hand, the line must be drawn somewhere, and 
I am inclined to rule it at the place where my friend Harcourt is 
accused of wilfully and designedly disturbing the Parliamentary 
peace.” Business done.— Still on the Land Bill. 

Friday grinding away at the report stage of Land 

Bill; don’t get any forrader ; been at it a week, and to-night just as 
many Amendments on the paper as there were on Monday. All 
night upon a single new Clause. Everybody wearied to death. 
Even Windbag Sexton a little moody ; not had such a good night 
as usual ; the debate lastly throughout sitting, and, there being 
only one Motion before the House, Sexton (with the^ Speatcer in the 
Chair) could speak only once; that he did, at considerable length. 
Bnt a poor consolation for lost opportunity. 

Congratulated the suffering Spbarbr on tMs accident; pointed out 
to him tMngs were had enough ; hut might be worse. 

“ I suppose, Toby,” he said, “you never read Prior? Haven’t 
looked him up for many years ; bnt, sitting here through this week, 
there is one couplet- from his Solomon^ I think— ever mnniug 
through my mind :— 

* Abra was ready ere I called her nano e ; 

And, though I call'd anottier, Abba came.’ 

Just like Sexton.” 

Business done,— One Clause added to Land Bill. 

“ GREY APES OF AGE.” 

“ Grey hair is fashionable for the' youthful,” 

Says a Mode oracle acknowledged truthful. 

Strange that Society should have a rage 
For that anomaly — artificial Age ! 

Dust on their heads our pretty women toss. 

Just to deprive it of its pristine gloss. 

* Make ashen- white your eyebrows, there, and lashes, 

Precocious hags I- The world ’s hut dust and ashes. 

Wrinkles and crowsfeet next must have their turn 
(To limn them in let toilette artists learn), 

Then make each hslle bald, scraggy-necked and toothless, 

Grey hair alone won’t make Society youthless. 

Let belles turn beldams if they find it joUy, 

Bat they might consistent in their tolly ! 

Musical, Theatrical, and Judicial.— The Daily Telegraphy 
quoting from the Middlesex County Timesy last Saturday, stated 
that, “ The Lord Chancellor had added the name of Mr. 
W, S. Gilbert, Foet and Dramatisty to the Commission of the 
Peace for the County of Middlesex,*^ So is it said that another 
“ W. 8.,” one Wtotam Shakspbarb— who, by the way, also had a 
Gilbert in the family— was, in his latter years, made a J.P.” 
Mr. William Shakspbarb Gilbert— if he will kindly allow us so to 
style him, as uniting the qualities of poet and dramatist— should 
receive a special and peculiar title. Let him, then, be henceforth 
known as “The Poetic Justice of the Piece.” 

THE “HIRED PRIEST.” 

[Mr. Gladstone says, “If the puestis to live, he must beg, earn, or steal.”] 

Now, here ’s a needy Ticar ; who will hire him ? He can preach, 

Can confute a host of infidels and crush them with a text. 

If a Sunday school is started, he’s the very man to teach, 

If you snub him he may hate it, hut he ’ll never show he ’s vexed. 
He can spend Ms days in visiting the alleys and the slums, 

And support his own existence, and his family’s, on crumbs. 

Come, come, Sir, you are generous. What ! eighty pounds a year ? 

It’s a fortune for a Yicar ; I am sure he won’t refuse. 

Why it’s sixteen hundred shillings, he will take it, never fear ; 

For though priests are scarcely beggars, yet they can’t afford to 
He hasn’t got a single vice ; I ’ll guarantee him sound, [choose. 
And he ’R make a crown go farther than an ordinary pound. 

And here we have a Bishop ; we don’t do things hy halves ; 

He requires a roomy palace, he is sturdy, stout and tall. 

You can have him as he stands. Sir, with his gaiters and his calves ; 

Five thousand hires the Bishop, apron, appetite and all. 

What ? You much prefer the Yicar with Ms collar and his tie ? 

And you’d rather pay him extra? Here’s your health, Sir; so 
would L 


NOTICR-Rejected Communications or Contributipns, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or P^ctnres of any deseription. wiU 
Safe ^he afecompanied by a Stamped and Addressed EnvSope, OoW, or WrapW To^ ^ 
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ON THE RIVER. 

A LIGHT canoe, a box of cigarettes, 
Sansbine and shade ; 

A conscience free from love or money debts 
To man or maid ; 





A Thames-side Lm, a salad, and some fruit, 
Beaune or Hochheimer ; — 

Are simple joys, bnt admirably suit 
An idle rhymer. 

A ^BUS ’OSS^S MEMS. 

{Kept during a recent Social Crisis,) 

Saturday^ June 6, 11 p.m. — Home after onr 
last turn. Eancy from several drinks had on 
the way, and the pace we had to put into 
that last nule and a half, that something’s 
up. Turned into stall nice and comfortable, 
as usual. 

Sunday, — Something is up with a ven- 
fl^anoe. Hooroohl We ’re on strike. I don't 
know the rights of it, nor don’t care, as long 
as I have my bit of straw to roll in, and a 
good feed twice a day. I wonder, by the 
way\ if the fellow who looks after my oats is 
“oft.” Past feeding time. Feel uneasy 
about it. Hang it all, 1 would rather work 
for my living, than be tied up here* doing 
nothing without a feed I Ha 1 here he is, 
thatik goodness, at last. However, better 
late than never. Capital f tin this strike. 

Monday, Am sent out in a loyal omnibus. 
Hooted at and frightened with brickbats. 
Felt half inclined to shy. Halloa I what’s 
this ? Hit on the ribs with a paving-stone. 
Come, I won’t stand this. Kick and back 
the ’bus on to the pavement. All the windows 
smashed by Company’s men. Passengers get 
out. Somebody cuts the traces, and 1 allow 
myself to be led back to the stables. Don’t 
care about this sort of fun. However, feed 
all right. 

Tuesday , that the men want thir- 
teen and sixpence a day and a seven hours’ 
turn. Directors offer five and sixpence, and 
make the minimum seventeen hours. Go it 
my hearties 1 Fight awayl Who cares] 
You must feed me, that’s quite certain. 
Still I don’t care about being cooped up here 
ah day, Hasty feeling of pufBLness about the 
knees. Hang the strike I 

WedneS8d^y,--'2vMji^ worse. Yet, looks 


in and says I want exercise. Take a bolus 
and am walked for half an hour or so up and 
down some back-streets. Bless them! — ^that 
ain’t no good. 

TAwraatoy.— PufBLiies8''"worse, of course. 
Bother it aU, being shut up here ! What 
wouldn’t I give just for a sight of dear old 
Piccadilly I The fact is, if they don’ t soon let 
me have my runfeom King’s Cross to Putney, I 
shall ‘ * bust up ” — and that ’s a fact. I feel it. 

Friday,— they may well come to terms I 
Another day of this, and I believe I should 
have been off the hooks for ever and for 
aye.” It’s all very well for [Capital and 
Labour to get at loggerheads, but, asDucnow 
said, they must cut Si their disputes short if 
they wish to save anything of their business, 
and look sharp, and come to the ’esses.” 

Saturday, 13«A.— Strike over! We shall 
have to be in harness again on Monday, and 
not a day too soon, in the interests of the men, 
the Directors, the Pablio ; and, last, but by no 
means least, specially that of the ’osses.”, 

IN MEMORIAM. 

«0LD TO-MOBROW” 

The Right Hoh. Sm John Alexa-Ntdee 
Macdonaxd, hate Premier oe Canada. 

Punch sympathises with Canadian sorrow 
For him known lovingly as “Old To- 
Morrow.” [day, 

Hail to “the Chieftain ! ” He lies mute to- 
But Fame stiU speaks for him, and shall for 
aye. [sreare sighs. 

“ To-morrow — and to - morrow I ” Shajc- 
So runs the round of time I Man lives and dies. 
But death comes not with mere surcease of 
breath 

To such as him, “ The road to dusty death ” 
Not “ all his yesterdays ” have lighted. Nay ! 
Canada’s Old To-Morrow*” lives to-day 
In unforgetting hearts, and nothing fears 
The long to-morrow of the coming years. 


LEAVES FROM A CANDIDATE’S DIARY. 

BUlshury, Wednesday, May 2$th , — Great 
doings here to-day. For weeks past all the 
Conservative Ladies of Billsbury have been 
hard at work, knitting, sewing, painting, em- 
broidering, patching, quilting^ crocheting, 
and Heaven knows what besides, for the 
Bazaar in aid of the Conservative Young 
Men’s Club and Cofiee-Eoom Sustentation 
Fund. You couldn’t call at any house in 
Billsbury without being nearly smothered in 
heaps of fancy-work of every kind. When 
I was at the Peneolds’ on Monday after- 
noon, the ilrawing-room was simply littered 
with bonnets and hats, none of them much 
larger than a crown piece, which Miss Pen- 
POLD had been constructing. She tried several 
of them on, in order to get my opinion as 
to their merits. She looked very pretty in 
one of them, a ennuiug arrangement of forget- 
me-nots and tiny scraps of pink ribbon. 
Moluer promised some tune ago to open the 
Bazaar, though she assured me she had never 
done such a thing before, and added that I 
must be sure to see that the doors moved 
easily, as new doors were so apt to stick, and 
she didn’t know what she should do if she 
had to struggle over the opening. I com- 
forted her by tellmg her she would only have 
to say a few brief words on a platform, de- 
claring the Bazaar open. For the last week 
I have had a letter from her by absolutely 
every post, sending draft speeches for my 
approval. After much consideration I selected 
one of these, which I returned to her. I heard 
from home that she was very busily oc cup ied 
for somo time in learning it by heart. When 
dook oahie fifif di/ddrs in tha mdming, she was 


forced to listen while Mother said over the 
speech to her. Cook was good enough to 
express a high opinion of its beauties. 

yesterday evening Mother arrivedj with the 
usual enormous amount of luggage, including 
the inevitable Carlo, After dinner I heard 
her repeat the speech, which went ofic very 
well. This is it : — “ Ladies and Gentlemen, I 
am so pleased to be here to-day, and to have 
the opportunity of helping the dear Conserva^ 
tive cause in Billsbury. 1 am sure you are aU 
so anxious to buy as many of these lovely things 
as you can, and I therefore lose no time m 
declaring the Bazaar open.” Simple, but 
efioient. 

The opening to-day was fixed for 2 30, the 
Bazaar being held in the large room of the 
Assembly Booms, which had been arranged 
to represent an Old English Tillage. At one 
o’clock Colonel and Mrs. Chorft.tc, Alderman 
and Mrs. Tolland, and one or two others, 
lunched with us, and afterwards we all drove 
ofi together in a procession of carriages. I 
insisted on Carlo being left behind, locked up 
in Mother’s bed-room, with a dish of bones 
to comfort him, and an old dress of Mother's 
to lie on. That old dress has been devoted to 
Carlo for the last two years, and no amount 
of persuasion will induce Carlo to take 
another instead. We tried him with a much 
better one a short time ago, but he was 
furious, tore it to ribbons and refused his food 
until his old disreputable dress had been 
restored to him. 

The Bazaar proceedings began with a short 
prayer delivered by the Bishop of British 
Guiana, an old Billsbury Grammar-School 
boy, who was appointed to the bishopric a 
month ago. Everybody is making a tremen- 
dous fuss about him here of course. As soon 
as the prayer was over, Colonel Chorkle rose 
and made what he would call one of his 
“ ’appiest hefforts.” The influence of lovely 
woman. Conservative principles, devotion to 
the Throne, the interests of the Conservative 
Young Men’s Sustentation Fund, all mixed 
up together like a hasty pudding. Then 
came the moment for Mother. First, how- 
ever, WlLLTA-MGTNA HENRIETTA SMITH CHOR- 
KLE had to be removed outside for causing 
a disturbance. Her father’s speech so deeply 
afleoted this intellige|Lt infant, who had come 
under the proteoti^> of her nurse, thab she 
burst out into a loud yell and refused to be 
comforted. The Gclonel’s face was a study— 
a mixture of drum^head Courts-martial and 
Gatling guns. Mother got through with her 
little speech all right. As a matter of fact 
she read it straight ofl a sheet of paper, having 
finally decided that her memory was too 
treacherous. We both set to work and bought 
an incredible amount of things. After Imf 
an hour I found myself in possession of six 
bonnets made by Miss Peneold, three knitted 
waistcoats, four hand-painted screens, two 
tea-tables also hand-painted, a lady’s work- 
basket, three fancy shawls, a set of glass studs 
and a double perambulator, which I won in a 
raffle. Mother got three dog-collars, a set of 
shavin g materials (won in a raffle) , two writing 
cases, five fans, two pictures by a local artist 
four paper-knives, two carved cigar-boxes, a 
set of tea things, and five worked table-covers. 

When we got back, we found that Carlo 
had nearly gnawed his way through the bed- 
room door, and was growling horribly at the 
boots and the chambermaid through the key- 
hole. Charming dog I 


Simian Talk. 

Proeessor Garners, in the ITew Memew 
Tells us that “Apes can talk.” ThaVs 
nothing new ; 

Reading much “ Simian” literary rot, 

One Only wishes that our “ Apes ” could mi / 
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‘Can’t see yov now, I*m Washxko— Myself.” 

“ The W^omen are crying out for the proteciion of the Factory Acts, which haa hitherto been denied them, and which the Home Secretary declines to 

pledge the Government to eupport.”— TeUgra^h^ Fridfiy^ June \2th, 

Londont h(XWfidry^womwn^ to h&r Tub^mute^ logv/Uur 

They tell ns the Tuh is humanity’s friend, and that Cleanliness is Well, I’m not so sure that the world’s far wrong: in that Worship 
of closest km of Washing that’s all the rage; 

^ fii^S lin ’ newest goepel ^is held that Dirt is the Bat we, its priestesses, sure might claim a cleanly life and a decent 
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listen, Bet, from yotu* comfortless seat on the tnmed- 
np pail,— if yon ’to got Ihe time ; 

Isn’t it queer that Society’s cleansers must pass their 
lives amidst muck and grime ? [“ swell ” and sweet, 

Spotless flannels no doubt are nice— and snowy linen is 

But steaming reek is around our heads, and trickling 
foulness about our feet. 

If the dainty ladies whose Hnen we lave, we laundress 
drudges, could look in here, 

Wouldn’t their feet shrink back with sickness, and 
wouldn’t their faces go pale with fear? 

White, well-ironed, all sheen and sweetness, that linen 
looks when it leaves our hands; 

But they little think of the sodden squalor that marks 
the den where the laundress stands. 

Scrub, scrub, scrub, at the reeking tub, for eighteen hours 
at a stretch, perchance, 

Till our bowed backs ache, and our knuckles smart, and 
the lights through the steam Hke spectres dance ; 

Ankle-deep in the watery sludge, where the tile is loose 
or the drainage blocked I 

Oh, I haven’t a doubt that the dainty dames— if they 
only knew I — ^would be sorely shocked. 

Typhoid ! Terribly menacing word, the whisper of which 
would destroy our trade ; 

But dirt, and damp, and defective drainage will raise 
that ^host on a world afraid ; 

And at thirty years our strength is sapped by insidious 
siege of the stifling fume, [fort such life illume. 

Or what if we linger a little longer ? Scant rays of oom- 

Grievances, Bet? Well, I make no doubt that the 
world of idlers is sorely sick 

Of the moans and groans of the likes of us. When the 


whip, the needle, the spade, the pick, 

Are all on strike for a higher wage, ’tis a worry, of 
course, to the well-to-do, [ofBlcial to me and you. 

And a sleek Home-Sec. must “ decline to pledge ” support 

my dear, to bother 



discontent,” and Ihe 
Agitator’s insidious guile. [sided pacts, 

But Labour, Bet, is agog just now to revise the old one- 
And even a Laundress may have an eye to the beneflt 
of the Factory Acts. 

Those bad, bad ’Busmen, Bet my girl, claim shorter hours, 
and a longer pay ; [we women not have our say 

J ust think of such for the Slaves of the Tub I Why should 
In the Park 0 ’ Sunday, like like Bait the Docker, or Tom 
the Tailor, or WnL the “ Whip ” P 
The Tub and the Ironing-board appear to have got a chance 
—which they mustn’t let slip : 

An Object Lesson in Laundress Labour, may move the 
callous and shame the quiz. 

We dream of “Washing as well it might be” ; we’ll 
show them “ Washing as now it is.” 

TFe know it. Bet, in the sodden wet and the choking 
fume ; with the aching back, 

The long, long hours, and the typhoid taint, the inverted 
pail and the hurried snack. 

There may — ^who knows ? — be hope for us yet, for you and 
me, Bet 1 Just think 0 ’ that I 
Oh, I know it is hard to believe it, my girl. The Sweater’s 
strong, and appeal falls flat [against us go ; 

On official ears ; and fine-lady fears, and household hurry 
But “ evil is wrought by want of thought,” says some 
poet, I think so we’ll let them hnow ! 

Ah I snowy sheets and sweet lavender scent of the dear 
old days in my village home ! 

The breadths of linen a- bleach on the grass ! How little I 
thought that to this I ’d come 
Grand ladies of old to their laundry looked, and the tubs 
were white, and the presses fair ; 

How we cleansers clean in the midst of dirt, in a dank, 
dark den, with a noisome air. 

Sometimes I dream till the clouds of steam take the 
shadowy form of a spectral thing, 

A tyrant terror that threatens our lives, whilst we rub and 
scrub, whilst we rinse and wring. 

Well, cheer up. Bet, girl, stiffen your lip, and straighten 
your back. You have finished ypur grub. 

So to wPrk once more ; if our champions score, we may 
find a new end to this Tale of a Tub ! 



A CURE FOR INFLUENZA. 

Ma^or O^Qtmrmmd. “Sxtee, me Doothoe said a Glass oe two oe Dey Cham- 

PAOSrB’LL DO MB GOOD 1 BkGOEBAH, THE BotTLE ’S DET ENOtTGH BY THIS TIME 1” 

STBIKING INTELLIGENCE. — A Page from a Londoner’s Diary. 

Sunday.— Qexi scarcely believe tbe news I What, no omnibuses I A strike I 
What ehall we do ? Fortunately always go to chturch on foot, so no loss in that. 
Then subsequent parade in the Park— don’t require an omnibus for that, either. 
At thf end of the day, can say that, take one thing with another, state ox affairs 
more comfortable than might have been anticipated. 

Afonday.— Dreaded continuance of strike, but found, practically, little incon- 
venience. Had to walk to the office, and enjoyed the promenade immensely. 
Had no idea that a stroll along the Embankment was so delightful. After ail, 
one can exist without omnibuses— at least, for a time. 

Tuesday.— Ymdi that people who were at their wits’ end *at the mere sug- 
gestion of a strike, are becoming reconciled to the situation. Streets certainly 
pleasanter without the omnibuses. Great, lumbering conveyances, filling up 
the road, and stopping the traffic I London looks twice as well without them I 
Tradesmeu, too, say that the shops ate just as well attended now as when the 
two great Companies were in full swing. 

Wedneeday.-Cex^t see what the omnibus people (both sides— Directors and 
employ ie) are quarrelling about. Ho matter of mine, and the Public are only 
too glad for a chance of a good walk. Fifty per cent, better since I have been 
obliged to give up the mommg ’bus. Asked to-day to contribute something in 
supj^rt of the strikers. Certainly not, the longer the strike lasts the worse for 
thePuhlic. 

Thursday.— 'KoeXiy the present state of affairs is delightful. I have to 
thank the deadlock for teaching me to patronise the river steamboats. Pleasant 
journey from Tanxball to the Temple for a penny I Ho idea that the Thames 
was so pretty at Westminster. Yiew of the Houses of Parliament and the 
Embankment capital. 

JF'rtday.— Strike continues. Well I do not complain. Hired a hansom and 
find that considering the cab takes yon up to door, it is really cheaper in the 
long jmn. If you use an omnibus, you get jolted,^ and run a chance of 


smashing your hat. If it rains you geti s:iJashed and having to finish yonx 
journey on foot, you might just as well have walked the whole way. 

Saturday.— Strike arranged to cease on Monday I This is too much I Just as 
we were getting oomfortahle, all the disgusting lumbering old omnibuses are to 
come back again I It ought not to be allowed. Asked to-day to contribute some- 
thing in support of the strikers. Certainly, the longer the strike lasts the 
better for the Public. 
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WHO^D HAVe THOUGHT ITPII 


EXPLAJiTATIONS 1 LA MODE. 

(A Prqpheiic Forecastf Tyy a Professioml 
P^svmist,) 

1891. The Leader of the House explains, 
in answer to a question, that no understand- 
ing exists between England and any Foreign 
country. Fo treaty is in contemplation, 
and never has been suggested on either side. 

1892. The G-ovemment repeats that Eng- 
land is absolutely free from any international 
engagements. It must not be thought for a 
moment that a single battalion will be moved, 
or a solitary vessel dispatched abroad with 
warlike intentions* 

1893. The Representative of the Cabinet 
once more denies the suggestion that, under 
any consideration whatever, will England 
bind herself to accept European responsibility. 
This has been said constantly lor the last 
three years, and the Representative of the 
Cabinet is not only surprised but pained 
at these frequent and embarrassing inter- 
rogations. 

1894. Once more, and for the last time, the 
Prshcbe insists that whatever may happen 
abroad, England wiU be free from inter- 
ference. It has been the policy of this great 
country for the last four years to steer clear 
of all embarrassing international complica- 
tions. The other Great Powers are perfectly 
aware that, under no circumstances whatever, j 
will our Army and Fleet beemployed in taking 
part in the quarrels of our neighbours. The 
entire Cabinet are grieved at questions so 
frequently put to them— questions that are 
not only disquieting abroad, but a slur upon 


First Slender Invalid, ** I SAT, OntflllAJN, what A bbastlt thing this Influenza is, the intentions of men whose sole duty is the 


EH? I 'H JUST OBTTINa OVER JT.** 

Mis Wasting Friend, “Ah I Tou 'be eight, mt Boy I 
OE IT IS, IT TJJLLB A FjSLLOW DOWN SO EEAEFULLY 1 1 ’* 


I 'VE HAD IT TOO, AND THE WORST 


safety and peace of the British Empire. 

1895. General European War— England in 
the midst of it 1 


VOCES POPULI. 

BEFORE THE MECHANICAL MODELS. 

A Seetoh at the Royaii Kaval Exhibition. 

Scene — The Gfrounds, A string of Sightseers discovered passing 
shvoly in front of a row of glazed cases containing small 
mechanical figures^ which are set in motion in the usual manner, 

I Before a Sobite HSFBESEriiTj<G a Diing Child. 

A GcdZant Swain, That’s the kid in bed, yer see. Like to see it 
die, Polly, eh ? A penny does it. 

Follg {with a giagle). Well, if it ain’t too ’arrowing. {The penny 
is dropped in^ and the mechanical mother is instantly agitated oy the 
deepest maternal anxiety,) That’s the mother kneeling by the bed, 
I suppose— sbe do pray natural. There’s the child waking up — 
see. It’s moving its ’ed. ^ ( The little doll raises itself in hed^ and then 
faUs hack Ufekss,) Ah, it ’s gone— look at the poor mother ’idin’ her 
&oe. 

The G, S, Well, it's all over. Come along and see something 
more cheeifol. 

Folly, Wait a hit — ^it isn’t ’alf over yet. There’s a angel got to 
oome and carry her aw^ fust— there, the door ’s opening, that ’H he 
the angel come for it, I expect. {Disappointed,) Mo, it ’s only the 
doctor. {A jerky and obviously incompetent little medical practitioner 
puts his head in at the door, and on being motioned back by the be~ 
reaved mother, retires with more delicacy than might have been 
expected,) Well, he might ha’ seen for himself if the child was 
dead! {The hack of the led disappears, disclosing a well-known 
j^ure of an angel flying upwards with a child,) I £d think they ’d 


wture of an angel flying upwards with a child,) I £d thi 
have areal angel, and not only a picture of one, and any< 
it’s a different child— there’s the child in bed just th( 


call that a take-in I 


one can see 
le same. 1 


n AaTi IB » r jl couion i maxe ii out over au tne people's snoulders. 

Mis Friend, Dying child— not half bad either. You go and put iu 
a penny, and you ”11 see it well enough. 

^ What, put in a penny for such 

rubbish? Hot me I 

\.Se hangs about till someone else provides the necessary coin, 
A Softhearted Female, Ho, I couldn’t stand there and look on. I 


never can bear them pathetic subjects. I felt just the same with 
that picture of the Sick Child at the Academy, you know. {Medi- 
tatively,) And you don’t have to put a penny in for that, either. 

Before another Bedroom: Scene representing “The 
Dbunhard’s Deltbtum.” 

First Woman, That ’s ’im in bed, with the bottle in his ’and. He 
likes to take his liquor comfortable, he do. 

Second Woman, He ’s very neat and ti^, considerin’, ain’t he ? 
I wonder what his delirium is Hke. ’Ere, Rost, oome and put your 
penny in as the gentleman give yer. (Rosy, aged six, sacrifices her 
penny, under protest,) How, you look— you can’t tbink what pretty 
things you ’ll see. 

\The little wooden drunkard sits up, applies the bottle to his 
mouth, and sinks back contentedly ; a demon, painted a 
pleasing blue, rises slowly by his bed-side ; the drunkard 
takes a languid interest in him ; the demon sinks, 

A Gentleman with a bloated complexion {critically), ’Ooever did 
that— well, I dessay he’s a very clever man, }yxA--{compassionately) 
—he don’t know much about ’orrora, he don’t I 

A Facetious Friend, You could ha’ ^told him a thing or two, 
eh, Jim ? 

The Bloated Gentleman {contemptuously). Well, if I never ’ad 
them wuss than that ! 

i A small skeleton, in a shroud, looks in at the door, 
0, ’era’s the King o’ Terrors for yer I (Rost 
shows signs of uneasiness ; a blue demon comes out of a cupboard,) 
’Ere’s another of ’em— quite a little party he ’s ’aving I 
A Gentleman, in a white tie {as the machinery stops). Well, a 
thing like this does more real good than many a temperance tract. 

The Bloated G, Yer right there, Guv’nor— it’s bin a lesson to me, 
I know that. ’Ere, will you oome and ’ave a whiskey-sour along of 
me and my friend ’ere'? 

Before a Model bbprfsuinting an Execution. 

A Daughter, But why won’t you ’put a penny into this one, 
Father ? 

The Father {firmly). Because I don’t approve of Capital Punish- 
ment, my dear. 

A Cultivated Ferson, An execution— “ put a penny in; hell tolls 
—gates open — scaffold shown with gallows. Executioner duUs bolt 
—black flag ’’—dear, dear— most degrading, shocking taste f {To his 
. Friend,) Oh, of course, I ’ll wait, if you want to see it— not got a 
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C. P:*Li^.) «’S the^beu nght. 

l^^^Speetator. Yety -well done, |tat was— but &ey Jumed it 
r« a little ^ qniek, I soaroely saw the mM ung at I 
Sis Companion. Put in another penny, and p raps you 11 see Mm 
out down, <5d etap. 

BeFOBB ^rnffTB Vatry JFoBxuNJS-TELT-uni’s GbOTTO. 

Susan Jans ifo Aer SolHsr). Oh. ain’t that pwi^P I g“ 
to know whkt my fortune IS. v 

The Soldier {who disapproves of useless expenditure). Ain t you 

(*»!. !»«»«.) 

got to set the finger on the dial to the question you want answered, 

P’raps I do. [CoguettisJilp^ she sets index to a 
pri^d question.) W. yon mWt lo*. I won’t ’ave yo« see 

Jdon’t wanttoloo^ Itellyer-it’s nothingtome. 

Susan Jane. But you are looking— I saw you. 

[A curious and deeply interested crowd collects around them. 
Soldier. Honour briglit, I am’t seen nothing. Are you going to he 
all night over this ’ere tomfoolery ? , _ . j ^ ^ 

[Busan Jane puts in a penny ^ Hushing and 

musical tmhle is heard from the case, and the little fairies 
heain to revolve in a solemn and mystic fmhion ; growing 
excitement of crowd, A pasteboard tower faUs aside, reveal^ 
ing a small disc on which a sentence is inscrited, 

Person in Crowd {reading slowly over Busan Jane s shoulder) 

“ Yus : *e is treuly worthy of your love.” . . « 

Crowd {delighted). That ’s worth a penny to know, am < it, mss r 
Tour mind’s easy now I It’s the soldier she was meanin . Ah, e 
ought to feel satisfied too, after thatl 

JSoldisr {as he ikparU with 8. J.). WeU, yer know, there’s some- 
thing in these things, when all ’s said I 

In Dnyutimo. 

A Pleased Pleasure-seeker. Ah, that’s soinetidng Ifte, that is! 
I’ve seen the ’Aunted Miser, and the Man with the ’Onrors, amt a 
Execution, and a Dyin’ Child-they do make y<m lae^, yer toow 
Second P. P. Yea, it’s a. pity the rest o’ the Exhibition amt 
more the same style, to my thinking I . ^ , i. 

A Captious Critic. Well, they don’t seem to me to ’ave much 

to do with anything nacol. , ... 

His Companion. Why, it comes under maotoery, don t it r 
You’re so bloomin’ partionlar, you are ! Woul^t touch 
o’ heer ’ere, unless it was brewed with salt-water, I suppose . w eU, 
come on, then— there’s a bar ’andy I , « ^ y ^ 

\^They adjourn for refreshment. 



Proverbs pro Omnibus.— Directly the Chairman of the General 
Omnibus Company observed that if the men’s demands were conceded 
the fares would have to be raised, there was a rush to be the first out 
with the old proverb about Penny wise and Pound fMUsh. However, 
“ In for a penny” remains as heretofore, the employes having suc- 
cessfully gone “ in for a Pound.” Let them now take we ot the 
pence,” and they may feel well assured that this particular Pound 
will be able to take care of himself. WeU, farew^ the tranqu^ty 
of the streets of last week! Henceforth not chaos, but Biu 
’os has come again I 

Nolens Yolens. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— I hear that some people are in a great state of 
mind lest some blessed Bill brought in by ^ov®?! 
ment, should “ destroy Yoluntary Schools.” 
howling bosh! Why, there are no Yoluntary Schools I 
No, they’re all Compulsory, confound ’em! or who’d 
attend ’em? Not Yours disgustedly, 

A Human Box. 





■}>!) J) 1 V 


OUR BOOKINQ-OFFICE. 

Tick most intereetLag book, one ofj^® 
and gay.”! has lead this year is, The Life of Laurence OlwAont. 
If ¥ ^ writteu 1^ a reputable person, md 

eminently respectable a house as 

as a true story of the life of 
a man whom some of us 
knew, as lately living in 
London, wearing a frock 
coat, and even a tall h^ 
of cylindrioal shape. Such 
a mingling of shrewd hns^ 
ness (lualities and MEarch 
madness as metinLAURENCE 
OuPHANT is surely a new 
thing. A man of gentle 
birth, of high culture, of 
wide experience, of supreme 
ability, and, strangest of all, 
with a keen sense of hnmow 
— ^that such an one should 
voluntarily step down from 
high social position at the 
bidding of a vulgar, selfish, 
self-seekiug, and, aocortog 
to some hints drowed here 
and there, grossly immoral man, should, at heck of his fat 
forth to a strange laud to live amid sordid oircuiustanoes, and with 
unoongenial company, to work as a common farm-i^bourer, to 
peddle strawberries at a railway station, passes behef. With 
to Mr. Ha.'ruts, one feels inclined to quote Betsy Brig s remark 
touching one who may, peradventure, have been a maternal rela- 
tion. ‘^I don’t believe,” said Betsy, “there’s no sich a person. 
But there was, and, stranger stiU, Ihere was a 
to bend the knee to him. Not the least striking thing in a book of 
rare value is the manner in which Mrs. Oiiphant has acquitted 
herself in a peculiarly difficult task. No mau would have had the 
restraining patience necessary to deal with the Harbis episodes as 

idle has done. _ , y 

The A«<ria<:itTit, Eeader has been refreshmg himsdf with iopnw 
Calami, by J. K 8., published by Macmiixan and Bowks. It xs 
a booklet of light verse, containing here and there some remMkably 
brilliant pieces of satire and parody. The first of two parodies of 
Robeb,t Brownino is unsurpassable for sucoessf^ audacity. Ahe 
last poem in the book is “ An Election Address,” written for, but 
aupareutly not used by, the present Postmastbe-Geneeax, when he 
was Candidate for Cambridge University, in 1882. He says of him- 
self, after confessing to a dislike for literature and science,—* 

“But I have fostered, guided, planned I Some ten or twelve directors, and 
Commercial enterprise ; in me | Six worthy chairmen you may see. 

All the pieces are not so good as those cited — ^that would be too much 
to expect— but “ get it,” say Baron de Booe-Worms & Co* 


Mr, W’ELLER & Co., AND THE ’BuS StBIBE.*;“Mj. ^ 
Suthejist seems to occupy, as towards the ’Bus-drivers, ^ 
a similar position to that filled by the eminent Mr, Solo-^ ^ 
mon Pell, the general adviser, and man of business to 
the Elder Mr, Weller, and his professional coaching brethren. *v *- 
to be hoped that the Solomon Pell of the ’Bus-drivers has been 
treated as liberally as was the real Mr, Pell, the friend of the Lord 
CHAN0E£L0B,hy itfr. Weller ^nior, the Mottle-faced Man, and others. 


It is 


NCortuary. 

Andrew Language— no, Lang!— who the classics is pat in, 

Suggests to our writers, as test of j^eir style,” 

Just to turn their equivocal prose into Latin, 

As Dbydbn did. Truly the plan makes one smile 1 
Eeviewers find Novelists’ nonsense much weary ’em. 

Writers of twaddle 
Take Drxden a model— 

Turn your books into some great ** dead language and Jyury em . 

WHAT THEY HAYE BEEN TOLD DOWN EAST; 

Or, A Mamais Jew dJSsprit, 

Will you, if you please, point out to me the way to the streets 
which, I am told, are paved with gold P , t -l x. a i j 

Where shall I find the employer of labour who, I have been told, 
will instantly get me occupation at a wag^e of 60 wubles the week r 
Dear me I is*Ws, then, your ‘‘ ^it^hapd ” f I was told it was 

a luxurious quarter, famous for its Palaces. 

Surely this horrid den is not one of your luodel work-rooms r 1 
was told that such things existed oidy in Enssia I ^ + • i 

And are these people who are scowling at and cursing nie your typical 
working population P Why, I was told that I should find 
dear brothers, waiting to welcome us with open arms. 


LSm 




FELINE AMENITIES. 


Lady Qodim de Roiig^U,^* I don't think ANY Paintino iBooks weld in this hoerid Electrio Light 1 
Sostesa {nettled), “Don't you, DkarI Perhaps you wotild peeper to remain in the Drawing-Room, where the Lamps 
AND Shades are 1 " 


THE ERUIT OE THE SESSION. 


**To the bi-monthlj ezbibitioR of the Bo;;|ral Hortioultural SoGiet:r 
Maiq^ of Salisbury sent a magnifioeht oolleotion—of strawbemes especially. 
Mr. W. H. Smith sho’wed speoimeni of the same luscious fruit, for which he 
received the thanks of the Society .*’ — Daily Telegraph, * 


Head-- Gardener Sm-ih eoliloquketh ; — 


Oho I my heanty I If you don't get a fust prize, and “receive the 
thanks of the Society ” I a oowonmber I “ The Fruits of Early 


Industry and Economy.” Title of a picture by that splendid sample 
of the industrioua and the economical, George Morland, J believe. 
Yes, that 's it. My Industry and G-sch-n’s Economy. 

We are a moral family ; 

We are, we are, we are ! 

All the cardinal virtues hound m~~ahem I no matter. 

Talk oi the Gigantic Gooseberry! What is that apochryphal 
monstrosity compared with this Brobdingnagian Berry ? [S%ngs, 
Bravo, my ‘‘British Queen** ! 

Long live my “ British Queen ” I 
Bravo “ British Queen ** ! 

Send it victorious, 

Pirat-PriEer glorious, 

Pill Rads censorious 
With envious spleen! 

As you totllf my Beanty I When did swaggering K-rc-bt's horti- 
culture produce such goodly fruits? Or sour-mug'd M-rl-y's ? Or 
leary L-bbx’s ? Or Blawkenbergian M-nd-lla’s? Or even that of 
the Grand Old Grower, Gl-dsi-ne hhuseli, with all his fluent patter 
about British Pomona, and the native Jam-pot ? 

I know the hadly-beaten lot maintain that the plant is a “ Spent ” 
from an old pnrehase of their own. Bless you, they claim tSl the 
good stocks — always did. Who cares? Jfy young florioultural 
mend, Joe of Birmingham, who knows a bit about fruits as w^ as 
oonoerning orchids, let me tell you,— J os, I say, laughs their prepos- 
terous pretensions to scorn. Look at G-sch-n's own partieular plant 
there— a bit late, but very promising, and prebaldy destined to take 


a prize before the season ^s over. Didn't Joe recommend the stock 
to Gl-dst-ne years ago ? And didn't the haughty Hawarden horti- 
culturist turn up his nose at it as an “ Unauthorised” intruder upon 
his own Prize Programme ? And, more by token, didn't Joe |:et the 
hump in consequence, cut the old connection, and set up on his own 
account in the forcing-house line, with a friendly leaning to our Arm ? 
Ma I “ JECinc ilia lachrymal as the Guv'nor would say. Hence, 
also, this Colossal Strawberry 1 

Thanks of the Society ? I should ray ther tbipk so I They may 
chafl “Old Mobaiitt” as much as they likG— but morality pays, 
even in strawberry-growing ; and my duty to my (British) Queen 
has brought about this triumph. Early Industry started it, and 
careful hortioultural Ecmiomy brought it to its present pitch of 
^rfeotion. Look at it 1 Size, shape, sweetness, jMent, all superb I 
If the Season shouldn't produce another Prize-Winaer, this alone 
ought to satisfy Solly. And if G-sch-n's seedling, “Gratis,” 
should turn out a triumph later on, why we shall score tremendously. 


houses, won’t make your own j^t ripen, if George Jokdc could 
only see it. As H-rx D-ee says, tu quoques are a nuisance, and 
want fumigating of the face of the earth. Jokim and Arthttr 
B-xj?-r a bit too fond of 'em for my fancy. However, all the 
“ you 're anothers ” on earth can't affect my Strawberry now, thank* 
be I The Fruit of the Season, though I say it who perhaps shouldn't. I 

{Sings,) From “ Greenlaads’* iumiy garden. 

And vista’d vitreous panes, 

We mean to rival Havarden, 

In glories and in gains. 

I have produced, Sweet Will-i-am, 

This Giant Strawber-ry, 

In horticultural akiU. I am 

A match for W. G. 1 ILeft ehortUng^ 


The Very Last on amE’Bus Strike.— A ftmr the comparative quiet 
of la^ week, the streets of London will now be as 'bussy as ever. 




PUNOH, OB TUJS LONDON CFABIVARI.— Juot 20, 1891. 








n m/A mm Au I 


I 







Iv 





I i n 






'a -SWtkfl... 






'm^s, 


THE FRUIT OF THE SESSION. 
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SHORT-LIVED PLEASURE. 


POETEAIT or A. LiTBEABY FfilBlTD, WHO, IIYINO IN A MaIN THOBOTrGHBAM, 
WAS AN AEDKNT SUYPOBTBE OF THE 'BuS SXBIKE, SIJBSOBIBBD TO ITS FtJNDS, 
AND HOPED IT MIGHT DONG CON^ilAUJS. He SAYS HE HASN’T HAD SUCH A QdIET 

Time wrui his Books fob Yeabs. But alas I since last Sunday he has 

NOT SVTT.TRTI AGAIN. 


MES. GINGHAM ON THE GREAT ^BUS QUESTION. 


“ The demand for ’Buses is immensely stamnlated by their presence, and when they are 
no longer there, the people who thought them indispensable get on very well indeed wiuxout 
them . • . Under the iimuenoe of penny fares, Londoners are rapidly forgetting how to 
walk.*’— Times, 

Ah I it’s all very fine, my good Sir, whosomever you are as writes such, 

But of deoeut poor folk and their needs it is plain as you do not know much. 
'Which I ain’t guite so young as I was, nor as light, nor as smart on my fee^ 
And you may not know quite what it is to be out late o’ night and dead beat, 
Oat Islington way, arter ten, with a bundle, a oMLd, and a cage, 

As canaries is skeery at night, and a seven ^e walk, at my age, 

All alon^ of no ’Bus to be had, love or money, and cabs that tiiere dear, 

And a stitch in my side and short breath, ainH as nice as you faucy,~no fear I 
Likeways look at mjr John every morning, ah I rain, hail or shine, up to town, 
With no trams rnuning handy, and corns I As I sez to my friend Mrs. Bbown, 
Bless the ’Buses, 1 sez, thej’re a boon to poor souls, as must travel at times. 

And we can’t all keep kerridges neither, wns luck ! Penny Fares ain’t no crimes, 


If you arsk me, as did ought to know. Which my feelings 1 own it does rouge 
To hear big-wigs a-sueering at ’Buses. There may he a bit of a scrouge, 


And the smeU of damp straw mixed with pep’mint ain’t nice to a dalioot nose, 
leeways neat ‘‘ Oh be Joyful ’s” a thing as with orange aad snuff hardly goes. 


But we ain’t all rekerky nor rich, we can’t all afford sixpence a mile. 

And when we are old, late, and tured, or it’s wet, we can’t think about stple. 
The ’Bus is the poor body’s kerridge, yoifng feller— and as for your talk 
About not never missing a lift, or forgetting— dear sakes I— Aow to walk, 

^d the Bice quiet streets and all that ; why it ’s clear you ain’t been a:^r clerk 
With a preeiouB small ‘ ‘ screw,” in wet weather. Ah I yon wouldn’t find it no lark 
With thin boots and a ’aid ’aoking cough, and three mile every day to and thro’, 
Ur a puffy old woman like me, out at Witsuntide wisiting Joe, 

{My young son in the greengrocer line) ; or a governess, p^y and pale. 

As nas just overslep herself slightly, and can’t git by cab or bv rail. 

** Ugly lumbering wehioles P ” Ak I and we ’re ugly and ’umbering too, 

A lot of us poor Penny ’Bus fares, as isn’t high-bom or true-blue. 

But the ’Bus is our help. Wery like some do ride sui had far better walk, 
Whether tip-toppy sw^s or poor sh^-giris. But all that is trumpery talk. 
What I arsk is, why shouldn't the ’Buses be kept a bit reglar, like Cabs, 

In the matter of fares and of distances ? Oh, a old woman it erabs 
To hear of Pemrietors pinching pore fellers as drive or conduek, 

While the^’&ates” play up lONTy mag with the poor helpless fare, as gets 
stuck 

^twist Dividend-giinders and Strikers ? It ought to he altered, J say. 

Whilst they talk of what ’Bus-folk riiould earn, they forget the pore Public^— 
! whojpay.' 


LE PRINCE S’AMUSE. 


An Apologetic Idyh 


Mt life is held to be a round of Pleasures ; 

All I can say is, they who thus would rate it, 

For life’s delights have most peculiar measures : 
For though in plainest Englim they don’t state it, 
’Tis clear “ no recreation” meets their views, 

Or why that sneering cry, “ Le Frince amuse f ” 

Or do they tbiTiV a Prince^ without raining, 
Foundation-stones unceasingly is laying. 
Rewarded with a glut of public ^iiniug, 

The pangs of hunger ever to be staying, 

Is recreation such as he would choose ? 

If so— I understand “ Ze Frince amuse /” 


But how a world that notes his daily doings. 

The everlasting round of weary function, — 

The health-retumings, speeches, interviewings. 
Can grudge him some reuef, without compunction, 
Seems quite to me “ another pair of shoes 1 ” 
ByspeptLo is that cry,“ Frince amuse I ” 


THE MODERN BRIGAND. 


{Fragment from the Adventures of a Bansomed Prisoner,) 


I MUST confess I was agreeably surprised at the treat- 
ment to which I was subjected by my capturers. Instead 
of being loaded with obaius and confined in a oeR beneath 
the castle’s moat, I was given perfect liberty, and had 
quite a pleasant suite of rooms. I should scarcely have 
known that I was in durance had not one of the less 
refined of the brigands shown me a revolver, and play- 
ful]^ informed me that its contents were intended for me 
if 1 attempted to escape. The Chief was absolutely 
charming. He treated me in the most courteous manner, 
and end^ his first interview with me by requesting ** ike 
honour of my company at dinner.” 

“ You need not dress 1 ” he observed, “ although I Hke 
to put on a tail-coat myself. But I faiow that you have 
had some diffloulty with my people about your luggage, 
and so I riiall be only too delighted to excuse grande 
ienueF 

The ‘‘difficulty” to which my host referred was the 
seizing of my portmanteau by the gang of thieves of 
which he was the acknowledged head. I suggested that 
I might possibly recover some of its contents. 

“ X am afraid not,” returned the Chieftain. ‘ ‘ You see 
my people are very methodical, and by this time I fear all 
the goods will have been sold. The motto of the Club is 
* small profits and quick returns.’ We find no difficulty 
in trading. As we carry on business on the most econo- 
mical principles, we can quote prices even cheaper than the 
Stores.” 

And this I found to be the case. Although the brigands 
were very civil to me, I was unable to trace any of my 
property. However, as my host in the kindest manner 
had allowed me to dispense with ceremony, I ventured 
to appear at dinner-time in my ordinary tourist’s dress. 

“lam delighted to see you,” said the Chief, speaking 
English for the first time, “ as you are now my. guest, I 
must confess that we are fellow countrymen.” 

‘ ‘ Indeed I ” I replied, considerably astonished. ‘ ‘ If you 
are really of British nationality, how is it that I find you 
a professional thief ? ” 

“ You are mistaken,” returned the Chief. “ I merely 
belong to a society for the redistribution of capital. You 
know we are all balloted for, and I was myseH afraid 
that 1 might get pilled.” 

‘ ‘ Indeed I exclaimed, in a tone of surprise. ‘ ‘ Surely 
your accomplishments— for I noticed, on my arrival, that 
yon were a first-rate hand at lawn tennis, and played the 
fiute— would have secured your admission ? ” 

“ Well,” he returned with a smile, “ I fancy they 
helped me with the Committee. But unhappily my ante- 
cedents were bad— 1 had made a fortune on tiie Lcmdon 
Stock Exchange, and my hooks were scarcely as satis- 
factory as our bandit auditors could have desired them 
to be. However they took a kindly view of the case, 
and allowed me to pass through* But pardon me, 1 see 
your ransom has arrived. I am afraid 1 must say good 
bye. A pleasant journey.” 

And sbakiug me warmly by the hand, he helped me 
into the conveyance that was to take me hack to home 
and freedom. 1 have never seen him since. 
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A COT COLOSSUS. 


Pabm, 15.—It is stated 


here, on no^ authori^ what- 


ever, that when the Czas was 
recently^ Tisiting the French 
£:dbibition at Moscow, his 
Imperial Majesty was he^ to 
remark, ^^This makes me de- 
sire to see the Boulevards 
again,” A visit of the ruler of 
Russia to Paris durinpr the 
Summer is therefore considered 
to he certain. An offensive 
and defensive Alliance between 
the two countries is said to be 
on the point of signature. 

A few evenings a|o, in a 
low cafe in Belleville, M. 
hfoKASHiKorp, who left St. 
Petersburg lately to escape his 
creditors, and who conceived 
the happy idea of raising a 
little money by walking to 
Paris in a sack composed of 
the French and Russian 
national ffags stitched to- 
gether, was entertained to 
supper by his Gallic a'iniirers. 
The proceedings, espedally 
towards midnight, were very 
enthusiastic. Throughout the 
festivities, constant cries of 
“ Fn?a V Alliance Franco^ 
EusseP^ were raised. This 
incident is said to have placed 
the immediate signature of the 
Treaty between the CzAn and 
President Cabnot beyond a 
doubt. 

Last evening a foreigner, 
who by appearance would 
have been taken for a Mus- 
covite, was walking along 
the asphalte, when he was 
surrounded by a <a^wd of 
persons crying “ Vice la 
Evssie / ” The foreigner i 
seemed both surprised and 



FANCY PORTRAIT. 

{DedimUd to Lord Chief Justice Coi^eridge,) 


*'Thb Lord Archbishop op Kova Scotia, Phi late op the Okdee op 

THE SXJK,*' CAUGHT CHEATIPa AT CaEDS (HTPOTHETIOALLY) BY THE 

Lord Chiep Justice, and taken, instantaneously, by Our Artist, 


annoyed by these attentions, 
and at len^h began to use his 
fiats and hu boots liberally on 
the ringleaders of the mob. 
This treatment, however, 
seemed only to increase their 
Russophil ardour, and the 
stranger was soon hoisted on 
to the shoulders of some of his 
foremost admirers, struggling 
violently. On the arrival of a 
gendarme, he explained that 
he was an Englishbook-maker, 
and that ** this bloomiu’ mob 
of boot-lickers had taken him 
for a bloomin’ Russian I ” The 
crowd shortly afterwards dis- 
persed, The completion of the 
formal slliaTioe betweenFranoe 
andRussiais consideredlesscez- 
tainthanit was afew days ago. 
The Frenohma’o, M. Tto- 
Bois, who recently attempted 
to walk on his head from Paris 
to Moscow, in order to show 
the sympathy felt in France 
for the Muscovite Em:^ire, did 
not succeed in carrying out 
his design. He was stopped 
shortly after crossing the 
Russian frontier, imprisoned, 
and heavily ironed. After 
suffering in this way for a 
week, he was told that he 
must leave Russian territory 
within twenty-four hours, or 
else continue his journey to 
Siberia, On being appealed 
to, the CzAH graciously ex- 
tended the rime given for 
quitting Russia to forty- 
eight hours. This Imperial 
clemency has caused the widest 
feeling of gratitude and satis- 
faction in France, and the 
signature of the definitive Al- 
liance between the two coun- 
tries is confidently expected 
at an exceedingly early date. 


ESSENCE OE PARLIAMENT, 


EXTRACTED FROM TBE DIART OF . TOBY, M,P, 


Souse of Commons, Monday Night, June 8.— I knew Dyke first 
when (good many years ago now) as Dizzy’s whip he hunted in couple 
with Rowland Winn ; then always called Hart Dike. Like many 
other young men he has. in interval lost his Hart, and now Imown 
as Sir Wtlttak Dyke. Curions thing, as Sark reminds me, how 
absorbent is the name of Wtotaw. ftoite probable that before 
Blacks JSyed^ Susan* s friend came prominently on the stage he had 
some other Christian name, sunk when he was promoted to shadow of 
yard-arm, ^ Certainly there is an equally eminent man sitting oppo- 
site Dyke in House to-night, who like him is “ Sir to 

the present generation, and was Yebnon Harcoprt to an elder one. 



deoiled himself against the very principle he now embo^es in 
and^invites House to add to Statute Book, 


TJ. wo J_I.VU.CV UV OMXJL W tVbOiUUlO 

That was first hedge for Dyke to take, and he went over in plucky 
style that threw the scorner off his trail. Didn’t live in close com- 
munication with Dizzy through six long years for nothing. Hot 
likely to forget what happened in very earnest days of Parliament 
of 1874, when Dizzy for first time found himself not only inofioe but 
m power. During election campaign Dizzy, speaking in the safety of 
Buckinghamshire, had made some vrild statement about easing the 
chains of Ireland. Simply designed to gain Irish vote ; forgotten as 
^n as spoken. But RoBiaT Montagu— where, by the way, is 
Robert Montagu f— treasured these things up in ms heart, and when 
Dizzy wp^ed in the House, Leader of mumphant majority, asked 
him what he waa going to do about it ? ^ 

sometime since the observations lefezredto were made,” 
said Dizzy, “ and— er — a good deal has happened in the intervaL” 


Dyke, reoallipg and admittmg his former statements on Free 
Education, did not attempt to 'iniT>iini>e their import. “ But,” he 
said, button-holing House as it were, and treating it quite oonfiden- 
ti^y, ‘‘thefaot is we aR change our minds.” House laughed at 
this as it had laughed at Dizzy seventeen years ago, and Dyke, 
absolved and encouraged, went forward with ms speech. 

Hot a hrilliftpt oration in any way; neither exordium nor per- 
oration, and the middle occasionally a littie mixed. But a good 
sensible straightforward speech, and if Dyke had done no more than 
show that an* important Ministerial measure could he explidned 
within limit of an hour, he would not have lived in vain. 

Business done.— Education Bill intioduced. 

JiAeedaj/.— nothing at first sight in personal appearance of Heruebt 
Thomas Enatchbull-Hugessen that suggests a swan. Fancy 1 have 

........ z X- xi. _ ^ « 


heard something of these birds being addicted to the habit of breaking 

X....X1. 2_X_ 1_* 1— X* mt J, ^ 


forth into song when convinced of approaching dissolution. That, _ 
suppose, is how the swan was suggested to the mind when just now, 
Enatchbull-Hugessen rose ^m behind Ministers, and began to 
ehant his Ibrenody. Resolution on which Education Bill grafted 


brought up for report stiure; agreed to, and Hart Dyke aWt to 
bring in ms Bill. Then nom the back 


seat rose a 

figure, and a i^werful voice was uplifted in d^unciation di the Bill 
and of a Ministry that had betrayed the trust of the Conservative 
Party. ^ It was, so the swan sang, a step on the road to Socialism. He 
feared it had come to pass that dangerous measures are more likely 
to emanate from the Treasury Bench than from the Front Bench 
opposite. 

Liberals roared with delighted laughter and cheers ; the Con- 
servatives sat glum and ill-at-ease. Oxd Moraluy’s white teeth 
gleamed with a spasmodic smile. As for Jokim he folded his arms, 
and hit his lips and frowned. 

What antiquated nonsense this is I ” he muttered. of course 
Free Education is not a Conservative principle. They all protested 
against it at the General Election. A year earlier 1, who happened 
at the time to be number^ in the Liberal ranks, pnt my back 
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“ A iProgneseive ConserratiTC.^’ 
{VidaDod.) 


agaiost ilie wall, and, piotniing tha eyils tliat would befall mj 
eoantry if its institutions were thus demoralised, I said I would die 
before I would lend a hand to free the schools. But jou see, Toby, 
I kavenH died^ and that changes the whole situation.^ Not only 
enables me to retain my place in Q-oyem- 
ment bringing in Free Education, but 
permits me, as Chancellor of the Ex« 
CHEUTJER, actually to find the means for 
carrying out the system. Can’t under- 
stand a fellow like this Knatchbiele- 
Hugessen sticking to his principles when 
it becomes expecSent to swallow them. 
He’s a disgrace to a fandly that counts 
Bbabourne as its head.” 

“ Hugbsseh’s a good fellow,” said Isaac- 
son; “wears well, but is politically^ a 
fossil. Now J’m a progressive 
Conservative, which I think 
you’ll find, Toby, my boy, to 
be about the time of day.” 

Bminest done, — Assisted 
Education Bill ; firmly led up 
to table by Ha-rt Dyes. 

Wednesday,, — Lively fight 
round Deceased Wife’s Sister 
BilL Ascot in vain held forth 
its attractions; supporters of 
the BUI hoped opponents would 
go : opponents came down 
rather expecting Heneage’s 
virtue woxdd have given way, 
and Ascot would have claimed 
him as its own. But evei^- 
1 ^ * n . body there—MAVTNs’s men with 

long list of Amendments Iwarranted to keep things going till half- 
past five, when progress must be reported, and chance of Bill for 
present bession lost, hf attins himwAlf in. high oratorical feather^ 
Os»oenb-ap-Mobgan, having made a proposition and subsequently 
w™<taTO it, Mavt^s, putting on severest judicial aspect, observed, 
It 18 ^ veiT well for the Eight Hon. and learned Gentleman to 
Jonah of himself and swallow his opinions.” 

EowNX’jfccEB, looking on with blank amaze- 
pnent, Maxins evidently thinks that Jonah swallowed the whale.” 

Bill seemed to shatter MendsMps and dis- 
sever old alliances. SquiKE of Malwoob 
naturally at home in the fray, hut rather 
startiing to find Home Secretary mnning 
amuck at Ctta-mtibbiain. MatxjxiswS in his 
mo^ hoity-toity mood; quivered with indig- 
nation; thumped the table; shook a forensic 
forefinger at the undesignedly offending Joseph, 
and, g^erally, went on the rampage. As for 
Hhecbags, he filled up any 
little panse in uproar by 
diving in and moving the 
Closure. Once, ii^st 
Gepge was opposing an 
Amendment hostile to 
B^, H^eage dashed in 
with his (fiosnre motion. 
Gage’s face a stndy ; 
mingled surprise, indig- 
nation, and ineffable re- 
gret mantled his mobile 
front. 

“To think,” he said 
afterwards, “that just 
whm I was coming to 
Heneage's help with an 

- , . , , . ^ , argument founded on 

profound ^dy and pomted with legal lore, he should suddenly 
^ as it were, butt me in the stomach 

with the Clc^ure. It is more than I can at the moment com- 
prehend.” 

Gbdse «) flMrirf that when Ifembew returned, after Division on 
Oiosure, he being, in accordance with the rule, seated and wearing his 
ha^ wanted to argne out the questiou with ^urtney. 

“I submit, Sir,” he said, “that the Hou. Member, 

Qoflure. controvarted Buie 186.” 



« Bless us all!*" 


, in moving Ihe 


* ** ^ think the Hou. Member can scarcely have read 

Jfc. Gidsb : ‘‘I have r^d the Hole. Sir. This is what it savs— ” 
Chairman : Order I . Order ! ” and CtooE subsided. 

^ AhenTaMMNSONfortuitouslyturningup on Treasury Bench, joined 
in conversation. But Courtney turned upon him with su^ a 
thunderous cry of Oder! Order I ’’.that Tomlinson vidbly 


shrivelled up, and his sentence, like the unfinished window in 
Allabin’s Tower, nnfinished must remain. 

Wrangling went on till a quarter past five, when Talbot inter- 
posed, and with most funereal maimer moved to report progress. 
Heneage almost meohanioally lowered his head and had started to 
butt at Talbot as he had upset Gebge when he was providentially 
stopped and convinced that further struggle with obstruction was 
hopeless. So, Clause I. agreed to, Bill talked out. Marxns, growing 
increasingly delightful, protested that a BUI that had been fifty 
years before the coxmtry, was not to be rushed through the House on 
a Wednesday afternoon. Argal^ the more familiar the House is 
with the details of a measure, the more necessary is it to debate it. 

Business dowe.— Marriage with a Deceased Wife’s Sister. Banns 
again objected to. 

Saturday, 1*25 A. M.— Land Bill just through report stage. Nothing 
left now but Third Beading. “ Well, Knox,” said Winbbag Sex- 
ton, “ that will be onr last opportunity, and we must make the most 
of it. In meantime I think we ’ve done pretty well. I ’m especially 
pleased with you. You’re a boy of great promise. If anytiiing 
happened to me— a stray tack in the bench, or a pin maliciously 
directed, and the wind-bag were to collapse— you’d do capitally, 
till I got it repaired,” 

Winbbag Junior blushed. As Olb Morality remarks. Ingenuous 
youth delights in the Approbation of Seasoned Seniority. 

Business done, — ^Land at last— I mean Land Purohase Bill through 
at last. 

THE GENERAL OF THE FUTURE. 

Scene— in rear of a Battle-field, Political Officer in aUendanoe 
upon Army, waiting for Military assistance, 

Bolitical Officer (impatiently). Now then, Orderly, have you not 
beeu able to secure a General for me ? 

Orderly (saluting). Beg pardon. Sir, but it’s so difS.oult, since they 
have passed that new Boyal Warrant, to know which is which. 

Bol, Off, (more impatiently'). Nonsense!— any G-eneral OffLoer 
will do. Ord, Very good, Sir. 

[^Exit,^ Political OfiS.oer stamps his foot irritably, when enter 
First General OfiB.cer, hurriedly. 

First Gen, Off, Well, Sir, how can I assist you ? 

Fol, Off, (cordially). Glad to see you, General. Fact is, supposing 
we arrange a treaty, do you think it would be wise to surrender the 
fortress on the ngjat side of the river, if we retain the redoubt near 

the wood as a basis of operations ? You see 

First Gen, Off, (interrupting). Very sorry, but don’t know anything 
about it. 

Bol, Off, (annoyed). But aren’t yon a General ? 

First Gen, Off, Certainly. General-Surgeon. Ta, ta! [Exit, 

Bol. Off. Well of all the (Enter Second Gen, Off.) WeQ, Sir, 

whatisit? Whoareyou? 

Secor^ Gen, Off, I am a General Officer, and I was told you 
required my poor services. 

Off, So I do. The fact is. General, supposing we arrange a 

treaty, dp yon think it wise for us to surrender the fortress 

Second Gen, Off, (interrujpting), Alas! my dear friend, I fear I 
ean be of no help to you — it is entirely out of my line. 


Bol. Off, (annoyed). But aren’t you a General? 
Second Gen, Off, Certainly. A G 


General-Chaplain. Farewell, 

[E^t, 

Third General Officer.) Well, 


dear friend. 

Bol, Off, Well of all the 
Sir, who and what are yon ? 

Thwd Gen, Qffi ijnrishly), JhO&DAisX, Now then, look sharp ! No 
time to lose. Hear you require me. How can I help you P 

Ah, this is the sort of mau I want! (Ahud,) 
WeU then. General, we are arranging a treaty, and I want your 
advice about retaining a fortress on the right of the river 

Third Gen, Off. (interrupting). Sorry. Can’t help! Not my 
province. Good bye I [Exit, 

Off (shouUng after Awn). But aren’t you a General ? 

Third Gen, Off, (voice heard in ihe distance,) Yes. General- 
Postmau ! 

[Scene closes in upon political official language unfit for publication, 

A^sical Notes.— 4/^emcon.— Albert Hall jubilant. 
M, PiANCON or Plan^on — the production of the “c” depending on 
the state of his voice— was encored and “olfiiged again.” So did 
Ma^me Albani, who was in sux>erb voice. But her accompanist, 
M. Carrobus, who had given us on,e violin obbligato, did not obbligato 
wid so M^ame sang, admirably of course, the ever-welobme 

Mome, Sweet Mome:* G^IULIA Bavogbt gave her grieat Orfiolson.^^ 
ana Drumolanus, practising (Qourtly attitodes, as one preparmg to 
a German Emperor, smiole beamfnglvonthe gratified audience. 
At The G^den, revived on Wednesday last, hasn’t much 

life m her, hut Miss EAiwTffft eharmihg. 


^ NOTICfE.— Rejected Communications gr Contributions, whether MS., Printed htatter. Brawin'ffS. «riii 



Jotb 27, 1891.] 


PUNCH, OR THR LONDON CHARIVARL 


T-uc Till* freedom,” I sez, “but .. . {Were another dkiurhaneeidket place i 

A WAIL FROM THE TUB. a little man^ with red whiskers^ has mildly objected to being leant I 

A EiiinnsoENOB o» Stihdat, ths 14th of Jtoj. . aUrlyeiray^^ wUlawh-" Whatareyouafreidon? You 

A am t bin fresh painted, ’ave jeri* Are yer *oller inside— or what? 

ScETB Syde Park, Demonstration in progress, with the not un~ Q-a axn— I never knoo a carrotty-’aired man good for anything 
^ reasonable object of inducing Parliament to extend the Factory yet,” &e , &e.) Then there *s Mr. Matthews, the^OME Seckbbtakt. 
Acts to small and insanitary laundries, A lengthy procession, ^e^s gainst ns, which I think *e must be a woman-* ater hisselfl 
composed of sympathetic Railway Workers, Cabmen, Journey^ [Feeling suggestion from crowd that the Home Secrbtabt has 
men Tailors Gas Stokers, House^ Decorators, Carpenters, suffered a disilhuion in his younger days.) But I was goin' to tell 
8rc 8rc, all with resplendent banners and hired bands, has yer what we poor women *ave got to pnt np with. How there ’s a 
marched into the Park, together with some lorries and drags Mrs. Hieonmould, of Starch Bow, Hacton Green, as I*ve worked 
containing deputations of ladies from the laundry in the highest for. (A Lady in crowd, who knows Mrs. H. “Ah, she^s a 
possible spirits. Once arrived, each platform chiefly concerns beauty I** Cheers] for Mrs. HntONMOUii).) Well, 1*11 tell yer 
tfseJf with the grievances of its own particular supporters, while something about *6r— it *11 jest show you what she is I Why, that 
a <^owd of sightseers circulates, enjoying the oratory with a woman, as I know m:^self, she acshally . . , [She relates a personal 
desultory impartiality. The usual silhouettes of gesticulating and Rabelaisian reminiscence of "K., to the huge delight of the 
sneakers appear like jerky clockwork figures above the throng, audience,) I’ll tell yer another thing— I *ve worked for a man down 
A crowd of Socialists are ^Wememhering Chicago^* in a corner, at South End, Healing, and this’ll show yer the amount o’ hinsult 
'pj,. ^ of attraction is a drag occupied by a Philan- and hiU-treatment we ’ave to stand, and never say nothing to. I ’ye 


reporters. The Chairwoman conducts 
the proceedings with the greatest pos^- ^ 
sible tact and grace, but is slightly 
hampered by the levity of a crowd 
composed of factory-girls, semi-imbe-^ 
die larrikins, and professional laun- 
dresses, whose burning anxiety for 
reform masks itself under a surface 
frivolity. In the neighbourhood is a 
lorry decorated with clean shirts, and 
occupied by young washerwomen fired 
by an enthusiasm which manifests it- 
, self in hursts of shrill cheering and 
lively interchange of chaff with the 
spectators. In the meantime, the busi- 
ness of this particular platform pro- 
ceeds somewhat as follows 
The Chairwoman [with patient good- 
humour), How, I’m sure you’ll all be as 
quiet as you can while I . . .^ [Hubbub, 
caused by a personal altercation between 
two Women in the crowd, and shouts of 
Order !^*) Because really my doctor has 
ordered me not to speak in the open air at 
all . . . (Here an ill-conditioned female, 
taking offence for some inscrutable reason, 
remarks loudly, “ ’^r doctor, indeed, she’s 
a beauty, she is — *er and ’er doctor I ^ 
More calls to order, and extreme indigna- M 
tion of the ill-conditioned female at being p 
informed that she is “no lady,^* and had 
“ better ^old *er jaw ” ; ribald and utterly 7fi 
meaningless jests by the larrikins.) Order, /"f 
please! [Imploringly.) I know you wont 
make it harder for me than you can help. 

[A young Lady in a very tall hat and feather 
is heard demanding that the Gentleman in 
front of her should remove his “ boxer on 
pain of obliging her to remove it herself ; 
the question is argued at length,) . . You 








“ I ’ve teen and spoke to hover forty Members o’ 
Parlyment myself ! ” 


crowd; demonstration with scrvhbing-brmh 
by the old Lady in the drag ) I ’ave in- 
deed, and I don’t tell yer no lies. (Here a 
Lady in the crowd suddenly exhibits a ten- 
dency) to harangue the public on her own 
wrongs, and has to be suppressed,) And 
that man ’e’d come up to me and say, 
“Ain’t them shirts jBmished yet ? ** hesez. 
“Ho,” I’d say to ’im, “they ain’t, and I 
don’t deceive yer.” “It’s time they was,” 
he’d say. “Beggin’ your pardon,” I’d 
tell ’im, “it’s nothink o’ the kind ; and, if 
you don’t believe wy word, you may go 
and call your Missis out of^ the hack kitch- 
ing, as knows more about it than you do I ” 
An’ are you goiu* to tell me we ain’t to 
*ave a Factory Act, after that f 

IShe stands down, having made the speech 
of the afternoon, and is rewarded by 
approving cries of “ Good old girl!^* 
An employer of labour is next intro- 
duced, ana received at first with sus- 
picion, until he explains that he is heart 
and soul with them, thai he does not 
dread the application of the Factory 
Acts to his own establishment, and con- 
siders that it would be an excellent thing 
if all the smaller laundries were closed 
to-morrow, whereupon the ladies habi- 
tually employed in these places cheer 
him heartily, 

A Common- Sense Speaker, It’s all very 
well for yon to come ’ere and protest against 
the laundresses workin’ too long hours, hut 
I tell yer MzV— it’s yer own fault, it’s the 
Public’s fault. You will ’ave yer clean 
shirts and collars sent ’ome every week! 
(Several of the unwashed betray that this 
thrust has gone home,) A fortnight ain’t 
a bit too long to wait for vour linen I ( Una- 

,1 ja \ AmJ] 


all know the purpose for whiSi we have . . . [Here an enthusiastic nimous and hearty assent by people in dingy flanmls.) And if 
old Lady on ue drag begins to cheer aimleeely, andwavea tcnebbing- some o’ these swells amd ansto^te Ceren t so pax^ler. md d^t 
MitClmndrieJon the lorry Join in.) Well,we’w gomg to send so. much Imen to the wash as they do why. rtsto^ 
ask Parliament . . . {Another fenuite in crowd : “’UUo, there’s as the hours the washerwomen ndwork udheshorlOTl 

along wit sr*. .».*.!> ./Mm/t — of nerstms in the crowd 


wak I do ^ . . .1 shall now ask you to listen to a speaker— Mrs. with lighthearted young laundresses --of person in the crowd 

who has had several years’ practical experience of laundry- whose collars are at all aggressive in their cleanliness ; umvers<d 

workj and she wHl tell you, \ am sure, what the hardships and feeling that the blame has been fitted 

miustices are which we are trying to pnt au end to. More speeches ; simultaneous pasnng of Resolution, the Fre- 

TMrs Gofpin a red-faced Lad^, mounts the seat with a cheery cessions march away with colmrs flying and bands playm^and, 
c^f^ce aSt rU^^ laughter, and shouts of “ Go it, old if they have succeeded in advancing the true interesU of hbour, 

I girl ! ” “* DonH forgit to send my shirt home next week ! ” 8;c,, no one will be more gratified than their friend, Mr, Funch, 

' \c, ’ The female in the crowd repeats her preference 

oratory; a string offactory-girls,inhigh-fe<flhered hats, Joseph’s Joust, 

havingjust elbowed their way intothe throng, suddenly conceive a Chambbeuain, from the study of a certaiu ‘‘Liberal Leaflet” 

^A'amXth^rt^^ ZZ^aTn'^^ih ^LpWydr^ 

of refined raillery-after which Mrs. Goipih’s becomes “ ride the high horse,” my brave Brummagem boy, 

1 {7he<Towdex^etm}uartyduapw»taloftUProfm^M^^^ AppaoFBiiraiFOKTHBSniTETSTmiasB'W'HATHBE.— Thewviyalof 

2 >^TK^ritonghttohe “iced drink.” 


Mrt. Ooffin. "Why, I ’ye been and spoke to hoyer forty Members 
o’ Parlyment on the snhjeck myself, I ’ave, s]^ theywas aU on ®nr 
side, ’cept three or four, as was lawyers — and you k^w what tney 


; the Factory 


TOt, 0. 
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“PALMAM QUI MERUIT, FERAT!” 

“ It takes to get oyer eiic*» jcurneys and snck experiences.” — Mfs, GtwiwooA on hot JSfctnipUT adveniures* 


Mr. Phnch, 
kqmtwr : — 

True, Madam, and 
tasteless would be 
the intrusion 
ITbat tactlessly took 
no aoeonnt of the 
time 

The praises of 
Britons are yours, 
in profusion ; 

The blame for a 
blunder, the j udg- 
ment for crime, 

Let Statesmen ap- 
portion ; all know 
where the Honour 
In Manipur’s ill- 
Tnnoag^busmess 
is due; 

And Punch, whose 
delight isof praise 
to be donor^ 
Without hesitation 
awards it to yow/ 

The terrible tale of 
that sudden 
disaster 

Is yivid in memory, 
fresh on our ear ; 

We know how a 
tender - souled 
woman could 
master 

The anguish of 
horror, the tremor 
of fear* 

That ^ort braye de* 
%DLoe will long 
Bye in our story, 
That long dread- 
M mar^ £ng- 
lai:d will not for« 
get; 

Though womanhood 
j&ndsHttie comfort 
in glory, 

Mm he^ts that 
are aching and 
eyes that are wet. 










<y 





Enough for to-day I 
When slow time 
has brought heal- 
ing. 

The tale of those 
hours by your 
lips may be told. 

But proud admira- 
tion will scarce 
brook concealing, 
And Punch to 
express it is 
courteonsly bold. 

He speaks for all 
England. F.br 
womanly yalour t 
We men have not 
shaped the right 
guerdon, — our 
loss I 

A braye woman’s 
heart dushing red 
o’er fear’s pallor, 
Deseryes — what 
Punch gives — ^the 
Yiotoria Cross I 


“Theie acquaint- 
ance,” observed Coun- 
sel. in a recent Breach 
of Promise Case, “ be- 
gan in a ’bus.” This 
may have been an 
error of expression, 
or a misprint, as 
“began with a buss ” 
would have been more 
likely. 

Another Jubilee I 
— ^The Jubilee of the 
Cook Tourist System 
will be celebrated July 
22ad by a Banquet 
at the M§tropole. 
The dinner ought to 
1 e A 1 with such a 
Cook. 


SUMMEET MUMMBKT. 

I BO not know how Icmg the Summer SeasoTi at Terry’s, now being 
earned on by Mr. (Jeorqb Ebwarbes, is to last, but with a little 
dexterous TWftnagement there is no reason why this excellent form of 
^tertaiTiTneut should not go on aU the year round. At 8 there is 
The^nt^shire SaUor, by Brandon Thomas, which I didn’t see; 
Behave h€^ a first-rate report of it from those who have, and who 
know. It might occasionally change places with ^ CommUtion* 
liowever, this is but a suggestion, as with the pieces I saw the other 
night will bear a second visit. 

A Commtuion is a shoit one-act piece, with a sufficiently good 
plot, and every part in it a cbaiaoter, except “ Parker, the Maid ” 
— ^d here let me enter a solemn protest against the further use of 


— TlViU.-VM.UVnA. XCilUCULVJJLU J.XV1U liUO BbUKO. 

mss Lilt Hanbury plays Memmereley, a rich young 

widow, ’ wluch cannot be described as “a poor part.” With this 
I^T, who lo^s rich and is beautiful, the poor artist— a very poor 
one Marehall (without a Christian name in the bill, so wty 
not Simgrove Marshall f) well played by Dr. Forbes Dawson, falls 
desprately m love. Weedon aRossMiTH is very good as the servant 
-Taimost letter as servant than as the author of the piece, and 
that’s saying a good deal. " 

TmPaniomirm Meheareali% eminently funny ; especially the first 
men, Messrs, Elliot, Danemore, Geossmith, 
and Brandon Thomas, As for the last-mentioned, it is well worth 
a TOit to this theatre to see Mr. Brandon Thomas in two pieces, first 
as the Model, and then as the Heavy S welL It is a strong t>iing to say, 


but I can call to mind no aotor on the stage at the present moment 
who could in two difierent characters on the same night so completely 
and absolutely lose his identity,— for voice, manner, action, and of 
course appearance are all utterly changed,— as does Mr. Brandon 
Thomas as GkucehUr the Model, and as Captain Tom Pohinson, 

All the ladies are good. Miss Helena Daorb looks magnificent. 
Then Miss Edith Chester combines prettiness with fun, and the 
duet between her and clever Miss Laura Linden is enthusiastically 
encoretf— and deservedly so, for it is seldom that two young actresses 
w^ “go in” for a real gennine bitof nonsensical burlesque, and 
win. In fact it is all good, “ and if our friends in front ” will accept 
my tip, they will not find a more “summery” form of entertain- 
ment than at Mr. Edwardes’ Terri’s Theatre. 

'Jack-in-thb-Box, 

HOW IT HAPPEUTED; 

Or, Many a Tru'^ro) Word said in Jest. 

“And the See of Truro, yonr Gracious Majesty?” asked Lord 
Salisbury, as he was packing up his portfolio, previous to leaving 
the Presence. 

“ Ah ! ” said the Q,ubbn, “ for the moment I had forgot ” 

** Qoite BO, your Majesty, if you will graciously pardon the inter- 
ruption,” put in the Premier — “that’s the very person I would 
suggest,” 

“Did IJmention a name ?” inquired the Queen, somewhat 
puzzled. 

“Your Majesty,” replied the noble Earl, “observed that ‘you 
bad forgot.’ I would suggest that the Bishopric of Truro should be 
for GottP Of course it was at once settled, aud a congS d'ilire issued. 
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ETON JUBILEE 
CURIOSITIES. 

[If the following hare been 
omitted frcm the Catalogue, 
any yiaitor to Eton ia en- 
titled to call on the Provost, 
Fellows, and Head Master, 
and ask for an explanation.] 

1. ** Pm Monarch of 
all I SurveyJ^ Onginal 
copy of ballad sung by the 
First Eton Ten-oar. 

2. Old Sketch (land- 
scape) of the Very Cross 
Boads near Surley HaU. 
Also portrait of Sublt 
Hail himself. 

3. A Night on the 
Brocas,^^ Old poem, sup- 
posed to be the original 
of the scene “on the 
Brocken” m FaueU A 
curious mistake of 
Goexhb’s, probably due to 
his not having been edu- 
cated at Eton. 

4. The original 
“ fanny ” owned by Master 
Joseph TVTttj-ru, supposed 
to have provided him with 
the notion for his first jest. 

Also the original jest 
itself, bottled in high 
spirits, and in a fair state 
of preservation. As clearly 
as cin be deciphered, the 
legend is something about 
“an Indian,” “an oars- 
man,” and “feathering a 
scull,” or “ skull.” 

5. A dissertation on the 
text that “ The weak- 
est goes to the ’Wall,” 
showing how this proverb 
has been for many years 
directly contradict^, not 
only in theory but in prac- 
tice during the Foot-ball 








iiliii 

iluiifiK 






■K 




FLOREAT ETONAI 


Mr, Punch {to King Emry's *'h>oly shade''), “ Oonoeatuxations, Yoto 
Majestt, on the dOOrn Anniveksabt I” 


time ; it being at Eton the 
strongest who invariably 
goto “the Wall.” 

6. A finely illus- 
trated poem on a bathing 
subject. It is called “ The 
Passing of Arthur P The 
picture shows the Masters 
on the bank at Cuckoo 
Ware, while one small na- 
tational Candidate is still 
in a punt shiveringly 
awaiting the command to 
jump in again and swim 
the regnlation distance. 
From the title, it may be 
taken for granted that 
this Aethub did “pass” 
after all. Poor Httle chap I 

T, “ Going a Cropper 
off the Acropperlis at 
AthensP Anotner bathing 
snbj ect —unsigned. 


Mo on Manipur. 

Sentim.!, t, Goest, to your 
stern soul, 

May seem a “ Simple 
Simon ; ” 

But if there le a cheaper 
rSle^ 

^Tis that of twopenny 
Timon I 

Twin Motio. — “ You 
mustnH tpsah to the Man 
at the WheeV^ has become j 
a proverbial expression. It | 
stood alone. Kow it has a 
companion; it comes from 
the nand of “A Master.” 
It is, “ You must not speak 
to the Gentlemen of the 
Jury,^^ The exceptions 
which prove this rule are in 
favour of the Judge, the 
Counsel, the Clerk, and the 
Usher. 


THE LOST SERGEANT. ancient “block system*' at eton. 

a recent case before Mr. Justice Chitty, a 
doubt was expressed as to whether there was still 
such an officer as the Sergeant-at-Arms attending 
the Courts. His services had not been required 
since 1879. After some iaquiiy, however, he was 
discovered,] 

Sebgeant - AT - Abms, where wert thou? 

Haply pensioned 

In some remote and solitary spot ; 

By lips judicial never even mentioned, 

The Courts forgetting, by the Courts forgot. 

Far from thy kind in some provincial village, 

Didst thou devote thy hoaxy age to tillage ? 

Didst thou, perchance to lower heights de- 
clining 

Lately, as busman, strike for higher pay ? 

Or, to the lash of fate thy sonl resigning, 

Wear a red cap and drive a brewer’s dray ? 

Or didst thou on a hansom seek to fieeoe 
men, 

And scorn the fair, and battle with policemen ? 

Or, didst thou play (as often I have seen a 
Musician play in snow, or sleet, or rain) 

The cornet or expansive concertina 
Outside a pubHc-honse, and all in vain ? 

Music hath charms, but public-house men 

Let oath, hut button up their poekei Vfl” 

UVBO Uttuu, uui, uutwii up lucxT 5 _ ^ whaAc-simtU of the 

Or, didst thou write, as some have done, a origiual, but our old Eton Boy says it is quite near 

shocker, enough, and, “ in his position at the time,” as he 

And sell it on the stalls of Mr. Smith ? adds with truth, “ it was impossible to see it.” 



Or, write us versicles like Fbebebick Lociceb, 
Or, AjSTDBEW-LANG-like, talk about a myth K 
Or, by thine own success amazed and 
staggered, 

Make Zulus make thee rich, like Mr. 
Haqgabd ? 

Or, like Buchanan, didst thou quite exhaust 
in 

One volume such abuse as fits a barge r 
Twitter and chirp like Mr. Alfbed Austin, 

Or make a trifie mystically large. 

Like SwiHBUENB, round whose verse the fog 
grows stronger 

Just in proportion as his lines are longer r 

Whate’er thou didst, where’er thou wert, 
we found thee. 

“Behold!” we cried, “the Sergeant re- 
appears.” 

Let not our welcome overmuch astound thee, 
Whom we have missed through twelve 
unhappy years. 

Hestored at length to England, home, and 
heauty, 

Sergeant-at-Arms adyanoe, and do thy duty I 

The ’Bus Strike being at au end, the news- 
papers will discontinue writing de Omnibus 
rebus, and must employ themselves upon 
quibusdam aliiu 

\ 

“ Just a Qoin’ to Begin.’^— Fourth \ 
Centenary of the Foundation of Eton College i 
is the Festival of the Mrsi Saint ^JSnery, 
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Brather Dick» 


* ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEA.CTED BEOM THE BIAET OP TOST, M.P. 

Seme of Commons. Monday^ June 15. — Eichabd ChambeeIlUN 
to»night, after Wg absence. Been up the Hile, calling on 
PtOLEMT and Phabaoh, and visiting scenes connected the early 

life of Brother Joseph. Much enjoyed the trip; entered^ Honse 
to-night full of life and energy ; snddenly pulled np ; hair rose ; 
fiesh crept; blood chilled. Was it true? Could 
it be possible ? Tes ; no doubt about it. There 
was Priaee Anxiiuji still lounging on Treasury 
Bendh with Madden in r^rve. About a score 
of Membm present inoludmg Whtdbag Sexton, 
kddng on with his irritating smile of supreme 
superimri^, whilst Sage of duBEisr Anne’s Gate 
moved rejecMon of Irish Land Purchase BUI. 

*‘WhyI” exclaimed Brother Dick, his hair 
stili visibly rising, “ wh^o. I was here last, weeks 
and months ago, they were discussing Irish Land 
BiU; Prince Ahthtjb sprawled on Treasury Bench ; 

Labbt was denouncing the Bill as pernicious ; and 
Sexton, having just sat down and just going to 
follow, looked on with sort of pitying toleration 
of other people who assumed to know anything of 
the Bill lk> 1 dream, or are there visions about ? 

Hmxk I’ll go and pinch Jesse CoLLiNas, and see 
if I^mawake.^’ 

Yes ; wide awake ; no mistake about the situa- 
tion ; still b^ing on the Irish Land BiU ; but, 
thank a merciful Providence, this is the last night. 

John Moklbt, who never shrinks from call of 
duty, rises, and Tna^Ires one of those formal, offiaial, 
somewhat tixesonie protests, recapitulating ob- 
jectioms which everyone only too familiar with 
through tins gruesome spring and saddened sum- 
mer. pKien Sage oe duBEN Anne^s Gate cracks 
a few jokes ; Mobton appears on scene ; attempt 
n^e to Count Out; talk kept going through 
dinner hour. At eleven o’clock Prince Abthtjb 
rises ; henriies M np ; then, when everyone ready 
for Division, strangers in GaUery startled by mighty roar of execra- 
tion; looking round with startled gaze in search of explanation, 
dkoover at oomer-s^t below Gangway a dapple figure uplifted on 
Bupernaturally high-heeled boots, with trousers tightly drawn to 
^qilay propertiouB of limbs that would have made Sim Tappertit 
grem with envy ; a black frock coat, buff waistcoat, coloured tie, 
a high collar, a wizened countenance, just now wrinkled with 
E^amodio contortion, kindly meant for an ingratiating smile. 

Thm is Seimottb Heat. Honse may roar at him as the dog that 
crosses the Epsom Course wheu the beU rings for the Derby is howled 
He has, in return for the contumely, only a smile, a deprecatory 
wave of the hand and a speech. House keeps up the roar; Heat 
his ringed hand, nods pleasantly at the Speatticu, and at any- 
femg approaching a lull, shouts half a sentence at top of his voice. 
For full tMi miuutes contest continued. Then Speakeh rises ; Heat 
doTO glad of interval of rest, and hopeful that Speaxtcb is about 
to rebuke Ms interrupters. 

“ m ouesfion^” said the SrEAim, “ that this BiU be now wad 
a llirf Time.” pfoare Ksax walwed ntoation. House is deared for 
Div^on, and Ms final speech on Land Purchase Bill remains unspoken. 

Jdmmees dd«e.— Irish Land Bill read a Third Time by 225 votes 
against^, ^ 

Tueeday.^QoBBT gave House to-night thorox^h surprise. The 
S<OTBE of Malwood brought on Manipur business ; moved Resolution 
**«inTig for more pap^ Incidentally iudioted the Government at 
Dome and in In^ put up to reply. An average Minister 

would have made an ordinary speech ; Gohst’s reply accepted by 
wj^on cmisent m the most extraordinary ever heard from the 
Bench sm^ Dmx left it. Instead of evading respon- 
mbihties, oolounng f^ts, doing what Ministers nsually do when in a 
fi^ Gobst simply, boldly, cynically, told the truth. The Sbnapatti 

must be got ndof at possible moment, and in most absolutely 

complete fashion. Axbitiary this; tyrannical perhaps; unjust 
pMsibly. Hone of Gobst’s business to defend or extemSte it. ^All 
he could say was it is not a new thing ; done wherever British ffag 
wv^ under foremn skies ; in mw Zealand with the Maori King ; m 

in the Soudan 
said Gomt, leaning his elbow lightly on 
toe table, they have always j^ted and discouraged independent 
and original tdrat ;^dways loved and promoted mediocrity.*' 

toshedthjfl pregnant ^d delightful aphorism. Gobst 
looked up at tie P^ Gdlery, where sat his CMe^ Gband Cboss, 
successor of Clive in tie Government of India, His glance travelled 


downward, till it rested on tie Treasury Bench, and fell gently on 
tie figure of Old Mobalitt. 

How Dizzt would have delighted in this speech, with this last 
exquisite touch ! The Sotjibe of Malwood, in his secret breast, not 
less appreciative ; but debate must be kept np, and he joined in tie 
hue aod cry with which Mediocrity reseated this fresh and original 
way of treating things. Even Campbell-Bannebman shook his 
head. “ It is brilliant,’* he said, “but it is not discretion.” 

Business done. — A good deal. 

Government met with awkward defeat on Faetories 
Bill. Hot quite certain to whom they chiefly owe it, whether to 
Gobst or Matthews. Guestion arose on Stdnet Buxton’s Amend- 
ment, raising tie age of child-labourers to a minimum of eleven 
years. Debate lasted all night ; a pleasant oontirast to the unreaUty 
of Irish Debate; Benches crowded; audience interested; speeches 
practical ; Gobst in attendance, though doubtful whether he would 
speak. Usually sits in modest retirement under shadow of Speakbb’b 
Chair. To-night marked slight difference of opinion from his 
colleagues by taking up comer- seat on Treasury Bench by Gangway, 
quite out of reach of hand-shake from Home Secbetaet, 

Mundblla, longing to he at Matthews, waiting on Front 
Opposition Bench; Matthews, earnestly desiring cefilision with 
Mundella, lingered tie long night through on Treasury Bench. At 
last dragged into arena by John Moblet. Painfully conscious of 
Gobst on bis right hand. Why couldn’t he go away? Why sit 
there smiling when Matthews floundered, and why turn over tie 
pages of tie Bine Book with such subtle air of contradictiou when 
Matthews quoted from proceedings of Berlin Conference f 

As midnight drew on, ex- 
citement increased. Uncer- 
tain how Division would go. 

Rumours of possible defeat 
of the Government; Akbbs- 
Douglas moviag about smil- 
mg; therefore all must be 
well. House surging with 
excitement ; movement to and 
fro; a buzz of conversation 
rising above tie voice of 
Member addressing the Chair. 

Only one placid figure under 
tie glass roof. Seated in side 
Gallery facing Treasury Bench 
was J. S. Baleoub ; (no rela- 
tion of Prince Autmuk’s, hen 
entendu) Gnestion put; Di- 
vision bell rang ; the bustle 
of eight hundred departing 
feet disturbed J. S. B., and, 
stepping carefully down from 
tie inconveniently bigbBench, 
he walked out to take part in 
the Division. 

* ‘ All very well, dear Tobt,” 
he said, “talking about eleven 
being toe age for half-timers. jN"© Relation of Prince Arthur’s. 
Eleven seems to me about the figure at which we should knock off 
here. When it gets on to twelve in this hot weather, I almost feel 
as if I could go to sleep.” Business done. — Stdnet Buxton’s 
Amendmeut to Factories Bill carried by 202 Votes against 186. 

^rtday.—Gnestion to-night, how would Government take their 
defeat of yesterday ? Soon settled ; at earliest moment Matthe'ws 
appeared at table, announced tiat Government.** fully and cordi- 
ally ” a^epted decision of House. It was true tiat they had resisted, 
with fullest strength, Stdnet Buxton’s proposal. He himself, in 
powerful speech, had demonstrated that, if Amendment were adaed 
to tie Bill, tie heavens would fall, and the British Empire would 
staggerto its doom. But that only his play; Gobst reedly obliged 
to the House ioi beating them, and Clause would be added to Bill. 

^oordmgly. Report stage of Factories’ Bill run tirough, and 
Third Reading taken. 

^ Odd thing befell tie universe last week. Happening to mention 
m tins Diary Wooton Isaacson, Member for Tower Hamlets, tie 
aiasolute Ait^ drew fancy portrait of Lewis Isaacs, Member for 
He wtngton ; labelled it from I)odf ** A Progressive Conservative.” 
M^y enough, both Isaacs and Isaacson write themselves down in 
1 Progressive Conservative.” So our Artist (occasionally 
quite clear-headed), got mi^ed up with tie family ; descended, so to 
speak, from Isa ac to Isaac’s son. Hot quite sure to which apology is 
due. Just as well to mention it, so that, when the Hew Zealander 
xeads Ms Bunch a century or two hence, he may have a , clear? con- 
ception of tie actuality. Business done * — Guite a Idt. 


Moeb Russian Tteannt,— P«ncA is not admitted into Rnssia 
unless bound. ; 



% 
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“THE SHODElIf.” 

fItL a Je'V^isli dirorce case it was alleged that the petitioner and respondent 
had been brought together by a ‘‘ Shodkin.’* The Shodkin, it was explained, 
was a person who brought about marriages between members of the Jewish 
.community, and was paid a fee by one or both the parties.] 

“ I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word .*’— of Venice, 

Gitjb me newrhymes,” the poet We live by verse, and how shall 
cries, “we 

“ I want another rhyme for This Hebrew middle-man dis- 
‘ bodkin,’ parage, 

I And here comes dropping from the To whom religion grants a fee, 


I skies 

That comfortable word, “the 
Shodkin.” 

Long have I racked my brain for 
rhymes, 

I tried to drag in Mr. Gonzor ; 
On Friday last I read my Times^ 
Bureha! down it goes — the 
Shodkin, 


Paid by both sides, for making 
marriage? 

IS'ay, Jew, we thank thee for the 
word, 

For Fate two Jews might haply 
sever ; 

The busy Sbodkin oemes as third, 
.And swiftly makes them one 
for ever. 


AN OPERATIC PUZZLE. 

I HAD been informed that it was no use buying a hook of MirexLle, 
as those sold in the house were of a somewhat light and mis-leading 
«eiiaraoter* So I didn’t. But I had a programme, and fortunately 1 
was able to recognise most of the singers in spite of their disguise. 
Also I comforted myseK with the official information that the piece 
was to be performed, “by desire,. in French.” “Oho!” says I, to 
myself, “ there is some sensible person on the Committee who doesn’t 
understand Italian, and prefers ‘ French as she is sung,’ ” However, 
I recognised hut one of the Oovent Garden Committee men present, 
and he was there only in a casual sort of way. Drubiplanus wasn’t 
en evidence: probably at home rehearsing various effects with a view 
to receiving the Imperial Majesty of Germany, These receptions, 
including “ such a getting up (and down) stairs,” walking with crah- 
like action, require a lot of rehearsal, not to mention the manage- 
ment of a sword which is apt to he dangerous only to the wearer, and 
the carrying offwax-lights, the effect of which on his official Court 
dress may recall to the mind of the Operatic Manager the celebrated 
name of Geisi. There was no one in authority tp tell me anything 
about Mireille^ and this is what I made out of tne plot. 

MirMk^ Miss Eahes, charming throughout, is a happy peasant 
in beautiM little patent leather imoes, which, I hope, are as easy as 

fK apparently are her circum- 

/ / stances. She is beloved by 
L/ one Vincent, pronounced Van 
f Sonff, a peasant of a rather 

I Whitechapelish - oosfermon - 

' I gerish-out-on-a-Sunday ap- 

po&ranoe, but picturesque 
'mI withal. They are engag^ ; 

least, if they are not they 
ought to be. Then comes a 
f handsome elderly lady, dis- 

'I guised like a fairy godmother 

I . lu a pantomime before she 

K throws off her hood and an- 

I A I nounoes her real character, and 

I &is lady, called Taven in the 

bill, is Mile. Passaka, who 
sings a song about a i^ainV/ofi, 
tKmlJr ^or what particular reason I do 

not know, except to please the 
^ My UT^ I I audience, which it did^ being 

encored, and to puzzle ifcfifctV/s, 
MM , K ^ which it also succeeded, if 1 

might judge by Miss Faices’s 
’ expressive countenance. And 

I must observe that I 
found my intimate acquaiut- 
*^^06 ’witfi French language 

The Wicked Yibrato Peasant with the oo^donal^^“*ow/”^ M 

MgT««ti.g.cuM.Tu.iB,-Fork. Sn«ir“m*SleS 


tion, who, as I gathered from the programme, was Ourriae (what a 
nme I), played by Signor Crste, and sung with a kind of double 
vibrato stop in his organ, which seemed, when turned on full, to 
m^e the upper boxes quiver. Well, in he comes, and tells 
Mireille something— what, I don’t know— but this is how the row 
began, as, in less thanffve minutes, two old men, one M. Isnakdon, 
dramatic and in tone, and the other, not mentioned in my pro- 
gramme, and therefore pardonably somewhat out of tune, enter and 
commence a rumpus ; what the difficulty was all about I am not 
clear, but the upshot was that the old man in tune cursed his 
daughter, and the old man out of tune held back his son Vincsnt, 
and prevented him from first assaulting and then being assaulted 
by the irate Maitre Ramon, i,e,, M. Isnardon. The Chorus of 
unhappy Villagers forms tableau. End of Act the Second ; iu Act 
the First there was no action at all, and everything had gone off as 
pleasantly as possible. 

Then, in Act III., there is a sandy desert— where ?— Egypt ? 
—Heaven, Auottstus Ha-rrjs, and the scene- 
painter, only know — and here comes on a 
mighty illigant shepherd with a pipe— to play, f 

not to smoke— and one clever person near me 
was sure it was Miss Eames in dis- 
guise, but it turned out to he Miss Ja 

Ekojka Pinkbrt, a piper of whom 
some present would willingly have 
paid to hear a little more; but she ^ 
vanished, probably in search of her 
iock in the desert,— by the way, an V 
excetient place for golf this desert, 

—and then in came Mireille and | 

Taven, when the latter, I fancy, 

tells Mireille of the crime she has 

witnessed in the previous scene, A 

which, I regret to say, I have 

omitted to mention from motives of 

delicacy. But alas I lean no longer 

conceal the fact. In that previous 

scene Mr, Ourriae had behaved / 

very badly in first losing bis tem- 

per,*and then sticking a dagger into ‘^^\\\' J 

por Vincent Lubert, who down ^ Happy Peasant Boy with his 


« •vi'su MJULw jJLCLuuy x c7aBa.uu Xftvsy tvauu ullo 

behind a rock, presumably dead. ^ r^^g. ping 

The golf-ground isclearedoff, and , ^ 

we are back again in front of the village church. But at this 
moment a person, who knew all about it, whispered, “ If you want 

4ej%. AanV ^ Xl« A AWl-t XV> A OB t*h.A Ov\A*|»0 


XallltvDU lUs^Ck XlVTf XU »U OrAXU. X U.VJX U MXAVaVXBVOUVa JULV^TT JkV 

began. However, I have recorded my imOTessions, confused probably, 
but— the music is very pretty, and Miss jEaios very charming, 

PARENTAL AUTHORITY. 

Typical Britith Father [according to the Some Secretaru), How, 
come, Jane and Jim, bundle up to your work. Look eharp I 

Government Inspector, Ho, Mr. Sikes, I tbink not. Your 
youngsters have not touched eleven yet. 

Typical British Father, But they ’re over ten. 

Government Inspector, That don’t matter. The age is altered. 
You’ll just send your young kids back to the Board School again. 

Typical British Father, well, I call it downright robbery. Why, 
they supports me, they do ; and what more fitter work can you find 
for the Kids, but to support their parients with the sweat of their 
brow. Why, I thought the ’Omb Secbetart was all on our side. 

Government Inspector, Well, he’s been heat, that’s all. The 
country don’t see the fun of sending children of tender years away 
from, their proper teaming, to wear out their young bodies and poison 
their young systems in beastly close, ill-ventilated work-rooms, and 
all just to bring in an extra bit of money to enable their parents, 
like you, to laze and loaf ^ home, and, maybe, spend ^^eir hardly- 
earned wage on drink. However, you’ll have ti) dock it, Mr. Sikes. 

Typical British Father, Well, 1 call it downright hloomiu’ rob- 
bery. It ’s more. It ’s a invasion of the sacred rights of the British 


French,” and for some allusions to “ h papillon ” just mentioned, 
and a?ors”— which didn’t help me much, even’ when given 

twice*most dramaiioally hy.M. Isnabdon.— I ^couldn’t catch a single 
woVd, ^d ar far as libretto went, it might have been, for me per- 
BOhally, given in double-Dutch, or the dialect of a South-Afrioan tnbe. 

On the disappearihice of [she didn’t take off her cloak, 

tmd wasn’t a, fairyi which rather wt me off the scent, T admit,]— in 
comes a gorgeous person, rix Mgh ait least, and stout in propor- 


rebellion against their natural protectors. It ’s a bloomin’ shame ! 

[Government Inspector leade them off delighted. Typical British 
• left swearing, , 

Dnseleisb. Help bx Smiles. — “Dr. Ouain’s advice to doctors,” 
says* Mr. James Patk in the Illustrated liondon Betas '^ “ always ‘ to 
look oheeful,’ ought to be writteu in letters of gold.” Soiitis: in i 
notes, or cheques. Wheu the emiuent novelist has to send for Dr. 
Q.UAIN, the latter will beaiii on and tell him a good story. The 
kbouf he delights in will “phyrid Paxn;” ’ 






THE EGOISM OF GENIUS. 

jRm^ Don*t yotj want to see the Eyeniko Papeks, Moetimbe ? ” 

Minimus Poet ‘'WhTj is theee AFnsrirG ABour Ms m them?** Foni Mother, *Not that I know of, D^lELIHO.” 
Mmimm Poet (pettishfy}, ** Good Hsayehs, Mothee, then what on baeth should I want to ses them foe ? '* 


POLITICAL ASIDES; 

Oe, Tlujth in Paeentheses. 

(Fery fred^ adts^^ from Thomas Hood.) 

Fond Moiher, I really take it vastly kind, 
Tkis visit, my dear f^reatoret 
A family likenes«[ here you’ll dnd. 

(like hers f in one feature I) 

Ft tendly Visitor. Only too kappy, I am sure, 
To see the Httle darling, 

Got family friendships are so pure 1 
(They End eEeet in snarling.) 

Fond Mother. "Well, dear, with yow ex- 
perienoe. 

Tour aid must he of value. 

Yen *ve not yet given its help immense* 
(Hor, if I know it, shaU you I) 

Friendly Visitor. Ah! Good Hurse G-SCM-N, 
is she out, 

That you the oahe are dandling ? 

Sweet - tempered child and strong, no 
doubt 1 

(The brat wants careful handling.) 

Fond MotheriQ-soK-v Bid D-kb are both at 
hand, 

But I ’m so proud to idiow it. 

The weakness you will understand 
(Envious, and knows I know it I) 

Friendly Vuitor. Mothers must he as vigi- 
lant 

As— say ’Bus-strikers’ pickets. 

It cries, dear I What does baby want ? 
(Half-starved, and has the rickets 1} 


Fond Mother, Which, think you, the best 
Infant’s Pood? 

You see there are so many ; 

I know your judgment is so good I 
(Hot worth a single penny !) 

Friendly Visitor, Well, dear, don’t swaddle 
it too tight. 

That mins the digestion, [right. 

And— Forster’s Food I’ve found work 
(She ’ll relish that suggestion !) 

Fond Mother. Humph I Bather out of date, 
Ifearl 

You ’ve slight ex^^enenoe—Jate^y^ 

Hext time you nurse you’ll know, my 
dear I . 

(She ’ll like,that home-thrust greatly !) 

Friendly Visitor. Your nursing, dear, of 
oonrse, is based 
Upon my Hnrsery Manual. 

The child looks rayther peaky-faoed. 

(Hot quite a hardy annual 1) 

Fond Mother. Think so? Look up, and 
laugh, my sweet, 

Show Hana she ’s mistaken— 

It quite begins to “ feel its feet.” 

( With spite her soul is shakeu I) 

Friendly Visitor. I understand your family 
Call it The Changeling,” Why so ? 
The family likeness all must see. 

(It squints with the left eye so !) 

Fond Mother. Oh! there are always some 
cross things 

In every Family Party, 

Your moUier’s heart has felt such stings I 
(She’ll thi«k of Job and Haet y 1) 


Friendly Visitor, Well, well, with my advice, 
And lots of Liberal Tonic, [my dear, 
Yonr child we possibly may rear. 

(That’s one lor Old Sardonic I) 

Fond Mother, Oh! re^y you are quite too 
kind! 

Yonr own “ Home-Rnle Elixir ” 
Unfailing for yonr babes you had ? 

(Fancy that dart will fix her I) 

Friendly Visitor. You see we breed, and 
nurse, our own ; 
fVe do not steal or borrow. 

However, dear, I must be gone, 

(To call again to-morrow I) 

Fond Mot her. What! must you go? Htxt, 
time no doubt. 

You’ll give more Liberal measure. 

Hnrse G. shall see you safely out, 

( With most partionlar pleasure !) 

Friendly Visitor. Don’t tremble, dear! The 
beUI’UpuU, 

And, bid them call my oabby I 
Good We I The Babe ’s be-you-ti-ful I 
(A Flahhy^ Dahby^ Bobby !'! f) 


About tbe Last of It. 

Dbah Me. Punch,— Would you kindly 
snggest to Mr. Caij)bron, in the interest of 
Historical and religious Art, that he should 
give us for next jrear’s Academy, as oom- 
panion-piotore to his “ 8t. Mizabethf^ *^Car~ 
dinal Woleev. in his old age, lefi naked to his 
enemiesJ** — ^Yours. artfully^ A Shakspba-rtan* 
Bbadbb, but no Latin Scholae. 








A PARLIAMENTARY ASIDE. 


FumraiT YisrroE "IT IS INDEED A BE^DTIFUL CHE-ILD! (Atide.) FLABBY, DABBY BABBYH 



Jbkb 27, 1891.] 


PUNCH, OR THIS LONDON CHARIVARI. 


"jn'rOWLT5T>fiH? TS TNYAT.TTA'RT.l? ?” BEXMiToir— the last pair seemin? to come in like the “two pretty 

AINUVV iXN VAliUAl^XfUi I nien»^ of nursery history, ^yclept ‘‘Robin and Richaud.’> The 

Scms—jRoyal Commtssion of the Future^ Commmionere present, organ oannot he played without Etrb and hsllows. The Con- 
Xast Witness under examination, uuctor to the musical omnibus is Atjgxtst Manns, or more appro- 

,jr»<«e«r (mo**%). Tea, my Lord and Gentlemen, up to a certain it is safe to he in the hands of the Conductor whose S ialn^- 

tiTe of quantity and quaUty. SalveU, Somines ! 


• . - ' * -j vj. v./v/jLiuuubujr wuuao jxauio jus miuua- 

n -x V 1 , quantity and quality. JSalvete, Homines I 

Chairman, ftuite so— you have, generally i^eaking, an education ^ j 

rather better than an average City Clerk ? ^ , . 

Witness (in the same modest tone). So I am given to understand. 

aowmaw. What is your father? ae stano. OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

anranswM^e“^“aue^SL®"l“atir!«LK,,^ifT along with GEOKfiB Mekeduh’s Oneof Our 

^ follow my Conquerors. Within the last three weeks he has already reached 
par«ts calLng-physioally and .morally. My frame has been p. 84 of VoL L. and here the weather, hevir.. w™e 


weakened by study, and my education prevents* 
Chairman (interrupting). Just so. We can 


My frame has been 


p. 94 of VoL I., and here the weather, having suddenly become 
tropical, the Baron felt that his mighty brain “whirled, swam to a 


^in^^hriSkySg?^^ eiiongh to floor the London matriculation | row^e; he had come into view of diminutive marUe cavalier of 

^S'wefrrhov.^l 


(Murmurs of general 
assent.) Well, my hoy, 
have you tried to get 
a clerkship P 

' Witness. Alas I yes, 
indeed I have, my 
Lord and Centlemen. 
I have tried every- 
where to obtain em- 
ployment, but without 
success. 

Chairman (sympa^ 
thetically). Dear me! 
Yeiy sad I But come, 
my lad, we have given 
you fiomethiiig more 
than an ordinarjr com- 
mercial education — 
you have acquired 
accomplishments. 

Witness. Yes, my 
Lord and Gentlemen ; 
hut, believe me, they 
are valueless, I am 
an excellent violinist, 
hut there is no room 
for me at the theatres. 
It is true I mightj by 
paying my footmg, 
secnre a place in a 
sMling hand, con- 
sisting of a harp and 
a comet, but I have 
conscientious scruples 
against earnings 
gained at the doors of 
a public-house. 

Chairman. Cer - 
tainly. Besides, I 
fancy you make too 
light of the diffi. 0 ^- 
ties of securing such a 
position. A Witness, * 
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A SCIENTIFIC CENTENARY. 

Faraday (returned), “Well, Miss Soibncb, I heabtilt aoNOEATTTi.ATB tott; toit hate 

MADE MabVBLLOUB PjROGBBSS SINCE MT TiMEI *’ 


the infantile cerebel^ 
lumP Then he re- | 
traced lus steps, puz- 
zled a hit, hut after a 
“ modest quencher 
SwiveUerian libation, 
he hit npon a lumi* 
nous passage which 
warned him in plain 
speeeh ^^ — and whose 
is plainer than George 
Meeedith^s “ that 
the ^ Bacchus of aus^ 
picious hirth induces 
ever to the worship of 
the loftier Deities!^ 
Exeelle|it i’ faith I 
And then the Baron 
smole, as one who is 
interiorly enlightened 
smileth as he read, 

** Forbear to come 
hauling up examples 
of malarious men ” — 
(•“malarious men’ is 
good,” quoth the 
Baron) — ** tn whom 
these pourings of the 
golden rays of life 
breed fogs; and be 
moved, since you are 
scarcely under an obli- 
gation to hunt the 
meaning '*'* — (here the 
Baron wondered 
within himself. Was 
he under an obligation 
or not P In foro con- 
scieniice the case was 
set down for that im- 
mortal date. “To- 
morrow?”) — “ in toler- 
ance of some ^ dithy- 
rathbic inebriety of 


who gave very much the same evident as yourself, declared it was narration (quiverings of the reverent pen) when we find ourselves 
mpossiWe to gam admission even to a German Band. But you have entering the circle of a most magnetic popularity** Here the Baron 

^ 4 . T a A 4 X. V X. X 11 paused. Somehow, in his search after truth, he had fallen down 

wuness, yes: but i nncl the accomplishment valueless as a some seventy pages, and was on his back again at p. 33, Tol. I, 
Dread-wi^er. I would do pastels on the flag-stones were not the Refreshment was necessary. Iced. Also a Hiootinian sacrifice, as 
supply otMtjsts m this particular Ime greatly in excess of the of primitive days, when heifers adorned, not altars, hut weeds, 
aemand. Bes^s. the wlice move them on. vegetables, and early produce only. JSmokeamusJ Vent, vidt, visky / 

C^w*ma«. Well, my lad, what can you do for yourself P ’Jore George I Your health and novel ! * ^ 

Nothing ; and consequently, my Lord and Gentlemen, I The Baron be Book-Worms. 

nope you will do something for me. 

consultation with his colleagues). As you have «A«T?AQVAQAxir«j 7 

^^oated up to a point rendering you valueless at fourteen, we ^ iaAoi Ao A 15 O. j 

shall have much picture in re^mmending that yonr studies be Witness of the Labour Commission (und&r examination). Yes, I 
^nnnued until your education wm be equally valueless at nineteen, think that es^loyers should be forced by law to give in to their mem 
II this scheme does nothing else, it will Keep you employed for the Q>Aestion, But should this lead to bankruptcy, what thenP 


next five years I 


[i^cene closes in upon the Meport. 


ORATORIO, AS HANDLED AT THE C.P. 

Tip Tenth Triennial Handel Festival. Programme extends over I 


Witness. Bankruptcy should be legally abolished. 

Ques^on. Should employers have no money to pay the employed P 
Witn^9. That duty should he discharged by the Government! 
Qae^ticm, But how should the loss be supplied — by the imposition 
of myr taxes P 

Witness. Certainly not. Taxation should be entirely abolished. 


MiiXMg aw Madame Aebani, Miss Maeiae ' M&EBNk^ M^srs’ I is "alioatter lleave^ra^y to the 

Saktmt, Eswaed Lloed, Baeioe MoGtrcKur, Bbxdsoit, and I diswfflaott of the Cbrenunent. ^ 














A B C of Ibsenity fThe), m 
About the Court, 147 
Accident on the Ice, 85 
Acting— on a Suggestion, 120 
Adopted Child (The), 222 
‘'Advance, Australia 1” 12fi. 268 
Agricultural Tripos (An), 221 
Alarmed Autocrat (The), 282 
All Adrift ; or, Three Men in a Punt, 270 
Among the Immortals. 217 
Amusing Battle’s Note-Book for 1591 
(The), 12, 86, 45 
Another’s, 177 

Another Telephonic Suggestion, 150 
Appropriate, 12 
Arbitration, 30 

Aristotelian Treasure-Trove, 67 
Arthur and Composer, 65 
Artist and a Whistler (An), 72 
** As Easy as A B C," 309 
Athletics, 123 

At the End of the Year, 9, 23 
Auditors in Wonderland, 15 
Bacchus Outwitted ; or, The Triumph of 
Sobriety, 203 
Baconian Theory (A), 210 
Bar Barred I 145 
Bendigo 287 
“ Berooien 1 ’’ 281 

** Better Late than Never 1 ” 71. 157 
Bitter Cry of Outcast Competition, 255 
Blendel up to Date, 144 
“ Blood ” V. “ Bullion ” 284 
Boat-Race Ten Years Hence (The), 187 
Bogey, Man I (The), 68 
Bowls, 283 
Bow-wow I 193 
I Bravo, Bagshawe I 98 
Breach ot veracity (A), 27 
Breakfast Table-Talk, 254 
Bruin Junior, 62 
Brum and the Oologist, 99 
Brummagem Bolus (A), 178 
Brustle’s Bisbop; 64 
Bumhle at Home, 18 
Bums versus Bums,- 26 
’Busmen’s Alphabet (The), 287 
’Bus ’Css’s Mems (A), 289 
By a Tired and Cynical Critic of Current 
Fiction, 123 

Gahadiah Calendar (A),' 99 
Can a Man Imprison his Wife ? 209 
Candour in Court, 98 
Canine Confidences, 89 
Can(ne8)did Confession (A), 78 
Capital and Labour Forecast, 51 
Celt again! 108 

Chambers in St. James’s Street, 120 
Change for Thirty-five Shillings, 246 
Change of Initials, 45 
Charles Keene, 33 
“ Charles our Friend,” 159 
Charlie and Sarah, 69 
Child’s Chit-Chat, 273 
Christmas in Two Pieces, 16 
“ Chucked 1" 122 
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Church and Stage, 185 
Civil Seivice Note, 96 
Cod lingsby Junior, 267 
Coliseum— at Chicago (The), 275 
Columbia on her Sparrow, 74 
Coming Dress, 195 
Coming Meeting (A), 39 
Compensation, 21 
Competition in the Future, 256 
Complaint of the Census (A), 177 
Composer Coming (The), 21 
Coriolanus, 102 
Court Cold I 153 
Coy Colossus (A), 299 
Criticising the Calendar, 168 
Crummies Bedivivus I 61 
Curate to his Slippers (The), 24 
Dancikg-on-Nothino Girl (A), 141 
Dante not “ in it.” 169 
Day in the Law Courts (A), 279 
Dead Frost (A), 71 
Dearness and Dearth, 62 
Desdemona to the Author of “Dorian 
Gray,” 123 

Diary of an Old Joke (The), 180 
Diary of Dover (A), 135 
Disclaimer (A), 210 
Disinfecting the Wigs, 216 
Dis-Order of the Day (The), 251 
Domestic Melodies, 45 
Drama Then and Now (The), 267 , 

Dramatic Illustration of an Advertise- 
ment, 105 

Dreamy Madness^^eo 
Druriolanus and Dancing. 81 
Dumas Up to Army Estimates’ Date, 105 
Eabl Granville, 

Early Closing Movement, 216 
Edwin and Angelina, 6 
Elegy on a Mad Dog (An), 63 
Essence of Parliament, 69, 71, 53, 95, 107, 
119, 181, 343, 165, 168, 191, 204,216,225, 
282, 261, 264, 276, 287, 299, 304 
Ethics of Match-Boxes (The), 89 
Eton Jubilee Curiosities, .303 
Evenings from Home, 245 
Explanations 6, la Mode, 292 
Extract from the Report of the G. O. M.'s 
Birthday Speech at Ha warden, 86 
“ Facta non Verba ; " or, Pierrot in Lon- 
don, 179 

Pair Exchange (A), 174 
Familiarity breeds Respect, 243 
Fascination !■ 158 
Fashion’s Floralia, 219 
FOteor Fate? 129 ^ ,* 

Fine Young German Emperor (The), 182 
First Act and the Last (The), 128 
Fir.st Visit to the “ Naveries,” 217 
“Flat, Stale, and Unprofitable,” 156 
Flowerless Funeral (The), 99 
“Flowers that Bloom, tra-lal” (The), 
141 

For, Better or Worse ! 67, 201 
Forecast for 1891 (A), 5 
Freezing Point (A), 69 


Friend of Ireland and the Wordy Knife- 
Grinder (The), 50 
Friend of Labour (The), 188 
Frieze of the Parthenon (The), 60 
Fn»m Our Musical Box. 51 
Fruit Of the Session (The), 294 
Game of Peace (The), 40 
Garden of Sleep (The), f06 
“ General Election Stakes,” 258 
General of the Future (The), 800 
General View of “ Private Inquiry ” (A), 48 
Geographical, 254 
Giving a Lodger Notice to Quit, 181 
Good Devon I 45 

“ Good Little 'Un is better than a Bad 
Big ’Un” (A), no 

Goschen cum Dig. ; or. The (far from) 
Dying Swan, 146 
G. P. O. Cuckoo (The), 145 
Grand <)ld Wetterun (A), 149 
Great Disappointment, 17 
I Great Whaling Expedition (The), 114 
“ Grey Apes of Age,” 288 
Haguolooical and Historical Note, 48 
Hands as they are Shook, 153 
“Happy New Year 1 ” (A), 6 
Happy Prospect, 120 
Hearthily Welcome, 183 
Heinrich Schliemaim, 15 
“ Here we are A^in I ” 74 
Hero’s Common Form Diary (The), 2 
Herrick Up to Date, 177 
Highest Education (The), 81 
» Hired Priest” (The), 288 
History and Art, 243 , 

Homage to Sir James Hannen, 60 

“ Honours Easy I " 23 

How it Happened, 302 

How it’s Done, 88 

How Long? 269 

Humour o’t I (The), 219 ^ ^ 

Hundred-aud-Ten-Tonner (The), 90 

Hymen and Cupid, 210 

Iaoo on the Great Sermon Question, 121 

I’dbeaCrimiTial, 36 

Ignotus, 178 

In a Maze. 246 . . « «« 

In a Lock.— A Whitsuntide Warble, 251 
Information required, 59 
In-Kerrect Kerr, 398 
In the Latest Style, 11 
In Memoriam, 65, 389 
In Memoriam— “ Old To-morrow,” 239 
In re the Influenza. 252 
In their Easter Eggs, 165 
“In the Name of the Law— Photo- 
graphs ! ” 145 ^ ^ ^ 

Invective of H-rc-rt (The), 182 , 

Irish ibiamond (An), 179 
Jack's Appeal, 63 
Jokim and John, 213 ^ 

Jokim the Cellarer ; or, The Blend, 231 
Jokin’s Latest, 167 _ , 

Jolly Young Waterman (The), 149 
Junius Judex, 74 
“ Keep your Hare on 1 137 


Kensington Correspondence. 133 
Kensington Gardens Small Talk, 129 
Kept in the Stable, 138 
Key to a Lock (The), 201 
Key to the Proposed Heraldic Device, 243 
King John at Oxford, 93 
King Stork and King Log, 134 
Knowledge is Invaluable, 809 
Koch Sure 1 42 
Labours for Lent, 73 
Land and Brain, 136 
“LaRixe,” U9 
Larks I 48 
Last Song (The), 231 
Latest in Telegrams (The), 117 
latest “ Labor Program ” (The), 249 
lAunce in London, 14 
Leaves from a Candidate’s Diary, 167, 171, 
181, 203, 205, 228, 23S, 249, 261, 268, 230, 
239 

Legal Maxims, 156 
Le Prince s’amuse, 297 
Lights 0 * London (The), 87 
Listening to the Gentle Kooen, 101 
Lost in the Mist of Ages, 21 
Lost Sergeant (The), 803 
Magazine Manners, 177 
Men who have taken Me in— to Dinner, 
105, 129, 165 

Mere Suggestion for Next Time (A), 143 
Merry Green Wood (The), 165 
Micl^ Free in Paris, 177 
Mitred Misery, 230 
Mixture as Before (The), 265 
“ Model Husband ” Contest, 61 
Modem Brigand (The), 297 
Modem Types, 73, 186, 196, 

Moi-Mom, 81 , 

Moltke, 213 
More Ibsenity, 125, 188 
More Kicks &an Halfpence, 171 
“ Mors et Vita,” 198 
Mortuary, 293 
Most Appropriate, 89, 87 
M. P. Manfield, M.P., 97 
Mr. Herkomer and Mr. Parnell, 207 
Mr. Jonathan and Miss Canada, 181 
Mr. Punch’s Pocket Ibsen, 186, 148, 167, 
172, 184, 193, 208, 220, 241, 253 
Mr. Punch’s Prize Novels, 13, 28, 87, 85, 
100, 112, 169. 229, 244 
Mr. Punch to Miss Canada, 107 
Mrs. Gingham on the Great ’Bus Ques- 
tion, 297 

Mrs. (irandy to Mr. (3k>schen, 99 
Musical Notes, 217, 3(’0 
Musical, Theatrical, and Judiciali 288 
.My Lady, 133 • • 

“My pretty Janus, oh, never look so 
Shy '” 88 

Newest Nostmm (The), 263 

New f^yer-Book Revision, 185 

New Tale of a Tub ; or, The Not-at-Home 

' Secretary and the Laundresses (The), 290 

Nolens Volens, 293 i 

Not Caught Yet i 186 
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on tlie Boyja Academy of 2091, 264 
N^ng like Dismpline, ^05 
Not Inside Oat> 29 
OBViora, 263 
« Odd Man Out, 51 

Ow'sioraWs Chnstcm Cards and ^ew 
Tear Wishes, 6 

Old Times Eevived, w si 

Old Woman and her Water Supply. 81 
Ollendorff in London, 160 
One Pound Notes, 165 
Ou the Biver, 239 
Operatic Gossip, 27 

Operatic Notes, 189, 197, 209, 221, 231, 
256, 281 

Operatic Puzzle (An), 805 
Other Man (The), 201 
Our Advertisers. 9, 69, 105 
Our Booking-Office, 4, 37, 29, 41, P5, <7, 
89, 101, 111, 124. 141, 149, 361, 380, 191, 
196, 213, 221. 239. 245, 257, 276, 285, 293 
Our Opening (Sun) Day I 1^ 

Our Particular Tip comes off Right, 275 
Our Particular Tip for the Derby, 255 
Out of School, 108 
Overheard at Earl’s Court, m 
Oxford and Cambridge Boat-Race, 156 
“ Palmam Qui Meruit, Ferat I” 302 
Pantomimic Reverie (A), 36 
Paper-Chase ” (The), 78 
Par about Pictures, 90 
Parental Authority, 305 
Pars about Pictures, 4, 27 
Party Peter Bell (The), 215 
Paterfamilias on his Census Paper, 179 
Penny for your Thoughts (A), 262 
Pick of the Pictures (The), 227 
Pink of Courtesy, and a True Blue, 95 
Pint of Half-and-Half (A), 48 
Pioneer in Petticoats (A), 45 
Playing Old Gooseberry at the Hay- 
market, 62 

Playtime for a Doll’s House, 65 
Plea for the Cart-Horse Parade Society 
(A), 243 

** Please give me a Penny, Sir,” 198 
Polite Judgment. 21 
Political Asides, 306 
Politics Up to Date, 11 
Pre-sented at Court, 174 
Private and Confidential, 150 
‘*Pro-digionsr’60 

Proposed Old Etonian Banquet (The), 147 
Proverbs pro Omnibus 293 
Publisher and his Friends (A), 159 
Quees Queries, 87, 98, 141, 156, 183, 195, 
233,263 

Qc^iy by Ignoramus, 95 
^ieslkm of the Enight, 1(^ 

Quite New and Original,” 113 
Raikbs Bex ! 156 
BieeSpe, 267 

Remarkable Conversion, 63 
Rewdniscence of G. K. (A), 27 
Repartee to a Spouse 221 
Return of the Wanderer (TheX 192 
Revelations of a Reveller, 129 
Ri^ts mad Wrongs of Labour (TheX 228 
’ Ri^ts of Counsel (The), 167 
Rival Jarvies” (TheX 90 
Robert at the Academy, 263 
Robert at the Children’s Fancy BaB, 213 
Robert at the Derby, 273 
Robert on Tiinglifib and Foreign Waiters, 
239 

Robert on Skatin’, 67 
Robert’s Xmas Bankwet, 4 
Rolling of the E’s (The), 48 
Rouge et Noir I ” 54 
Bough Crossing (A), 1S2 
Sai> Story, i21 
Salisbury’s Version, 261 
Salvage Man ” (A), 51 
Same Old Game (The), 108 
Savoy Question (A), 215 
School of Criticism (A), 147 
Seasonable Reply, 21 
Semi-Official Introduction, 21 
Serenade ; or, Over the Garden Wall, 86 
Shadows from Mistletoe and Holly, 9 
Shah (Lefevre) and the Sultan (The), 35^ 
Shakspenre and the Unmusical Glasses. 113 
Shelley EeviRedj 137 
Shipping Intelligence, 114 
“Shodkin”CThe), 315 
Show of the Old Masters at Burlington 
House, 15 ' ' 

Silent Shakspeare, 197 
Somebody’s Luggage, 207 
Something in a Name, 123 
Something like a Subscription, 49 
Song of the Bacillus (The), 144 
Songs by a Cynic, 129 
Songs of the Unseutimentalist, 189, 1C5, 2C 5 
Sons of Britannia, 195 
Sound and Safe, 145 
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South African Sentiment (A), 93 
Specimens from Mr. Punch’s Scamp- 
Album, 77, 97, 121, 240 
Still another Chapter of my Memoir, 47 
“Strait” Tip (The), 39 
Strange, hut True, 71 
Striking Intelligence, 291 
Striking Times, 125 
St. Valentine’s Eve, 84 
“ Such a Dawg 1 ” 173 
SuUiyanhoe I 76 
Summer ! 281 
Summery Mummery, 302 
“ Survival of the Fittest,” 17, 78 
“Sweet Strife,” 198 
Sword versus Lancet, 191 
Taken upon Trust, 161 
Taking the Censns, 173 
Talking by Time, 162 
Ten Minutes’ Idyl (A), 165 
“ Ihat Oon-foundland Dog I ” 162 
Theatrical Plunge ; or, Taking a Hedda 
(A), 233 

To a Debutante, 141 
Their “ Ihsen-dixit,” 75 
“ Thermidor " Up to Date, 72 
Three Acres and an Egg, 183 
To a Complimentary Counsel HI 
To-day’s Amusements, 2 
Tolstoi on Tobacco, 86 
To Mile. Jane May, 229 
Tommy Atkins’s Hard Lot, 74 
To Mr. Rudyard Kipling, 83, 105 
Toe Civil by Half ; or, Past, Present, and 
Future, 83 

To Rose Noireys as “ Nora," 277 
To the Queen of Mays, 240 
To those it may Concern, 159 
Tracks for the Times, 135 
Traveller’s Friend (The), 285 
Triumph of Black and White (The), 183 
Tryst (The), 266 

Tyrants of the Strand (The), 285 
Under a Civil Commander-in-Chief, 124 
United Service Diary for 1891 (The), 9 
Unrehearsed Effect (An), 29 
“ Up, Guards, and Act ’em ] ” 173 
Upon Afric’s Shore, 215^ 

Upper Note (An), 83 
Up-to-Date Conversationist, 62 
Up-to-Time Table, from the North, 80 
Very Wildest West (The), 269 
Vice Versfi, 51 

Voces Populi, 3, 24, 25, 40, 49, 1C9, 265, 
277 292 

Wail from the Tub (A), 301 
Waking Them Up, 53 
Wanted for the Eton Loan Collection, 169 
Way of Westminster (The), 160 
Welcome Back 1 54 
What do you Think ? 66 
What it may Come to, 181 
What it may Come to in London, 269 
What it will Come to, 180 
What’s in a Name? 120, 126, 192 
What they have been Told down Bast, 293 
“Wherever we Wander,” 121 
Why should, London wait ? 254 
Wilde Flowers, 125 
Wild Welcome (A), 129 
Word to Mothers (A), 45 
“Worse than Bverl ” 42 
Yankee Oiacle on the Three -Volume 
Novel, 195 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 
Adopted Child (The), 223 
“ Advance, Australia I " 127 
Alarmed Autocrat (The), 288 
AH Adrift I 271 


Arbitration, 81 

“ Blood” versus “ Bullion,’ 235 
Bumble at Home, 19 
Coriolanns, 103 
Fair Exchange (A), 176 
Fruit of the Session (The), 295 
“ General Election Stakes,’* 259 
“ Happy New Year 1 ” (A), 7 
Hsonen, Fin de Si^cle, 211 
In a Maze, 247 
Kept in the Stable, 139 
Not Caught Yet! 187 
“Paper-Chase ’’(The), 79 
Parliamentary Aside (A), 307 
“ Please give me a Penny ! ” 199 
Private and Confidential, 161 
“ Retire I— What do You Think ? ” 67 
Rival “Jarvies” (The), 91 
“ Rouge et Noir 1 ” 55 
“ Sprat to Catch a Whale I ” (A), 115 
“ That Con— foundland Dog 1 " ItS 
“ Worse than Ever 1 ” 43 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS, 
Anebxcan Bride amid Roman Ruins, 282 
American “ Copyright Bill,” 131 
Ancient Example of Female Masher, 268 
Appeal Case in the Lords (An), 82 
Applicant for a Boy's Situation, 159 
April Fools, 166 
Arthur Golfour, 130 
Artist’s Boom good for a Dance, 174 
Assisted Education Bill, 280 
Author and a Pompons Critic, 23 
Authoress and the Looking-Glass, 89 
Baccarat Case in Court (The), 279 
Barrister in Pugilistic Costume, 9 
Bill Sikes and the Electric Light, 87 
Block System at Eton, 803 
Bobby and the Aristotelian MS., 83 
Britannia and the United Service, 194 
Butcher, Dog, and MeRt, 98 
Calendar for 1891, 1 
Canoist and Opposition Swan, 146 
Censns Day Characters, 178 
Chaplin and the St. Bernard, 88 
Cheap Horse for the Derby (A), 267 
Cloak-room Boy and Crush-Hats, 201 
(Ilold Reception ; or, Parliament Meeting 
in a Blizzard (A), 46 
Concave Partner Wanted (A), 231 
Cricket in the Commons, 155 
Cfossing-Sweeper and a Big Swell, 255 
Crossing Sweeper and Pavement Artist, 109 
Curate who is a Chalybeate, 148 
Discontented Jurymen, 59 
Doctor’s Footman and Visitor, 119 
Drawing a Badger, 25 
Egotistical Poet and the Papers, 306 
Electric Light at St. Stephen’s, 70 
Engaging a Partner for a Waltz, 114 
English Art and her Supporters, 207 
English Bookmaker and French Gen- 
darme, 122 

Eton Centenary (The), 303 
Exchanged Hats (The), 138 
Fair American and Two Artists, 258 
Fancy Portrait of “ General Idea,” 195 
Faraday Congratulating Science, 809 
Fascinating Serpent (The), 158 
Fashion’s Floralia, 218 
Father Time’s Vanishing Trick, 12 
Fight between Big and Little Guns, 110 
Follies of the Year, 10 
Foreigner quotes Shakspeare at Dinner, 42 
Friends for Forty Years, 128 
General Guzzleton doesn’t take Tea, 270 
Gentleman well thrown off his Horse, 261 
Georgie and Mamma’s Letter, 171 
German who speaks English not well, 263 







Gladstone, the Knife-Grinder, 50 
Golfour Statue (The), 273 
G. O. M. Variety Entertainer (The), 94 
Goschen the Wine Merchant, 230 
Grand Old Man’s Irish Dog, 63 
Grandolph the Prodigal, 226 
Guards and the Common Army (The), 126 
Hamlet, according to Shakspeare, 11 
Harcourt and the Hares’ Bill, 182 
Home Secretary and Laundry-Women, 290 
Horse you can Sit on Anywhere (A), 249 
Hunting Man’s Hat and Scarecrow, 117 
Hunting with a Drag, 124 
Husband’s Departure for Paris (A), 162 
Ibsen in Brixton, 215 
India and the Russian Bear, 62 
Indignant Crossing-Sweeper (An), 191 
Inebriate at the Natural History Museum, 
167. 

Inflated Safety Skating Costume, 15 
Intelligent Briton and French Blank 
Verse, 107 

Irish O’Rip van Winkle (The), 84 
John Bull and Miss India, 206 
Jones's Stale Story to Miss Smith, 51 
Judge Jeune in Judicial State, 74 
King Stork and King Log, 134 
Ladies Prig-Sticking, 6 
Lady Godiva and the Electric Light, 294 
Lady Identifying Artist’s Portraits, 80 
Landlady and Old Bachelor’s Mutton, 275 
“LaRixe,” 118 

Larkins at the Naval Exhibition, 310 
Launce and bis Dog, 14 
Liking her Cheek, 186 
Literary Stars, 2 

Little Girl and Gentleman Ringing Bell, 27 
London University and the Medical 
Btudent, 254 

Lord Archbishop of Nova Scotia (The), 299 
Lord Harrington’s different Characters, 298 
Lord Randolph’s Career, 214 
Major O’Gourmand’s Dry Champagne, 291 
“ Matthews at Home,” 154 
M‘Dongall and the Cambridge Don, 111 
Metropolitan Railway Types, 18 
Miss Parliament’s Dream of a Fancy Ball, 
106 

Monsieur van de Blowitzown Tromp, 47 
Mr. Gladstone’s New House, 75 
Mrs. Grimwood’s Manipur Adventures, 802 
New Curate and the High Pulpit, 234 
Nobleman’s New Racer (A), 287 
Old Lady and Linkman in Fog, 99 
“ On the Scent I " 67 
Oysters Frozen in their Beds, 81 
Painter’s Rejected Picture (A), 219 
Painting on a Pocket-Handkerchief, 222 
“ Paul and Virginia” Umbrella, 3 
Pick of the Pictures (The), 2z7, 288, 243 
Political Boating Party in a Lock, 250 
Political Military Tournament (A), 286 
Pony Treading on Rider’s Toe, 210 
Post-Office Cuckoo (The), 146 
Professor Borax and the Listening Lady, 
246 

Proposed Heraldic Device for the L.O.O., 
242 

Psychical Society and ’Cycling, 203 
Queen Victoria and her Water Babies, 98 
Quiet Time without Omnibuses (A), 297 
Baikes’ Progress (The), 190 
Random Aladdin, 142 
Reason for leaving a Theatre early, 213 
Removing an Organ-Grinder, 69 
Rhodes and Mashonaland, 266 
Robert and the German Waiters, 289 
Robert Bums v, John Bums, 26 
Samples of Salisbury, 262 
Sarcastic ’Bus-Driver and Passenger, 287 
Sea-sick Channel Passengers, 158 
Sergeant-at-Arms’ Dream of Bar of the 
House, 274 

Shah (Lefevre) and the Sultan (The), 35 
Shinner Quartette (The), 47 
Sir William Variety Harcourt, 202 
Skating Curate (A). 66 
Skating during a Thaw, 54 
Sketch from “ L’Bnfant Prodigue,” 179 
Sketch of the Blizzard, 135 
Sport in the Snow, 68 
Swell going to his Tailor’s, 147 
Sympathetic Brother Artist (A), 71 
Taken cum (Comey) Grain O I 12 
Tommy and his Toys in Studio, 102 
Trouble in Tom Tiddler’s Ground, 278 
Twelfth-Night Drawings for Time, 22 
Two Cronies discussing Old Friends, 183 
Two Influenza* Ihvalids, 292 
Two well-matched Horse-Dealers, 90 
Uncle Sam serenading Miss Canada, 86 
Unsatisfactory Breakfast Bacon (The), 198 
Victory Road-Car (The), 267 
Volunteer Officer Resigning, ,170 
Waiters’ and Gentlemen’s Dress, 95 
War Secretary and Army Doctors, 285 
Would-be Golf-Player (A), 78 
Yankee Lady and the Dead Fox, 83 
Young Lady and the Family Dentist, 150 
Young Lady instructing in Cookery, 251 
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